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Get a Job Like These
E a r n  3 5 0 0 t o l O .O O O a Y e a r

in the B iff P ay Field of
E L E C T R I C I T Y

20 Y ea rs  O l d -  
M akes A lm o st  
$500 a M onth

H arold  H astings o f  S om 
e r s . M a s s ., sa ys : " T h e
p ro fit  o n  m y B lectriea l 
b u s in ess  am oun ts to  $475 
a  m on th . My su cce ss  is 
du e  en tire ly  to  your in- 
e tru ctio n . Y ou  m ake your 
m en  juBt w h a t you  nay — 
E le ct r ic a l E x p e rts . N o 
m an w ill e v e r  m ake a 
m ista k e  e n ro llin g  f o r  y onr 
c o u r s e . ’ *

D ick erson  G ets  
$7,500 a  Year

" l e a r n e d  $30 a w eek  
w hen  I s ta rted  w ith  y ou  - 
$50 a w eek  w hen  h a if  
th rou gh  your c ou rse . N ow  
1 c lean  up  a t  th e  ra te  o f  
$7 ,500 a yea r . Thank you 
a thousand tim es f o r  w hat 
y ou  d id  f o r  m e . E le c  
tr ic ity  p a y s  b ig  on the 
f a r m  . "  H e rb e r t  M. 
D ick erson . W a rren tow n , 
V irg in ia .

$20.00 a Day fo r  
Schreck

" U s e  m y nam e as a 
r e fe r e n ce  and depen d  on 
m e as a b o o s te r . The b ig 
g e s t  th in g  I e v e r  did was 
an sw er  you r  a d v e r t is e 
m en t. I am  averaging  
b e tte r  than  $500 a m onth  
fro m  m y ow n  bu siness 
n ow . I nsed  to  m ake 
$18.00 a w e e k . ’ ’

A. S ch reck ,
T h oen ix , A ris .

1  Pence Earns 
$9,003 a Y ear

W . E . P en ce . A lba n y , 
O r e g o n , sa ys : "  Y our
co u r se  p u t m e w h ere  I am 
to d a y , M r.C ook e—m aking 
$750 a m onth  d o in g  a u to 
m ob ile  e le c tr ica l w o r k  
-  think o f  it  -  $9,000 a 
yea r . B esid es th at I am 
m y c w n  boa s. M y w ife  
jo in s  m e in thanking you  
f o r  w h a t you  d id  f o r  o s . ’ *

$30 to  $so  
a Day fo r  
J . R . M organ

" W h e n  I s t a r t e d  on 
you r  c o u r se  I w sa  a car  
p e n te r 's  h e lp er , earn ing  
arou n d  $5 .00 a  d a y . N ow 
I m ake fro m  $30 to  $50 a 
day  and  am  bu sy  all 
th e  t im e . U se  th is  letter 
i f  you  w sn t t o  — 1 stand  
beh ind  i t . "

J .  R . M org a n ,
C olu m bu s, O hio.

It’s your own fault if you don’t earn more. Blame
yourself if you stick to your small pay job  when I have made it so 
easy for you to earn $3500 to $10,000 a year as an electrical expert. 
Electrical Experts are badly needed. Thousands o f men must be 
trained at once. One billion dollars a year is being spent for 
electrical expansion and everything is ready but the men. Will 
you answer the call o f this big pay field? Will you get ready now 
for the big job  I will help you get? The biggest money o f your 
life is waiting for you.

I W ill Train You at Home
I will train you just like I trained the five men whose pictures

y ou  see here. Just like I have trained thousands o f  other men—ordinary, every
day sort of fellows —pulling them out out o f the depths o f  starvation wages into jobs that 
pay $12.00 to $30.00 a day. Electricity offers you more opportunities— bigger opportunities— 
than any other line and with my easily learned, spare time course, I can lit you fo r  one o f  
the biggest jobs in a few short months’ time.

Quick and Easy to Learn
Don’t let any doubt about your being able to do what these other

m en have done rob  you  o f  you r just success. P en ce and M organ  and these other 
fellows didn’t have a thing on you when they started. You can easily duplicate their suc
cess. Age, lack o f experience or lack of education makes no difference. Start just as you 
are and I will guarantee the result with a sign ed  m o n e y  b a ck  g u a ra n tee  b on d . If 
you are not 100% satisfied with my course it won’ t cost you a cent.

FREE—Electrical Working Outfit and Tools
In addition to giving my students free employment service and

fre e  consultation  serv ice , I g ive  them  also a com plete  w ork in g  outfit. T h is  in
cludes tools, measuring instruments, material and a rea l electric motor— the finest begin
ners’ outfit ever gotten together. You do practical work right from the start. After the 
first few lessons it enables you to make extra money every week doing odd electrical jcbe 
in your spare time. Some students make as high as $25 to $35 a week in spare timework 
while learning. This outfit is all FREE.

M a il C o u p o n  ( o r  F R E E  B O O K
—the V ita l Facts o f  the E lectrica l In dustry

The coupon below will bring you my big free electrical b o o k -
over 100 interesting pictures. The real dope about your opportunities in elec-
tricity — positive proof that you, too, can earn $3500 to $10,000 a year. Send for it now. 
Along with the book I will send you a sample lesson, a credit check allowing you a $45.50 
reduction, my guarantee bond and particulars of the moet wonderful pay-raising course in 
the world. Send the coupon now —this very Becond may be the 
turning point in your life. Send it while the desire for a better job 
and more money is upon you, to

L. L. COOKE, C hief Engineer

Chicago Engineering W orks
Dept, 72 2150 Lawrence Ave., Chicago

The Cooke 
Trained Nan 
is the Big 
Pay Man

• L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer, Chicago Engineering Works, 
E Dept. 72 2150 Lawrence Ave., Chicago, 111.

\ Without obligating me in any way send me 
!  the "Vital Facts,” your Free Book. Sample 
!  I.esson9 and particulars o f your Free Outfit 
5 Offer, Free Employment Service, and proof 
J that you can fit me for a big-pay electrical job.

Name.

A ddress.

Occupation.



ADVERTISING SECTION

The Modem Treasure Chest
In the days of the Spanish Main the 
search for hidden treasures brought 
adventurers to all parts of the 
world. And most of the travels 
were in vain.
Today there is a modern treasure 
chest — Our Big General Catalog— 
which brings the treasures of the 
world right to your own doorstep! 
Tou maydraw on the endless supply 
o f  the best o f the world’s goods 
without moving from your own 
easy chair — and make big savings 
while you are doing it! Nine mil
lion families—or nearly one family 
o f every three in the United States 
—use our catalogs to get depend

able merchandise at money-saving 
prices.
If you are not now getting your share 
of these bargains, we invite you to 
look through our New General 
Catalog for Spring and Summer. 
One glance will convince you o f 
the savings—one order will make 
you a regular member of the greatest 
o f all families, banded together to 
save on almost everything needed 
for the family, the home, the farm 
and the shop.
We give the best service— 99 out-of 
every 100 orders are shipped in 
less than 24 hours after they are
received.

S e a r s ,  R o e b u c k  - ../C o .
C H I C A G O  • P H I L A D E L P H I A  • D A L L A S  • S E A T T L E

Send for  
Tour FR E E  

Copy
If you haven’t 
a *copy o f our 
New Big Gen
eral Catalog, 
send for it, to
day. This con
venient cou
pon will bring 
you free our 
great Spring 
and Summer 
book with its 
3 5 ,0 0 0  b a r 
gains.

Mail the 
Coupon today

eMail the coupon T O D AY  to the store nearest you

Sears, Roebuck and Co. 73A68
Chicago Philadelphia Dallas Seattle

Send Latest General Catalog.

N am e..............................................................................

Postoffice ....... -

Rural Route....

State ...............

Street and No..

. Box No.-
In Less Than a Day

Your Order Is On Its Way

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



In the next issue of the POPULAR, the opening chapters of an Alaskan romance, 
“T H E  SLEEPER OF T H E  M O O N LIT R A N G E S ,” by Edison Marshall, and a complete 
novel of adventure and mystery, “ T H E  R E A D E R  OF F A C E S,” by Howard Fielding, 
on the news stands February 20th. Reserve your copy in advance.
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h e a d  w i n d s , a  Complete Novel Bertrand W. Sinclair I
An adventure tale o f  the Northwest coast.

A N Y  CO LO R , SO I T ’S RED. A Short Story
A  yarn with a dark hero and a great many bright smiles.

S W A N ’S SO N G . A Short Story
Ottie Scandrel sails a mean ice boat.

C A U G H T  IN T H E  N E T . Editorials

G E T T IN G  CLO SE T O  N A T U R E . A  Short Story
The navy wins with a saxophone.

HELL'S NUBBLE. A Short Story
A  North W oods Amazon defies a Spartan.

TEM ESG A L. A Five-part Story— Part III.
A n  epic romance o f adventure in the Southwest.

Henry Herbert Knibbs 114

M AIL FOR R O A R IN G  RIVER. A Short Story 
The railway mail clerk vindicates his education.

Calvin Johnston 146

G O L D  BU LLETS. A Short Story
A  heap o f  bones— a poke o f  gold— and their story.

Gilbert Patten 15 4

T H E  T A M IN G  OF ZERO. A Short Story
H e was a North W oods mule— and the brother in

Kenneth Gilbert and
spirit o f  Maud. Frank Cotter 163

K IN G ’S RANSOM . A Short Story
Murder, shipwreck-—and what followed.

D. Stockbridge 169

A  C H A T  W ITH  YOU. 177

C L E O P A T R A ’S CUP. A Short Story Robert H. Rohde 179
The Great Macumber hurries Father Time.

Harris Dickson 61

C. S. Montanye 72

The Editor 84

Ralph D. Paine 88

Holman Day 98

Pwlce-a-month publication Issued by Street & Smith Corporation, 79-S9 Seventh Avenue, New York, Ormond G. Smith, Presi
dent; George C. Smith, Vice President and Treasurer; George C. Smith, Jr., Vice President; Ormond V. Gould, Secretary, 
Copyright, 1925, by Street & Smith Corporation, New York, Copyright, 1925, by Street & Smith Corporation, Great 
Britain. All Rights Reserved. Publishers everywhere are cautioned against using any of the contents of this magazine either 
wholly or in part. Entered as Second-class Matter, September 20, 1909, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y ., under Act 

o f Congress of March 3, 1879. Canadian Subscription, $4.72. Foreign, $5.44.
WARNING— D o not subscribe through agents unknown to you. Complaints are daily made by persons who have been thus

victimized.
IMPORTANT—Authors, agents, and publishers are requested to note that this corporation does not hold itself responsible for 
loss of unsolicited manuscripts while at this office or in transit; and that it cannot undertake to hold uncalled-for manuscripts 

for a longer period than six months. I f  the return o f manuscript is expected, postage should be inclosed.
Address all communications to the Street & Smith Corporation

Y E A R L Y  SUBSCRIPTION  $4.00 SIN GLE COPIES 25 C E N T S



ADVERTISING SECTION

bthlO -P jeceSeiM chm Set^ SP ieceii Enameled
CanisterSeti

sugar

Wonderful 32-Piece Aluminum Set consists o f  2 Bread 
Fans; Doughnut Cutter: 2 Loose Bottom Jelly Cake 
Pans; Combination Tea Kettle and Rice Boiler with 
lid; Saucepan Set with lid; Dipper: Colander; Measur
ing Cup; Percolator; 2 Pie Pana: Castor Set (4 pieces); 
Tea or Coffee Strainer; Fry Pan; Cooker Set o f  5 
pieces, making 11 utenBil combinations —Preserving 
Kettle: Convex Kettle; Combination Cooker; Casse
role; Pudding Pan; Tubed Cake Pan; Colander;

NO MONEY DOWN!
Just mail the coupon and Hartman, the Largest Hom e Furnishing Concern In the 
W orld, will send you this complete 32-Piece Aluminum Cooking Set, and with it, 
absolutely FREE, the 10-Piece Kitchen Set and 9 -P iece Canister Set, When goods 
arrive, pay only $2 and postage on the Aluminum Set. Pay nothing for the Kitchen 
Set or Canister Set — they are free. Use all 3 sets SO days on  F re e  T ria l. If not 
satisfied, return them and we will refund the $2 and pay transportation charges 
both ways. Otherwise pay only for Aluminum Set, a little each month. K eep  both 
the Kitchen Set and Canister Set as gifts from  Hartman.

Complete 3 2 -Piece Cooking Outfit
Guaranteed for Life. Hartman’s “ Special” Set—made o f heavy gaugealuminum. Will not 
chip,crack or rust. Light to handle. Bright as silver. Read above list o f pieces
—everything for baking, boiling, roasting, frying. And we guarantee it for life.

FREE 10-Piece Kitchen Set
i 9-Piece Canister Set

Both sets free with Aluminum Set. Kitchen 
S e t  includes: P o ta to  M a s h e r, M ix ing  S p oo n . M e a s
uring S p oo n , Ice  P ic k , E gg  end C re a m  B e a te r, Can  
O p e n e r, V e g eta b le  and P a n  B ru s h , F o rk , E gg  end 
C a k e  T u r n e r , W all R a ck . A ll have w h ite  enam eled handles and hangonwall r a c k .C a n is te rS e tin c lu d e s :  
L a rg e  c o n ta in e rs  to r T e a , Coffee and S ug a r, sm ell

Send Post Card Today 
for  Your FREE Copy!

PDrrSar0a''n■ ImCiCi Catalog
Hundreds o f pages, many 
in actual colors, of the 
world ’3 greatest bargains 
in FURNITURE, rugs, 
carpets, draperies, sew
ing machines, silverware, watches, etc. — all sold on easy monthly payment terms and 3 0  days* fre e  t r ia l.

FREE Gifts K 1 "S1";,;
G la s sw a re , S ilv e rw a re , J e w 
e lr y ,T a b le  L in e n s ,e tc ..  F re e
w ith  p u rch ases.

terms for the Aluminum Set 
only. Not a penny to pay for 
the Kitchen Set or the Canister 
Set. 30 days’ free trial for all 
and nearly a year to pay for the 
Aluminum Set.
Order by No. 417G M A 13. 
Price for  Aluminum Set, 
$ 1 8 .9 5 . No m oney down. 
$ 2  and p ostage  on arrival. 
Balance $2  monthly. 
1 0 -P iece  Kitchen Set and 9 - 
P iece Canister Set are Free.

U s e  C o u p o n  O n ly  W h e n  O rd e rin g  
a lu m in u m  S e t . M a il it  T o d a y !N e a rlya Y e a rto P a y  a lu m in u m  s e t. m a n  it  lo t ia y iand'blfaSeon'HHrtmTnTea":; “ “hÂmThTîN~UREDept. 7 0 7 9  Chicago, Illinois

Send the 3 2 -P ie ce  Aluminum C ooking Set 
No. 417G M A 13, Price $ 1 8 .9 5 ,

and with it 10-Piece Kitchen Set and 9-piece Canister Set.

H A R T M A N
Dept. 7079

La rg e st H o m e Fu rn is h in g  C o n c e rn  in the World
C H IC A G O , IL L IN O IS

Will pay $2 and postage on the Aluminum Set upon arrival. 
Kitchen Set and Canister Set are FREE. 1 am to have SO 
days’ free trial. If not satisfied, I will ship all 3 seta back 
and you will refund my $2 and pay transportation eharges

I both ways. If I keep them, I will pay you $2 monthly until 
the price o f  Aluminum Set, $18.95, is paid. Title remains 
with you until final payment is made.

I N am e..--________ - ............................. - ................ — ------------
R. F. D., Box No.
or Street and N o .____. . . -------------------------------------- ------- -
Town......................................................State-..--------------
Occupation------- -------------------------- ------------------- . . . -------. . .
White or Colored „

Please mention this magazine -when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

Classified Advertising
Agents and Help Wanted

WE START YOU IN BUSINESS, fur- 
nlshing everything; men and women $30 to 
$100 weekly, operating our "Specialty 
Candy Factories" anywhere. Booklet free. 
W. Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 29, East 
Orange, N. J._______________________________

MAKE $25 to $50 a Week representing 
Clows' Famous Philadelphia Hosiery, direct 
from mill—for men, women, children. 
Every pair guaranteed. Prices that win. 
Free book "How to Start" tells the story- 
George Clows Company, Desk 66, Philadel- 
phia. Pa.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. Every 
owner buys gold initials for his auto. You 
charge $1.50, make $1.35. Ten orders 
daily easy. Write for particulars and free 
samples. American Monogram Co., Dept.
ITO, East Orange, N, ,1. ______ _

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR. 
Soaps, Extracts, Perfumes, Toilet Goods, 
Experience unnecessary. Carnation Co.,
Dept. 225, St. Louia, Mo._________________

EARN $10 daily silvering mirrors, plat
ing, refinishing metalware, headlights, chan
deliers, bedsteads. Outfits furnished. De- 
cie Laboratories, 1135 Broadway, New 
Y ork,_______________________________________

AGENTS—WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES. 
Sell Madison "Better-Made" Shirts for 
large Manufacturer direct to wearer. No 
capital or experience required. Many earn 
$100 weekly and bonus. Madison Mills, 564 
Broadway. New York._______________________

SELL Union Label All Wool Suits made 
to measure direct to wearer for $24.50. 
Scott System, Inc., Wholesale Tailors, 90A 
Bedford St., Boston.________________________

EVERYBODY BUYS new, instant stain 
«nd rust remover. For clothing, table 
linen, etc. Fine premium with every sale. 
Big, Quick Profits. Free Outfit. Write to
day. Christy, 59 Union, Newark, New 
\ ork.

LIGHTNING STRANGE BATTERY 
Compound. Charges discharged batteries 
instantly. Eliminates old method entirely. 
Gallon free to agents. Lightning Co., St. 
Paul. Minn.

A (i ENTS:—Something new—Wonderful
been ’ ion. Ford Owners wild over it—Dis
tributors profit 300%—thirty-day trial offer. 
Write S. Super, 1304—Fi nduia<\ Milwaukee, 
Wis.

AT LAST! Diamond Rival Discovered! 
Amazing blue white Rajah Gem astounds 
jewelry world and deceives experts! Beau
tiful Sample case Free! $100 weekly. 
Write Quick! Rajah Diamond Co., Dept. 
F-47, Salisbury, N. C.______________________

AGENTS—If you write at once we can 
place you as our local Representative. $15 
a day for full time: $2.00 an hour spare 
time. Exclusive territory; automobile fur
nished. An exceptional opportunity— inves
tigate immediately. American Products Co., 
2390 American Bldg., Cincinnati, O.________

CLOTHING SENSATION: New line of 
men's clothes. All wool suits all at one 
low price of $23.50. We pay biggest com
missions cash with order and supply finest 
selling outfit. Experience isn’ t necessary. 
I f  you’ re honest and willing to work we'll 
train you. Address Dept. 206, William C. 
Bartlett, Inc., 850 West Adams Street, Chi
cago_______________________

M AKE $17 DAILY—Finest Extracts. 
Food Products, Toilet Preparations, House
hold Necessities, Credit: Sample case Free, 
Write for amazing offer. Perkins Products,
B-22, Hastings, Nebr. _______

DINING AND SLEEPING CAR conduc
tors (white). Exp. unnecessary. We train 
you. Send for book of Rules and applica
tion. Supt. Railway Exchange, Sta. C,
Los Angeles._________________________________
... AGENTS: $11.80 daily in advance (send 
for sworn proof) Introducing New Insured 
Hosiery— 47 styles, 35 colors—guaranteed 
seven months—1925 line now ready— No 
capital or experience required—You simply 
take orders—We deliver and co'lect (or you 
can deliver, suit yourself) Credit given— Pay 
You Daily—'Monthly bonus besides— We fur
nish samples—spare time will do—Maeo- 
chee Textile Company, Station 4502, Cincin
nati, Ohio.

Please mention

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued

MEN, 18 UP. Become Railway Mail 
Clerks. $1.600—$2,300 year. Sample coach
ing lessens—free. Franklin Institute, Dept.
T2, _ Ro<■ 11ester. N. Y.________________________

$60—$200 A WEEK. Genuine Gold Let
ters for store windows. Easily applied. 
Free Samples. Liberal offer to general 
agents. Metallic Letter Co., 428 B North
Clark, C hie ago.______________________________

BUILD SPLENDID BUSINESS MAKING 
chipped-glass signs. Write fi r illustrated 
circular. Simplex Utility Co., 136 West 
21st Street, New York.

MAKE MONEY SILVERING MIRRORS, 
Autolights, radiators, tableware. Outfits. 
Methods Free. Sprinkle, Plater, 333, Mari-
on. Indiana,_________________________________

$10 A DAY EASILY EARNED TAKING 
orders for our big line quality soaps, per
fumes, toilet goods, extracts, spices, foods, 
towels, jewelry, remedies, novelty needle 
books, rubber goods, etc. Men and women 
write for big offer. Catalogs free. West
ern Products Co., Dept. 144, 606 N. Oakley, 
Chicago,

Help Wanted— Male

ALL Men, Women, Boys, Girls, 17 to 65 
willing to accept Government Positions 
$117-$230, traveling or stationary, write 
Mr. Ozment, 308, St. Louis, Mo., immedi
ately________________________________________

EARN $110 to $250 monthly, expenses
paid as Railway Traffic. Inspector. Position 
guaranteed after completion of 3 months’ 
home study course or money refunded. Ex
cellent opportunities. Write for Free Book
let. OM-28 Stand. Business Training
lust., Buffalo. N, Y. _______

SILVERING MIRRORS. French plate. 
Easily learned: immense profits. Plans
free. Wear Mirror Works. Excelsior
Springs. Mo. ___________________

U. S. GOVERNMENT want8 men. $1,400 
—$1,600 and up at start. Railway Mail 
clerk examination coming. Let our expert 
(former Government examiner) prepare you 
for this and also Rural Carrier, Post Office, 
Customs, Internal Revenue, and other 
branches. Write today for free booklet. 
Dept. 982, Patterson Civil Service School,
Rochester, N. Y.____________________________

SELL YOUR SPARE TIME FOR CASH. 
Salesmen—Make $130 monthly selling only 
one $10 policy a day. Policy pays $5,000 
and $25 weekly for sickness or injury. To
tal cost $10 yearly. Easy to sell with our 
"D irect-by-M all" plan. Underwriter, 720 
Bonnell Building, Newark, N, J.

Farm Lands

"20 ACRES OR MORE OF OUR BEST 
land in Michigan; $20 per acre. Terms 25c 
per acre down, balance your own terms. 
52-page book free. Swlgart Land Com
pany, X I265 First Nat’I Bank Bldg., Chi
cago."

Coins and Stamps

OLD MONEY WANTED. Do you know 
that Coin Collectors pay up to $100.00 for 
certain U, S. Cents? And high premiums 
for all rare coins? We buy all kinds. 
Send 4c for large Coin Circular. May mean 
much profit to you. Numismatic Bank, 
Dept. 440, Ft. Worth, Tex.

Business Opportunity

WILL PAY YOU $4.50 day for making 
2 dozen pairs Steber wool socks daily on 
High-speed Family Knitter. Will buy all 
ycu make at same rate. We furnish yarn 
free. Five-year written contract, old reli
able manufacturer. Work at home. Be in
dependent. Experience unnecessary. Send 
2c full particulars without obligation. Ste
ber Machine Company, Desk 73, Utica,
N. Y.________________________________________

START a business controlled from your 
own home, little capital required. Dept. 
113, Paul Kaye, 149 Broadway, New York.

this magazine when answering

How to Entertain

PLAYS, musical comedies and revues, 
minstrel music, blackface skits, vaudeville 
acts, monologs, dialogs, recitations, enter
tainments, musical readings, stage hand
books, make-up goods. Big catalog free. 
T. S. Denison & Co., 623 So. Wabash, 
Dept. 132, Chicago.

Help Wanted— Female

$6—$18 a dozen decorating pillow tops at 
home, experience unnecessary: particulars 
for stamp. Tapestry Paint Co., 110 La-
Grauge, Ind.________________________________

WANTED—Ladles to embroider linens for 
us at home during their leisure moments. 
Write at once— "Fashion Embroideries"
1570, Lima, Ohio.__________________________

EARN MONEY AT HOME during spare 
time painting lamp shades, pillow tops for 
us. No canvassing. Easy and interesting 
work. Experience unnecessary. N Heart
Company, 2339, Ft. W ayne, Indiana._______

EARN MONEY WEEKLY, spare time, 
home, addressing, mailing, music, circu
lars. Send 10c for music, information, 
New England Music Co., 118 Asylum St., 
Dept. G-4, Hartford, Conn.

Patents and Lawyers

INVENTORS desiring to secure patents 
should write for our guide-book, "How To 
Get Your Patent." Send sketch or de
scription for our opinion of its patentable 
nature. Randolph & Co., Dept. 412, Wash-
ington, D. C . ______________________

PATENTS. Send sketch or model for 
preliminary examination. Booklet free. 
Highest references. Best results. Prompt
ness assured. Watson E. Coleman, Patent
Lawyer, 644 G St., Washington, D. C._____

PATENTS—Write for free Guido Books 
and "Record of Invention Blank" before 
disclosing inventions. Semi model or sketch 
of invention for Examination and Instruc
tions free. Terms reasonable. Victor J. 
Evans Co., 767 Ninth. Washington, D. C.

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED. PaG 
ented or unpatented. Write Adam Fisher 
Mfg. Co., 223, St. IaiuIs. Mo.

Detectives Wanted

MEN—Experience unnecessary; travel ; 
make secret Investigations; reports; salaries: 
expenses. Write American Foreign Dctec-
tive Agency. 114, St. Louis, Mo.___________ _

BE A DETECTIVE:—Exceptional oppor
tunity; earn big money. Travel. Big re
wards. Established 1909. Particulars free. 
Write C. T. Ludwig, 436 Wcstover Bldg.,
Kansas City, Mo.____________________________
• DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. 
Travel. Excellent opportunity. Experience 
unnecessary. Write, George Wagner, former 
Government Detective, 1968 Broadway, 
New York.

Educational

RA1LKOAD I'OSTAT. I'UiUKS start $133 
month, railroad pass. Send stamps for 
questions. Columbus Institute, B-3, Co
lumbus, Ohio.

Home Weaving

LOOMS ONLY $9.90 and up. Big Money 
in Weaving Colonial rugs, carpets, etc., 
from new or waste textile material. Weav
ers are rushed with order. Send for Free 
Loom Rook, it tells all about Home Weav
ing and quotes reduced prices atul easy 
terms on our wonderful looms. Union Loom 
Works, 266 Factory St,., Boonville, N. Y.

Stammering

ST-STU-T-T-TERING And Stammering 
Cured at Home. Instructive booklet free. 
Walter McDonnell, 80 Potomac Bank Build
ing, Washington, D. O.

advertisements
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Chief
EngineerYou ^  Dunlap

Get ^

4 Electrical 
Outfits

Dunlap JO B-M ETH O D  training is 
built around four complete Electrical 
outfits whicli I send you without ex
tra charge. With these valuable in
struments, tools and materials, you 
learn by doing actual Electrical 
jobs. Y ou get the theory while 
getting the practice. M y JO B -
M E T H O D  o f instruction make it  easy for 
y ou  to understand the moBt difficult subjects-

f :Onl-ij a. jggg;

Outfits^

If you are now earning 
less than $40 a week, I will 
guarantee you an Electrical job  
after you finish m y training— guarantee you at least 50%  more pay 
under bond, or refund every cent you pay for tuition. You  can get 
this guarantee only from  AM ERICAN SCHOOL, the 27 year old, 
million dollar educational institution.

Go Into ELECTRICITY!
The w orld ’s greatest, fastest growing, m ost fascinating industry will pay you 
$3500 to  $12,000 a year when you  are an E L E C T R IC A L  E X P E R T  trained 
to  BOSS electrical construction or electrical power plants, to  direct the work 
o f ordinary electricians. Prepare for these positions, at home in your spare 
time, with Dunlap JO B -M E T H O D  training, the m ost com plete and up-to- 
date home instruction in Electricity.

22 Electrical Engineers
from Westinghouse, General Elec
tric, Com m onwealth Edison, W est-
ern Union and other great corporations 
helped me to build this wonderful home- 
study training. So in every department 
of Electricity you get your training from a 
specialist and an authority! These executives 
know what training you need to hold down 
the B IG -P A Y  positions in Electricity, and 
they give you just that training.

BOSS Electrical Jobs at
$60 to $200 a Week!

New projects in Electricity total hundreds, 
of millions of dollais. N o other industry 
offers such a golden future to trained men,, 
trained as I train you. Electricity rewards 
not only the occasional genius like Edison 
and Steinmetz. This giant business also pays 
rich prizes to thousands of men who master 
electrical principles as I help you master 
them in my JOB-M ETH OD instruction.

Mail Coupon fo r FREE Book Today!
A M E R IC A N  SCH O O L organized h
benefit of royalties, profits and other savings, 
saving offer. Get the facts and take adva 
RAISE offer. Get the facts about your 
chances in the Electrical business. Get Ml 
my big, free catalog, see for yourself j ) ( 
how quickly and easily you can get „ iQ 
ready for BIG P A Y ! a ®

CHIEF ENGINEER DUNLAP
Electrical Division

American School
Dept. E-2192, Drexel Av. and 58th St.

CHICAG O

Dun/apOuaranteesI/oudJobAncfaPamf

I I* American School, Electrical Division
Dept. E-2192,' Drexel Ave. and 58th St.

_  CHICAGO
a  Please rush free book, guaranteejof a Job and 50% 
I  raise, and complete Information.

C ity ...................................................State.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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j = - C O M I N G  I N  F E B R U A R Y --------------s

Two Great Issues o f

THE POPULAR M AGAZINE
F e b r u a r y  7  t h  I s s u e

Head Winds BERTRAND W . SINCLAIR
A n adventure story o f the British C olum bia coast.

Any Color, So It’s Red HARRIS DICKSON
T h e best co lored -broth er story w e ’ve seen in years.

Swan’s Song C. S. MONTANYE
A  sport story that w ill make you  laugh.

Hell’s Nubble HOLMAN DAY
T h e N orth W o o d s— by  the writer w h o knows them best.

Getting Close to Nature RALPH D. PAINE
He joined the N avy and show ed the w orld.

Temescal HENRY HERBERT KNIBBS
A  great romantic serial o f the Southwest.

Gold Bullets GILBERT PATTEN
T he plains in the days o f 49.

Mail for Roaring River CALVIN JOHNSTON
A  railroad story.

Cleopatra’s Cup ROBERT H. ROHDE
T he Great M acum ber— an unusual detective.

A n d  Other Stories as G ood

F e b r u a r y  2 0 t h  I s s u e
C om m en cin g

T h e  S le e p e r  o f  th e  M o o n li t  R a n g e s  
By EDISON MARSHALL

T he sort o f serial o f the great outdoors that has m ade T H E  P O P U L A R  famous

Jimpson the Benevolent HAMISH McLAURIN
Charity ends in a hotel.

The Bottle OSW ALD W1LDRIDGE
A  story o f the sea.

The Reader of Faces H OW ARD FIELDING
A  com plete novel o f mystery.

The Blood of the Brave CALVIN JOHNSTON
A nother fine railroad story.

Big Jack Horner C. S. MONTANYE
H um or with the brand o f Broadway. j

Twenty-four Hours in Kaybee ARTHUR CHAPMAN
A  W estern story.

Beyond the Violet ROBERT H. ROHDE
A  detective story.

Another Installment of T E M E S C A L  
Henry Herbert Knibbs’ great serial

A n d  Other G ood  Stories
T H E  B IG  N A T I O N A L  F IC T IO iN  M A G A Z I N E

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

) matter how little you know about music, i f  you can 
just remember a tune, I teach you to play Jazz, Ragtime, 
Popular Songs B Y  E A R , easily, quickly. Beginners 
and even those who could not learn by the old fash
ioned method grasp the Niagara idea readily. Self- 
instruction—no teacher required. You learn many new 

| styles o f  bass, syncopation—blues, fill-ins, breaks, 
i trick endings, etc. W hy spend years studying tire

some scales and finger exercises when I teach you to
Be a M aster o f  JA Z Z  and R A G T IM E

A t  H o m e  in  9 0  D a y s
and play any tune you can remember, by ear—without 
notes. Original method, wonderful, easy. No do-re-mi 
—no scales—just a few  simple rules, a little p ra ctice - 
results are amazing. No other course like it—fully pro
tected by copyright. Simply write your name, address.tected by copyright. Simply write your name, address. 
State i f  you have ever taken piano lessons. Enclose

6c. in stai----------J T ---------J —
teresting
6c. in stamps'and I will also send in- 

CHART to test your ability.

lip s ,

Ronald G. Wright, Director,
N IA G A R A  SCHOOL OF M USIC
Department 729 Niagara Falla, N. Y.

Send for this Free Book
IN  Y O U R  S P A R E  T IM E

Learn law with only institution giv
ing same course by correspondence 
as was given for years at resident 
classes of this college. DEGREE OF 

f LL. B. CONFERRED. One year busi
ness law course prepares you for suc
cess in business. Law trained business 
men in demand. Three year university 
course covers preparation for bar exam

ination. Money back guarantee if not satisfied. 
Low fee, easy terms, includes complete 1921 thirteen 
v olu m e lib ra ry , t e x t  m a tera l and  all exp en a ea . W r ite  fox 
FR E E  B O O K . H A M IL T O N  C O L L E G E  O F  L A W , D e p t. 
P 2 , 4 3 1  S . D e a rb o rn  S t . ,  C h ic a g o .

Be the Man Make $2 4 .0 0  a Day
Q f  t h e  H o u r  ^ B ing "J im ”  Foster finely tailored 

suits and topcoats at the low price 
o f  $12.50. Y o u  m a k e  $3.00 on every order. "Jim ”  Fos
ter Jr. clothes for boys 6 to 16 are also big Bellers. Sell 
men’s vests, too, and make additional profits. Write for 
samples and information n ow ! Address “ Jim,”  care o f
“ Jim ”  Foster Clotbes, 2 2 5 2  S o . S pau ld ing  A v e .,  

CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

$15 a Day
We want men and women everywhere as local 
representatives to demonstrate and take order* 
for Comer All-Weather Coats. New offer enables 
you to earn $100 a week and a Dodge Touring 
Car. No capital, experience or training 
needed. Write for details.
T H E  C O M E R  M F G . C O .
Dept. K-74 Dayton, Ohio F R E E

FREE Gown Lessons
A ny girl or woman 15 or over, can 
easily Learn G O W N  DESIGNING 
AND MAKING at home. Franklin

Designers earn f  oept'"weeo:
$40 to $100 a Week ,  R o chester. N . y ’.
M ail  rv>uwm  n Y ) »  K indly  send  m e fre e
T oday  sam ple lessons in G ow n  D e-
S ura  s ig n in g  and  M aking .

Name..........................................................

"Here’s an Extra $50!”
“ I’m making real money now! Yes, 

I ’ve been keeping it a secret until pay 
day came. I ’ve been promoted with an 
increase*of $50 a month. And the first 
extra money is yours. Just a little re
ward for urging me to study at home. 
The boss says my spare-time training 
has made me a valuable man to the 
firm and there’s more money coming 
soon. We’re starting up easy street, 
Grace, thanks to you and the I. C. S.”

To-day m ore than ever before, money is what 
counts. You can ’t get along on what you have 
been making. Somehow, you’ve simply got to 
increase your earnings.

Fortunately fo r  you there is an unfailing way 
to do it. Train yourself for  bigger work, learn 
to do some one thing well and employers will be 
glad to pay you real money.

You can get the training that will prepare you 
for the position you want in the work you like 
best, whatever it may be. You can get it at 
home, in spare time, through the International 
Correspondence Schools.

It  Is the business of the I. C. S. to prepare men for bel
ter positions at better pay. They have been doing it for 
38 years. They have helped thousands of other men rn J 
women. They are ready and anxious to help you.

Mail the Coupon To-day

IN TER NATIO NAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 2084, Scranton, Penna.

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

! Business Management 
Industrial Management 
Personnel Organization 
Traffic Management 
Business Law 
Banking and Banking Law 
Accountancy (including C.P. A .) 
Nicholson Cost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
Private Secretary 
Spanish □  French

TECHN ICAL AND

I Electrical Engineering 
Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Metallurgy 
Steam Engineering 
Radio

□  Salesmanship 
□Advertising 

Better Letters 
Show Card Lettering 
Stenography and Typing 
Business English 
Civil Service 
Railway Mall Clerk 
Common School Subjects 
High School Subjects 
Illustrating □  Cartooning 

IN DUSTRIAL COURSES

[Architect
Architects’ Blue Prints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 

□Chemistry □  Pharmacy 
□  Automobile Work 
□  Airplane Engines 
□  Navigation 
□  Agriculture and Poultry 
□  Mathematics

BUSINESS TR AIN ING COURSES
□□

Name....
Street
Address. 3-6*24

City......................................................... State............................................ „

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

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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The Range-land Avenger
By

George Owen Baxter

A Western Story
about a man who lived up to the name oj 
brother at the risk o f  a ll he held dear in life.

Riley Sinclair trusted only one man, and 
that man was his brother. W hen that 
brother was left to die on the burning 
sands of the desert by men who had been 
his bunkies, Riley swore vengeance.

Quick on the draw, and sometimes brutal 
in his expression of hatred, nevertheless 
there is a great deal of native honesty in 
his make-up. It is inevitable that such 
a man makes his mark upon the lives of 
others about him. This, Riley does, and 
when summed up after a most adven
turesome career, we think that you’ll 
judge the balance is for, not against him.

Price, $ 2 ,0 0  net

C H E L S E A f f f f t  H O U S E
79-89 Seventh Gr& f|||^Sj||| ’SNeu ~York CNty

Pleasr ’rention this magazine when answering advertisements
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WASH AWAY FAT

La-Mar Reducing Soap
The new discovery. Results quick and amaz

ing— nothing internal to take. Reduce any part 
of body desired without affecting other parts. 
No dieting or exercising. Re as slim as you wish. 
Acts like magic in reducing double chin, abdomen, 
ungainly ankles, unbecoming wrists, arms and 
shoulders, large breasts or any superfluous fat 
on body.

Sold direct to you by mail, postpaid, on a 
money-back guarantee. Price 5 0 c  a cake or three 
cakes fur S I .0 0 ; one to three cakes usually ac
complish its purpose. Send cash or money-order 
today. You'll be surprised at results.

L A -M A R  L A B O R A T O R IE S 
536 Perry-Payne Bldg., Cleveland, O.

Pimples
Y O U R  S K IN  C A N  B E  Q U IC K L Y  C L E A R E D  o f P im 
ples, B lackheads, A cn e  E ru p tion s on the fa ce  or body. 
B arbers Itch , E czem a. E n larged  Pores. O ily  or S hiny  Skin. 
m Write today for my FRLli Booklet, “ A CLEAR-
l l  K  l j . l b  TONE SKIN” , telling: how I cured myself after 
“  r  being afflicted for over fifteen years.
$ 1 , 0 0 0  C o ld  C a sh  s a y s  I c a n  c l e a r  y o u r  s k in  o f  t h e  a b o v e  b l e m is h e s .
E. S .  G IV E N S , 113 Chemical Building, K A N S A S  C IT Y , M O .

A  P C A I f P f i  E A R N  A  
/ i v L D  1  9  G O O D  IN C O M E
Y ou  can  sell P rem ier K nife S harp eners rl f̂L
to  h ou se w iv e s , restau ran ts , stores,
etc. 9 out o f  10 w ill b u y .  Sells f o r ^ ^ ^ ^ P r ^
50c. W r ite  to d a y fo r attractive  L A R O B
offer. P R E M IE R  M FG . CO. P R O F IT
D ept. 51 D etro it , M ich . lor jrOO

m u sic  by m ail! T o  first pu p ils  in each  loca lity  w e  w ill g iv e  f r e e  • $20 
su perb  V io lin , T en or  B a n jo . U k u le le , lla w a iia n -G u ita r , B an jo , Man- 
d o liu , B a n jo -U k u le le , B a n jo -M a n d o lin , C orn e t o r  B an jo -G u itar  abso. 
la te ly  fr e e . A ls o  tea ch  Piano and O rgan . V e ry  sm all ch a rg e  for  
le sson s  on ly . Four le sson s  w ill teach  you  sev era l p ie c e s . O v a l 
100,000 s u c c e s s fu l p la y ers . W e  gu a ra n tee  s u cc e s s  o r  n o ch a rg e . 
C om p lete  ou tfit  fre e . W r ite  tod a y . D ept, MO, N o  ob ligation ,
Sllnzeriand School of  Music. 1815 Orchard St., Chicago, I1L

21 Jewel ^ E^tra Ihin

Studebaker
The Insured Watch

Direct 
from the 
Maker

5  ENT FOR,
,

DOWN!
Only $1.00! The balance

in  e a s y  m o n t h l y  p a y m e n t s .  
Y ou  get the fam ous Studebaker 

21 Jewel W a tch — Insured for a 
lifetim e; a ch o ice  of 54 new  Art 
Beauty C ases; S adjustm ents, in 
cluding heat, co ld isoch ron ism  and 5 pos ition —d ire c t  f ro m  th e  m a k e r  
at low est prices ever nam ed on 

equ a l quality.
W rite  today  for F R E E  B O O K  
o f A d va n ce  W atch  Styles.

W a tc h  C h a in  F R E E !
F or a lim ited tim e w e are offering a beautiful 
W atch  Chain F R E E . W rite  now  w hile offer lasts.

Mail Coupon for FREE Book
Send at on ce  and get a c o p y  o f  this b o o k — FR E E 1 
See th e  newest, beautiful, advance s t y le s  in 
Studebaker Art B eauty Cases and D ials. R ea dh ow  
you can buy a 21 Jewel Studebaker Insured W atch 
direct from  the m aker— save big  m oney—and pay 
for  it on  easy  m on th ly  paym ents.

for our free b ook . It will post you 
* *  I on vvatch styles and watch values.

Send coupon  at on ce . G et Free Chain offer today 
while it lasts.

STUDEBAKER W ATCH CO.
Dept. H3G South Bend, Indiana

Canadian Address: Windsor, Ontario

}  STUDEBAKER W A TCH  CO . ------------------------------- !
Dept. H30 South Bend, Indiana i

Please send me your Free Book of Advance Watch » 
Styles and particulars o f your $1.CO down offer. I

I f  you live in Canada send your inquiry 
to our Canadian office: Wiudsor, Ontario.

Name ...  
Address..
City......................................... State..

■ f ICheck here for Ladies' Watch Folder. 
[ jCheck here for Jewelry Folder.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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FOUR
GOOD WESTERN BOOKS
RIDER O’ THE STARS

by Robert J. Horton
Arriving unheralded at the “ Diamond II,*’ (he stranger gave his name as "Dam*." and was 

given a job. But why had “ Gordon Hughes." owner of the ranch, hired him? Then* was no need 
o f an additional hand. The newcomer’s name, however, was soon lengthened to "Lightning Dane," 
as his speed and proficiency with rope and gun became known.

Those are some of the elements which make this story an epic o f the great West. It is a fine, 
clean adventure tale of the highest type. In the character o f "Lightning Dane" the author has 
created a personality at once unique and memorable.

Price, $ 2 .0 0  net

QUEMADO by William W est Winter
I-tard-riding heroes and bandits gallop across the pages o f this engrossing Western novel. Their 

wild adventures and exciting deeds hold the reader’s interest to the end. It is the most notable 
work o f the kind in recent years.

Price, $1.75 net

THE RANCH OF THE THORN
by William H. Hamby

On assuming possession of a ranch, bought “ sight unseen." Neal Ashton found it almost too 
hot to  hold. It was only after many breath-taking adventures that he cooled it off sufficiently 
to retain his grip on the ranch that had destroyed seven previous owners.

Price, $2 .00  net

THE LONG, LONG TRAIL
by George Owen Baxter

Outlaws are not always as had as they are painted. “ Morgan Valentine." wealthy rancher, 
was held up, but afterward he fed and protected the robber. Did he do right? lb ad this fascinat
ing tale o f the old West, and place yourself in his shoes !

Price, $1.75 net

CHELSEA HOUSE, Publishers
79 Seventh Avenue, New York City

Please mention t'his magazine when answering advertisements
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Start a 
Saw Club 
in Your 
Town

American 
Legion of 

W isconsin  
— Paul | 
Florine 

Post No. 166;

With Our Free Course O l n v r  i«%  Q  1
of Instruction You Can I  i c l y  11 1  O  J
W e p o s it iv e ly  G u a r a n tee  th at yon  can p la y  o a r  M uaicid Saw  (u s in g  b o th  b o w  and 
th ree  days b y  fo llo w in g  ou r  s im p le  a n d  ea s y  C oa rse  o f  In stru ction . T h e  M usics 
e a s ie s t  to  p la y  m u sica l in stru m en t e v e r  in v en ted . N o  k n o w le d g e  o f  m usic o r  n 
req u ired , i f  y ou  have h eard  o u r  M usica l Saw  in V a u d ev ille , o v e r  th e  R ad io  o r  f r  
R e co r d  18767, C o lu m bia  R e co r d  8757 o r  V oca lion  R e co r d  14766, y ou  are  fa m iliar  i 
s o f t ,  m e llow  ton ea  p rod u ced  fr o m  our m usical sa w s .

T h e  ' ‘ n o v e lty ”  o f  p rod u c in g  such  b ea u tifu l m u sic  fr o m  a  sa w  m a kes 
in stru m en t “ T H E  H IT ”  o n  an y  p rog ra m  en tertain m en t.
Start A Saw Quartette f e & f e X S
tow n . P u t “ p e p ”  in to  you r  m eetin g s , m ake i t a  fe a tu r e  ad v er tis in g  ca rd  
a t  y ou r  en ter ta in m en ts , p a r tie s , e tc .
C „ „ J  S im ply  fill ou t  th e  cou p on  and m ail tod a y . W edenct INO M oney Bend y o u  th e  sp ecia l tem p ered , ten or  
M usica l S a w , S o f t  H am m er an a  com p lete  C ou rse  o f  Instru ction  /  AggftjSIL 
C . O . D . $4 .8 5  p lu s th e  p o s ta g e . T ry  o u t  the in strum ent fo r  th ree

Musschl &  Westphal 
703 W est Water Street 

Ft. Atkinson, Wisconsin
Y o u  m ay sen d  m e th e  M usical Sa w , S o ft  H am m er 

an d  F ree  C ou rse  o f  In stru ct ion . I w ill d ep os it  w ith  
postm a n  $ 4 .85 p lus p o s ta g e . I f  n ot e n tire ly  sa tisfied  I w ill 

re tu rn  the sh ip m en t w ith in  th ree  days and  y ou  w ill re fu n d  
m y  m on ey .

Name,
Address,

M u s s e h l &  W e s tp h a l

T V j

Earn Up to
$ 1 2 5  Per Week
Learn Auto and Garage business. 
Go in business for yourself. We 
train you and start you earning. 
More calls for Greer trained auto
mobile men than we can supply. 
Training requires only 8 weekB. 
All automobile subjects covered. 

Actual shop work. Free use o f  our em
ployment bureau allowed to all Greer 
stadenta and graduates. Free Auto Book- Write me personally for copy of big free auto book and complete information oo “ How to Succeed in the Auto Business.”

Erwin Greer, President

4 C  O L . L . E .  O J E .
Au t o  m o t i v e  
ENGINEERING

Dept. 2709 ,2024  S. Wabash Avenue, Chicago. HI.

S E s r
Y o u r  c h o ic e  o f  th e  W o r ld 's  b e s t  
ty p e w r ite r s —U n d e r w o o d , R em 
in g to n , O l iv e r — fu ll s iz e ,  la ta  
m o d e l, co m p le te ly  r e b u ilt  an d  
redn iah ed  bran d  n e w . P r ices  
sm a sh ed .d ow n  t o  h a lf. A c t  q u ick .

*2 and it’s yours
Just send your name and address and we will mail you our
c o m p le te  FREE CATALOG p re p a id , fu lly  d e s cr ib in g  and  sh ow in g  
actu al p h o tog ra p h s  o f  ea ch  b ea u tifu l m a ch in e in fu ll  c o lo rs . T e lls  
e v e ry  d e ta il o f  ou r  d ir e c t - to -y o u  sm a ll-p aym en t p la n . W r ite  now  f o r  
trem en d ous  sa v in g . N o  ob lig a tion  w h a tever. Still tim e  I f  y ou  a c t  n o w .

International Typewriter Exchange
186 West Lake Street Department 539 Chicago,

Have You O  P i  • Ik i f  * O
Ever Read oea otones Magazine: Good and 

Exciting

W A N T E D
R A I L W A Y  P O S T A L  C L
$  1 6 0 0  t o  $ 2 3 0 0  Y e a r
MEN— BOYS 18 UP TRAVEL— SEE YOUR COUNTRY FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dtpt. W281, RocW.ter, N. Y.

Sirs: Send me without charge, (1) Specimen Railway
Many U. S. Government Jobs Open to Women <?

,  » r  r r r  r* . • v r . .aCl  book, “ How to Get Government Jobs.”  (4) Send free sample
S t e a d y  W o r k  N o  L a y o f f s  P a i d  V a c a t i o n s  <-0 coaching lessons.

Common Education Sufficient /  Name

M A IL  C O U P O N  T O D A Y  SU R E /  Address

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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You men who want to realize your ambitiona— consider the 
P. H. Davis tailoring line. Hundreds of salesmen making fine 
incomes—steadily—taking orders for Davis $29.50 made-to- 
measure suits and overcoats. Davis clothes have nation-wide 
reputation for quality. First sales and repeat orders come easy.

SUCCEED with Davis 
$29.50 Quality Clothes

You can offer finest woolens, combined 
with high grade tailoring. Selling direct 
from factory to wearer, you save cus
tomers $10 and more on suit or over
coat. Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
returned. You make big commissions.
Also liberal profit-sharing bonus on 
uales. To men who qualify, we furnish 
$40 selling outfit without charge. A 
chance to go into business for yourself.
Write today for free book of facts. Address

T H E  P . H . D A V IS  T A IL O R IN G  CO .
D ept. 1-1 C in c in n a t i , O h io

What One 
Man Did

"Earned $300 firafc 
six days. Moved 
into my own home 
bought with Davia 
profits."

E. A. Stafford, 
Ohio.

BE AN 
AUTO EXPERT

The W orld ’ s B iggest and most fasci
nating business needs you. Get into the 
field that offers you unlimited oppor
tunities - BIG PAY. My "Job Way " i n 

struction teaches you with TOOLS, and 
illustrated jobs, not books !

S ta y  H o m e !
" J o b  W a y " training I cr— , ...........
EXPEKT right in your own home, 

tion or  experience. You can earn a 
o f  my students are doing right now 
F R E E  now / Write at once for  my 
b ig  F R E E  A u t o  
B o o k  and full par
ticulars. A ct  now.
Address me p e r -  
sonally. D e p t. 2 3 8 .

Yon needn’ t give up your job 
With my fam ous tried and p roven  

guarantee to make you an AUTO 
' ' '  don’ t need educa-

you learn, as most 
2  hit) a u to  ou tfit*

CHICAGO AUTO SHOPS
B-'fiY . C o o k e , D i r .  E n g in e er  

1 9 1 6  S unnyside A v e ., C hicago

Get this ^mdetful Bedti

PROF. TITUS

without cost
It is written by the mati who lias train«i 
many of the world's greate-t strung men. If 
tells ymi how in develop

Vitality, Energy, Endurance, 
Nerve Strength, Muscular Strength, 

Perfect Physique
My mhv fj-J-pajm boo It, "Building Bettti 
Bodies," is .just off the press. If. contain 
ihe kind of clearly written information yo» 
want, including many halftone i Hunt ratio®* 
of my pupils now among the profession*) 
ranks. It tells you, if you are weak or under
developed, how to gruw strong; if strong, how 
to grow stronger. It explains how to develop
ho lungs mill uni:soles it strong heart and
i go l*mis .1ig< stion- ■in short, how to improv*
i e-alt h iti'n :1 strength internally as well as ex
emu By. My hot il<; is the greatest of it*
:ind 1 will ■lend it to you AltSO-
A'TELY FREE! Write for it NOW
mst-card ,vi» do!

PROF. H. W . T IT U S ,0£
msmmmmmammm

u m &
Our salesm en m ake $5 to  $20 a  day, actual 
figures. 40 la test patterns, fine quality , all 
guaranteed . M oney refu n d ed  i f  not satis
fa cto ry . Liberal com m ission . Y ou r ow n  
territo ry  and a  square deal. W rite  today .

SUPERIOR SPECIALTY COM PANY
I Dept. M 410 Andrews Bldg., Cindnnsti. O'

Picture-Play
Magazine

the Mediterranean,
Annual

Summer Cruise
on the Cunard and Anchor Liner

T U S C A N I A
W e  have again chartered this 
popular steam er to sail from  
N ew  York July 4th, returning 
September 3rd.

A  rea lly  w o r th - w h ile  itinerary)—  
63 d a ys  o f  e n jo y m e n t  an d  insp ir
a tion — p o p u la r  fa res .

A p p ly early

T hos.Cook  & Son
N EW  Y O R K

585 Fifth Ave. 253 Broadway

Bigger and Better 
Than Ever

On Sale at All News 
Stands 25c Per Copy

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION
Publishers

79 Seventh Avenue New York City
Please mention this magazine When answering advertisements
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iHAWffAN
G U I T A R l

I Special courses on V io• 
I lin , T enor-B anjo, Ban- I jo- Ukulele and Ukulele

O N L Y  4 
MOTIONS

I used in playing 
the fascinating 
Hawaiian Gui
tar. Our native 

I Hawaiian instruc- 
I tors teach you to master them 
I quickly. Pictures show how.
] Everything explained clearly. 

PLAY IN HALF HOUR 
I After you get the 4 easy mo* 
I tions, you can play harmonious 
I chords with very little practice.
I 40,000 students have learned to 
j play in this easy, pleasant way. 

E A S Y  L E S S O N S
I T h e  62 prin ted  lesson s w ith  a g rea t 
I m any p ic tu res  m ake it easy t o  Team 
I q u ick ly . Y ou  d o n ’ t have t o  know  
I how  to  read  n o tes . N o  p rev ious m us- 
I ica l k n o w le d g e  n e ce ssa ry . You 
I learn  t o  play any kind  o f  m u sic , and 
I pay  a s  you  play .
F R E E  G U I T A R

I A s  a sp ecia l o ffe r  to  n ew  students 
I w e  g iv e  th is fu ll s iz e , h igh  gra de  in- 

■  istrum ent f r e e  o f  ch a rg e . It is sen t 
l ' a t  o n ce  w ith ou t re d  ta pe  o r  dela y .

W R I T E  A T  O N C E
I  S en d  you r  nam e a t  o n ce  and let ua 
fl te ll you  all a b ou t th e  62 easy  le sson s 
I  and th e  f r e e  g u ita r. Y ou  have every  - 
1 th ing to  g a in . D o n 't  pu t it  o t f . A  
i p o s t  card  will d o . A s k  fo r  new  epe- I c ia l o f fe r  and  easy  term s.
] First Hawaiian Conservatory- 

o f  M usic, Inc.
233 B roa d w ay  (W oo lw orth  B ldg ., 

D e p t . 39. N e w  Y o r k . N . Y .

Kills Catarrh Germ

The Most Astounding 
Announcem ent ever 
made to Boxing Fans
tyJIMMYDe FOREST
W orlds G reatest Trainer and Boxing Instructor

I have adapted the com plete system o f  training and
boxing instruction, with which I developed Jack Dempsey 
and many other famous fighters, to a course of training 
and boxing by mail. W ritten personally by me and 
based on my 35 years’ experience in the successful 
development o f  champions. My wonderfully complete 
course- will make you a boxer o f  the highest grade, or 
nothing will. It is profusely illustrated with practical 
diagrams, and describes every necessary punch, guard, 
principle o f  footwork and trick o f  ring strategy in a clear, 
definite way that will greatly appeal to you. Every six 
weeks, I select men in every weight class, who make the 
best showing on my course, and Tex Rickard, the famous 
promoter, will stage them in star bouts at the Madison 
Square Garden, New York.

SEND FOR MY BOOK
“ The Golden Age of Boxing”
Send ten cents to cover cost o f  mailing and postage, and 
I will send you my big and brilliant 56-page book, which 
fully describes my course and your great opportunity to 
win fame and fortune in the ring. Profusely illustrated 
—wonderfully interesting. Send for this great book 
TODAY SURE.

Box 587, ‘ 347 Madison Ave., New York City

In Three Minutes
Chronic catarrh, no matter how bad, and cases o f 

bronchial asthma now yield instantly to the amazing 
discovery of a French scientist. This drugless method 
called Lavex kills the germ in three minutes, yet is 
positively harmless to the most delicate tissues. Your 
head and lungs are cleared like magic. Sufferers are 
relieved in a single night.

To prove it and to introduce Lavex to a million 
sufferers in one mouth, I offer to send a treatment 
free and postpaid, to any one who w ill write for it. 
No obligation. No cost. If it cures you, you can 
repay the favor by telling your friends— if not, the 
loss is mine. No matter what you have tried, just 
send me your name and address for this generous 
free treatment and prove that you can be rid of 
catarrh.

W . R . SM ITH, 397 L a v e x  B ld g .,
K a n sa s C ity . M o.

D O N 'T  
A T R U S S

BE C O M F O R T A B L E —
Wear the _ Brooks Appliance, the 
modern scientific invention which

ffives rapture sufferers immediate re- 
ief. It has no obnoxious springs or 
pads. Automatic Air Cushions bind 
and draw together the broken parts.

No salves or plasters. Durable. Cheap. _,D _ _ DOft. „ 0  
Sent on trial to prove its worth. Be- IV,K- c * E* 
ware o f imitations. Look for trade-mark bearing portrait 
and signature o f C. E. Brooks which appears on every 
Appliance. None other genuine. Full information and 
booklet sent free in plain, sealed envelope.
BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.. 222-A State St., Manhall, Mich.

PRICES REDUCED

Yes.
lowest —sg»=ijra_ [ M n m B H p  « .
pnges on _  yvzT C * 5  Y e a r #
remington, L c-smithT"*3^ 1^ ^ G u a r a n t e e
ROYAL, and all standard makes on easiest terms ever 
offered. Re-manufactured like new by the famous 
*'YotinE P r o c e s s "  to give a lifetime of service.
J A  VIm m  Ourliberal “ direct from factory plan’ *
I I I  UdVS I i  I d  I saves half. You actually use the type- w  writer 10 days without obligation to
buy. Let us prove we have the greatest typwriter bargains 
ever offered. You actually save from $40 to $50.
(S T  B ig  fl/umtratod C a ta lo g  F R E E
This interesting valuable book explains fully how “ Young 
Process of Re-Manufacturing”  guarantees you highest qual

ity .perfectservice and satisfaction. Rush coupon todayto .
i  Y O U N G  T Y P E W R IT E R  C O .,(E s t 1911) ,

. . . . . .  SEND COUPON NOW . . .
Young Typewriter Co., Dipt 1522, 654 W. Randolph St., Chicago

Send me Free book and Special Reduced Prices. This 
does not obligate me in any way.

Name.......................................................................................

Address...................................................................................

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Write For This Chance To Make

$5 0 te*90wEAEK,
I mean it! Write me today and I will send you an immediate cash
opportunity to make big money. I will tell you how you can establish yourself 
in an amazingly profitable business of your own without the investment of one 
cent of capital, without previous training or experience. It's a permanent, 
profitable opportunity in which you can easily make $5.00 to $15.00 a day from 
the start and where your earnings will increase each and every week. I have a 
proposition for you so simple, easy, square and clean cut, that you are bound 

_ _ _  to make a tremendous success.

^Position Open in Your Town
For Men and Women Everything Furnished
i  want you to represent the W orld 's Star 
Knitting Company to take complete charge of 
exclusive territory and fill the enormous demand for 
World's Star products. Over a period of 30 years 
World’s Star Hosiery and Underwear has been sold 
direct from the mill throughout the country. We are 
pioneers, firstin America to sell direct from the mill to 
home. The genuine quality and amazingly low pricesof 
World’s Star productshave created a tremendous de
mand. I need representatives at once In every com
munity to handle the big business.
No Experience Required
No matter what your experience has been, what kind 
of work you are doing now, how much you are making, 
how old you are, you are bound to succeed with this 
proposition. You can do as well as Commons, Mich., 
who boosted Ms earnings $500 a month; or Stockwell, 
Ohio, who averages $100 a week. No justness offers 
you a more wonderful future or greater possibilities. 
You are your own boss. The work Is pleasant, dignified, 
delightful, the kind you will enjoy. Hundreds of repre
sentatives have been with us for more than twenty years.

J T O J T F  ■ For this opportunity I do not 
* ask you to  invest a penny. If 

you write atfcnce I will give you all the
details of this great businessandtellyou how you 
canstart Immediately without capital, how com
plete sample outfits including full size Irre
sistible selling samples of our line are given 
to workers. Complete instructions which 
tell you how to begin and how to succeed 
— everything necessary to start all given 
without cost, to representatives.

Send NoMoneylSyS
self to have the details of this great propo
sition. Right now territory Is open. Don't 
send a penny. Without obligation on your 
part. I'll send you complete particulars of 
the greatest agency plan ever organized.
Don't wait and miss this opportunity. $50 
to $90a week is yours if you act now. Send 
name and address only— a letter or * 
card will do. BUT WRITE NOW.

0 . L  GALBRAITH, P res. WORLD’S STAR KNITTING COMPANY
8 3 2  Lake Street Established  3 0  Y u n Bay City* Mich.

GET THIN
Free Trial Treatment

r Sent on request. Aak for my *‘pay-w hen-reduced’* 
1 offer. I have succee efully reduced thousands o f 
I persons, often at th *  rate o f  a pound a day, with* 
I out diet £>r exercise. Let me send you proof at 
| my expense.

_| DR. R. NEW M AJf, Licensed Physician,
• ta te  o f  N ew  Y o r k .  2 8 6  F ifth  A v e., N. Y . D esk  C-67

’ S T U D Y  A T  H O M E
WB ecom e  a  la w y er . L ega lly  trained  

■  m en w in  th e  h ig h est  p osition # and 
a  b ig g e s t  s u cc e ss  in bnslneaa and pob llo  

/ life . Ba in d ep en d en t. G rea ter  op p or- 
J t u n it ie s  now  than ev e r  b e fo r e . B l "  
J  co rp ora tion s  a re  h eaded  b y  m e n  w it s  
J lega l tra in in g . E arn
' $ 5 ,0 0 0  to  $ 1 0 ,0 0 0  A n n u a lly

____ W e  g u id e  you s tep  b y  a tep . Y o u  can train  at
h om e  d u rin g  sp are  t im e . D e g r e e  o f  L L . B .  c o n fe r re d  

f  L a S a lle  s tu d e n ts  p ra c t ic in g  law in e v e ry  eta te . W e  fa rn leh  all 
4 t e x t  m a teria l. Includ ing  fou rteen -v o lu m e  L aw  L ib ra ry . L ow  coat. 
T easy  term s. G et o u r  valuab le  108-page * L a w  G u ide . * and  
1 • • E v id en ce* ’  b o o k a  f r e e .  S en d  f o r  th em  N O W .
I L a S a lle  E x te n s io n  U n iv e rs ity *  D e p t . 2 7 0 .L .  C h ic a g o  

The World’s Largest Business Training Institution

N e w W a y  t o  M a k e

Do you need money? National organization. Fireside Indus
tries, has a few  openings # for new members. Wonderful, easy way 
to earn money every day right in your own home. Fascinating, pleasant 
work. No experience needed. We teach you everything.

F R E E  Book Tells H o w
B eau tifu l FR E E  B ook  ex p la in s  h ow  to  b e c o m e  a m em b er  o f  F ires id e  Ind u str ies , 

b o w  you  earn  m on ey  In sp a re  time at h om e  decoratinp A rt N o v e lt ie s , h o w  you  g e t  
c o m p le te  ou tfit w ith ou t one penny o f  e x tr a  c o s t .  W rite  t o d a y , en clo s in g  2 c  s ta m p . 
FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES* Department 6 3 2 , Adrian, M ic h ig a n

We Want Agents at $50 to $90 a Week
New Invention— Just out. Needed in every home every day. Patented. * 
Nothing else like it. Low priced— Sells on sight. Sharpens any kitchen 
knife, paring knife, carving knife, bread knife, or shears and scissors in ten 
seconds. Mechanical masterpiece. A child can use it. Just put knife in

;— turn crank— sharpens both sides at once automatically. W e want representatives 
at once—men and women hustlers. Get this position where profits start first day.

No Experience Necessary— 200% Profit
Make as much money next week as these men are making now. J- C. Lewis, 

Kansas, says: “ 1 have so ld  o n e  hundred sharpeners in fou r d a y s ."  Hobart Kerr, of Md., writes: 
‘The women can hardly wait till they get them.” Herbert Cain, o f K y„ sold nine after supper. 
A t  the end of the first day, J. W. Gordon, o f  Pa writes: “ I  sold two dozen and I so ld  t o  every one 

I saw.'* Wm. G . Hall, o f N . J., says: “ I think it is great. I sold six in about one-half hour, 
“ 'he machine is a mighty fine proposition. I am a m echanic and I know  what I am talking 

about.** You man m ake th is m oney. WAITE TODAY. TERRITORY FREEs G et busy  a t ones.The
Quickedge 
Knife end 
Shear Sharpener

Pleare mention this magazine when answering advertisements

QUICKEDGE SHARPENER C O ., J a c k s o n ,M ic h .
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0 0 -3 0 Dam Free D ia l
j f o f v n n t m

iA  y e a r
P a y

Pillows and Linens

FREE!
Read This!

top  r 
:h a t  h<

Inches w id e . A c c o m m o d a t e s 2 o r  3 p e rso n s .

_  _  L ink F a b r ic ”  c o n s tru cte dof h eavy  g a u g e  W ish b o n e  S teel Link fa b r ic  w ith  
6-8 Inch strap  e d g e . The fa b r ic  is  su p p orted  at 
each  end  w ith  o il te m p e r e d  sp rin gs  insuring  

r es ilien cy  and c o m fo r t .

While they last, we will 
include with each order for 
this Brass Bed Outfit, two 
featherpillows.one bleach
ed bed sheet and two pil
low cases to match. Order 

now and pet the pil
lows and linens free .

A sensational offer! Think of it! This entire Brass Bed Outfit 
„  .  h„ ,  lnrh , ,„ch - com plete— Big, full double size, extra massive Brass Bed.T h e Bed !n, h top rfn i-"„ch fiYier,. Luxurious, Deep-Tufted, Imperial Roll Edge Mattress, and

sturdy. Heavy Gauge Steel Link Fabric Spring all sent to 
you for only $1 and coupon below. An amazing value.
We make this astounding offer to attract TRIAL in your own home. If you like it keep 
100,000 more customers for the thousands it—and take a year to pay. Otherwise re- 
of other remarkable values described in turnitandeverypennyyou paid,both freight 
our catalog—to acquaint you with our and delivery charges, will be refunded, 
easy-to-pay manner of selling everything EXTRA: As an EXTRA SPECIAL offer we 
in Furniture and House Furnishings on will give FREE Two Pillows, Bed Sheet and 
credit. Take advantage of this sensa- Two Pillow Cases with every order mailed 
sational offer while it lasts. Send for this AT ONCEI Send the coupon below IM- 
magnificent Brass Bed Outfit AT ONCE. MEDIATELY and get these beautiful Pil- 
Only $1.00 down! Take 30 days’ FREE lows and Bed Linens ABSOLUTELY FREE!CATALOG

F R E E
5000 Other

Amazing Bargain*
If  you are not in 

need o f a Brass Bed 
]  Outfit at this time. 
If but need other Fur- 
/ niture, send at once 

J/forL . FISH FURNI- 
VTURE COMPANY'S 

New Big Book o f Home Furnishings 
and see the startling values offered in 
this sale and soldOn Credit!
Y o ur c h o ice  o f  th e  n ew est  s ty le s  o f  F u rn i
tu re , Rugs, A lu m in u m  S ets, D ishes, 
K itchen C abinets, S to ves, e tc. A L L _ A T(itchen C abinets, S to ves, e tc. A L L  A

L O W E S T  P R IC E S A N D  ON E A S IE S T  
C R E D IT  T erm s. W r ite  f o r  c a ta log  today .

Mail Coupon
I L. FISH FURNITURE COMPANY
■ Dept. 70?. 2225-2287 W. Pershincr Road. Chii

No. F 501A —3 -P iece  B rass Bed Outfit 
In c lu d ing  Brass B e d, M a ttres s , Steel S pring . 
S I . 0 0  d ow n— $ 3 .7 5  p e r m o n th — to ta l price  

only  $ 4 4 .9 5 .

with si.oo  for Bra** Bed Outfit
Just $1.00. That’ s all you need to pay to have 
us send you this magnificent Brass Bed Outfit 
for 30 days’ FREE TRIAL. I f  you don’ t like it 
—send it back. Your $1.00 and all freight and 
delivery charges you paid will be refunded. 
You take no risk. If you keep the Outfit take a 
year to  pay! Easiest credit terms—only $3.75 
a month. Your credit is good 1 This beautiful 
Bed Outfit is sold under the famous L. Fish 
Triple Test—Quality, Strength and Finish.

Order at on ce  and we will send you the Two 
Pillows, the Bed Sheet and Two Pillow Cases 
ABSOLUTELY FREE. Send $1.00 now while 
offer lasts.
L. FISH FURNITURE COMPANY

E sta b lish ed  67 Y ea r s
2225-37 W. Pershing R d ., D ept 702 Chicago, 111.

Dept. 702 2225-2287 vV. Pershing Roud, Chicago
E n closed  find $1 .00. Ship m e th e  ad v er tised  B rass 

B ed  O utfit N o . F501A . Y o u  a re  to  in c lu de  with the o rd e r  
F r e e , tw o  fe a th e r  p illow s , on e  b lea ch ed  sh ee t and tw o
p il lo w c a s e s  t o  m a tch . I am  to  h ave  30 d a y s ’ f r e e  tria l. 
If  1 k eep  the ou tfit  I  w ill pay you  $3.75 a m on th . I f  n ot 
sa tisfied  I am  to  retu rn  th e  co m p le te  b e d  ou tfit  w ithin
80 days and you  are to re fu n d  m y m on ey  and  all f re ig h t  
and  d e liv e ry  c h a r g e s  I paid .

$ l . u v  u u w n ,
T o ta l, $ 4 4 .9 5

I

I
i
| Name..................................................

| Address................................... P .O ..

IJ

Co...................................State...........
□ If  you  on ly  w ant la te s t  barga in  c 

Issu ed , pu t *  In b o x .

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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To men who would like to wear

HEN a member o f the Modest 
Order o f  Gray Doves sud
denly breaks out a brilliant 
pennon from his Adam’s 

apple, you may be pretty sure he has 
found some subtle reason for flinging 
defiance at a threatening world.

Perhaps something nice has happened 
to his bank account. Perhaps he has 
just found his soul. Or perhaps he has 
just had an Ivory bath.

In this land o f  the free and the brave, 
every male should have the privilege 
o f  displaying, at will, the most eye- 
engaging neckerchief the home town’s 
loveliest emporium affords, without 
apology or explanation.

An Ivory Soap bath establishes that 
privilege, a priori. To the timid it 
brings the courage o f  desperation, while 
to the brave it brings a smile o f lofty 
triumph.

Without Ivory in the bath, some
thing may go wrong: either the soap 
will anchor itself in some hidden grotto 
o f the tub, or preserve a presidential 
secretiveness in the matter o f  lather, or 
confess complete insensitiveness to 
social etiquette by refusing to depart 
in the rinse when invited to go.

Ivor)’ floats! It is always in sight 
when you need it. Its rich lather is a 
tradition. It rinses off without an in
stant’s delay. And it has no strong odor 
to suggest either the beauty parlor or the 
chemical laboratory.

W e do not pretend to know what 
process o f  diplomacy may help you to 
acquire Ivory for your bath, but most 
men seem to achieve their object merely 
by a few gentle words —  for instance: 
'T d  like to have Ivory for my bath.”  
Or— they go and buy a cake themselves.

PROCTER & GAMBLE

IVORY SOAP
99AV% PURE IT FLOATS

@  1925. b j Th» Proctor ft Cambio Co., Cincinnati

W IVES who desire to main
tain the status quo ante mat- 

rimomum in the matter o f  beauti
ful complexions will find dainty 
Guest Ivory a gentle and effec
tive assistant. It costs 5 cents.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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H e a d  W i n d s

By Bertrand W . Sinclair
Author o f  “  Twice in the Graveyard Watch, ” “ North o f FiJtv-three, ” Etc.

It is surprising h o w  m u c h  the m atter o f  s ty le  adds to o r  detracts  fro m  the 
tell ing o f  a s to r y .  M a n y  a first-rate y arn  has been ruined in the tell ing. Bertrand 
Sin lair has m astered the dif f icult  k n a c k  o f  easy , f luen t  s ty le .  His stories  run 
w ith  a sm o o th ,  e ffortless  f l o w .  T h e r e  is a fascinating fe l ic ity  abou t them  quite  
apart fro m  the spell o f  their c lo se-k nit ,  s w i f t - m o v in g  plots. T o  the e n jo y m e n t  
o f  f o l lo w in g  a str ik in g  set o f  characters  th ro u g h  a b re a th -tak in g  maze o f  ad
v e n tu ro u s  incident, Mr. Sinclair  has added, in this tale o f  sea and land in the 
A m erica n  N o r t h w e s t ,  the satisfaction that c o m e s  o f  fe l ic i ty  in c h o ic e  o f  w o r d s  
and that m a kes  reading easy. “ Head W i n d s ”  is w r it te n  w ith  s u ch  c u n n in g  skill 
that o n c e  y o u  h a v e  fallen under the fascination  o f  its plot y o u  w ill  fo rg e t  the 
printed w o r d s  and im agine y o u  are w a t c h i n g  life itself  roll  b y  in a rapid s u c 
ce ss io n  o f  ro m a n tic  episodes against the m ajestic  b a ck g ro u n d  o f  the P a cif ic  and 
the s n o w -ca p p e d  peaks  o f  the W e s t . — T H E  EDITOR.

(A Complete Novel)
C H A P T E R  I.

HIDDEN BAY.

SO M E T IM E S the unreckoned course 
of a man’s physical activities— to 
say nothing o f the mental or spirit
ual curves he may describe— is like 

that o f a boomerang. From a given point, 
like a missile cast from the invisible hand

o f Destiny he returns, willy-nilly, to the 
spot where the initial impulse was given.

A  fanciful comparison like that was 
passing through Johnny Akhorn’s mind—  
passing not too pleasantly for there was 
a sore spot yet in the tissue o f his recol
lection— as he stood in the door o f the 
pilot house staring through a narrow cleft 
in a rugged shore line o f granite cliffs
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backed by dense forest. His gaze grew 
absent. A  far-off look filled his eyes, as 
if he saw things beyond the horizon, 
things remote but vivid, such as any man 
can see if ha looks beyond the material 
solidities o f his immediate environment.

That was precisely what Johnny Akhorn 
was doing in this quiet hour when the 
afternoon westerly was dying to a whisper 
and the sun was on its way to bed in the 
Pacific Ocean behind the saw-toothed ram
part o f Vancouver Island, that deep-sea 
barrier which loomed purple and blue and 
white-tipped thirty miles to westward.

The yacht o f which Johnny was master 
lay at anchor in the lee o f a rocky islet. 
The slow outset o f the tide from Jerome 
Inlet made an eddy that held her taut 
against her chain. Viewed from a little 
distance she was like a fat white duck at 
rest on the water; a sizable duck, however, 
since she was eighty feet between perpen
diculars, with eighteen feet o f beam and a 
nine-foot draft. Within the body o f this 
wooden sea bird rested on massive timbers 
the latest type o f Diesel motor, surrounded 
by engine-room equipment to gladden a 
mechanic’s heart.

The IVest by North had been designed, 
constructed and powered to follow the 
course implicit in her euphonious name, 
even to the Siberian coast. She was on 
her maiden voyage. She had ability, 
speed, comfort. Johnny Akhorn was a 
little bit proud o f his command. The only 
thing he didn’t quite fancy about this voy
age was being subject to more or less 
erratic day-to-day orders as to course and 
destination.

O f himself he would have shunned this 
particular spot. He had kept away from 
it a long time, deliberately. O f his own 
accord he would never have chosen to 
anchor in the lee of Granite Island, where 
he could look through Whispering Pass 
into Hidden Bay. Yet he didn’t have to 
be physically present to see it. Sometimes 
he could see that reach of shore when he 
was far distant. A  word, the name o f a 
place, a familiar contour, would flash it 
across his mental vision and give him a 
curious feeling for a moment.

• 2

A  man can never quite escape buried 
memories. A  color, an odor, a word serves 
to make them rise unbidden from the 
depths o f that curious reservoir which 
psychologists have labeled the subcon
scious.

Deep in his own thought, staring with 
that absent gaze, Johnny neither saw nor 
heard the approach o f  two persons along 
the deck. Yachting shoes are noiseless. 
The man and woman— or perhaps girl 
would be the more exact term— stood at 
Johnny’s elbow. The man spoke and 
Captain Akhorn did not hear.

The girl smiled. She had the face and 
diminutive figure o f an elf. She looked 
innocently mischievous. Her companion 
made an excellent foil. He was a large
bodied, slow-moving person, inclined to be 
pompous, impatient, to think well o f him
self, to be ponderously impressive.

“ I say, captain,”  he repeated. “ Sorry 
to disturb your cogitations.”

Johnny came back to the present.
“ Beg pardon,”  said he.
“ Can you navigate that passage to a 

good anchorage in the bay?”  Mr. Benja
min Allen indicated with a fat, white, 
hairy-backed hand the tiny notch in the 
line o f cliffs. Within showed the faint 
sheen o f water, a suggestion o f open space.

“ At high slack— yes,”  Johnny replied 
without enthusiasm.

“ Please do so,”  Mr. Allen requested, “ as 
soon as the tide is right.”

“ Yes, sir,”  Johnny acquiesced. He 
hadn’t bargained for an anchorage in Hid
den Bay. For four years, in his coastwise 
trafficking, he had never put a vessel’s bow 
into Whispering Pass. He didn’t wish to 
now.

But orders were orders, when they is
sued from a man who was paying the 
owner o f the West by North a fancy price 
for her charter, which included Captain 
Akhorn’s services as navigator.

High slack came within forty-five min
utes. The anchor chain rose grumbling in 
the hawse pipe. The big engine began its 
rhythmic turning. The yacht moved 
slowly into the mouth of the Pass.

An hour earlier from within that cleft
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there had risen a murmur like the drone 
o f enormous bees. The tide race poured 
and broke to the lower level of the bay, 
a white-bordered, green incline that 
pitched down to a confusion of swirls, 
foam, broken water. Now it was still—  
the inner bay filled to the Gulf level— so 
still that as the West by North slid into 
that narrow water lane the loudest sound 
impinging on Johnny’s hearing was the 
whirr-oop, whirr-oop o f wireless in the 
room abaft the wheelhouse, where Sparks 
was flinging out a message.

The depth shoaled under her keel. The 
granite walls closed in. The bottom 
seemed to leap up out o f the pale-green 
sea. The little vessel filled the Pass, 
bulked large in it like a liner beside a 
dock. A  sheer o f twenty feet to port or 
starboard would have put her aground. 
She moved at half speed, sedate as a 
matron across a drawing-room floor.

Johnny gave the wheel over to a deck 
hand who stood by him.

“ Hold her steady in mid-channel,” he 
said, and stepped out to the rail. Uncle 
Benjamin looked at him with an expres
sion of alarm.

“ W e’re going aground!” he protested. 
“ Look how shallow it is.”

Johnny shook his head. He leaned over 
the rail. The rocky bottom, brilliant star
fish, dun-colored scuttling crabs, streamers 
o f brown kelp, showed like images in a 
mirror o f greenish hue. It did seem as 
if the yacht’s keel must at any moment 
touch bottom. But she forged on while 
Johnny gazed calmly overside.

Suddenly the shoal vanished. There 
was nothing but immeasurable depths of 
gray green. The passage opened, widened 
like the flaring end of a funnel and the 
yacht steamed into a bay nearly a mile 
across, a bay ringed about by high hills 
growing shadow-haunted in the twilight. 
Johnny returned to the steering wheel, 
swung his ship toward a cleared spot on 
the northern shore where amid a low 
growth o f paler green the weathered roof 
o f a house stood gray against the dark 
forest.

Half a Cable offshore the hook went

down with a rattle and 'a splash. The 
throb o f the engine stilled. For a minute 
or so the only sound in that tranquil har
bor, in that fading pearly eventide, was 
the rasp of the wireless.

Johnny sat down on a forward skylight. 
The wireless annoyed, irritated him. 
Uncle Benjamin, he reflected, must have 
important connections to be so frequently 
having Sparks disturb the ether.

His glance turned aft, to the petite fig
ure o f a woman staring overside, leaning 
on the rail, her eyes fixed on something 
ashore. Johnny’s gaze followed hers. 
Presently he forgot her in absorption that 
overtook him as his eyes dwelt on the ob
ject o f her attention— the house on shore. 
The absent look crept back into his blue 
eyes.

A L IT T L E  later he roused from his deep 
reflection and went below to a cubby

hole o f a stateroom. From this he pres
ently emerged clad only in a bathing suit. 
The forward port landing stage had been 
lowered away for a purpose. The decks 
were empty. There issued sounds o f 
laughter and phonograph music from the 
saloon.

Johnny went quietly down the ship’s 
ladder and slid off into the cool sea with
out a sound, with scarcely a ripple. He 
swam with a slow steady stroke to the 
shore.

Picking his way over barnacle-incrusted 
rocks he passed through a tumble-down 
picket fence, traversed a waist-high growth 
o f bracken and came out in a clear space 
before the house.

Here Johnny paused only for a sec
ond. He didn’t even trouble to look in the 
broken windows. Perhaps a glance at the 
obvious desolation sufficed. Skirting the 
house he came out into a path, long un
trodden. This led a hundred yards or so 
over a little rise from the top o f which 
Johnny took a look into a neglected 
orchard. Apple and plum trees stood un
kempt, scraggly, meagerly fruited. 
Grasses and ferns waved about their 
trunks. The evening airs rustled forlornly 
those twisted boughs and scant leafage.
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Johnny turned back, his face expres
sionless. He came slowly into the door- 
yard once more. But this time he stopped, 
sat down on a sawed-off section o f cedar 
which had been used as a chopping block. 
He leaned his elbows on his bare knees 
and stared at the silent house, its broken 
windows, its neglected porch, up and about 
the rustic pillars o f which climbing roses 
and Virginia creeper and glossy ivy had 
twined a green canopy— vines planted by 
vanished hands.

In the dusk and the silence Johnny 
stared at this place. His imagination re
peopled its rooms, put lights in the win
dows ; he could almost hear voices and 
laughter within those abandoned walls.

Dark closed in. Johnny Akhorn didn’t 
need eyes to see. He knew every rock, 
nook, hollow, giant fir, branchy cedar 
within a mile o f where he sat. He knew 
how it looked in sun and storm. He had 
heard the great winter winds, the south
easter off the Gulf o f Georgia and the 
nor’wester issuing from the mountain 
passes, go screaming through those woods. 
He had lain on mossy benches and been 
warmed by April suns.

It was old, familiar ground. And it 
slowly stirred up in his breast a buried 
ache that made him suddenly cover his 
eyes with one hand and set his teeth hard. 
For a few minutes he sat like that—  
Rodin’s “ Thinker”  in a bathing suit, 
brooding in the night. Then he lifted his 
head with a curious, twisted smile.

“ H ell!”  he muttered under his breath. 
“ I ’m a fool to let that bother me again. 
It’ll be all the same in a hundred years 
from now.”

He nursed his chin reflectively. God 
only knew what he thought, but he thought 
hard. And he sat like that, immobile, si
lent, until a faint rustle that was none of 
the common rustlings o f the small life 
which he could hear stirring in the thick
ets, made him turn.

The diminutive person off the yacht 
stood within arm’s length o f him. He 
could see her quite distinctly. She knew 
he saw her. She laughed, chuckled rather, 
a little pleasant throaty sound, and coming

nearer looked down at Johnny with a 
smile that somehow transformed her 
small, round, deeply tanned face.

“ Is it a regular practice o f yours to 
swim ashore and sit in the dark in a bath
ing suit before abandoned houses to think 
great thoughts?” she inquired.

There was a suspicion o f mockery in 
her tone.

“ Studyin’ navigation problems,” Johnny 
answered.

“ Not local ones,”  she observed— and 
dropped tailor fashion on the grass before 
him, where she peered, bright eyed, up 
into Johnny Akhorn’s slightly clouded 
face. “ By the way you made that narrow 
little pass and came up to this anchorage 
I ’d say you know this place rather well.”

“ I know most of the British Columbia 
coast,”  Johnny replied.

“ Not the way you know this,” she 
stressed the last word. “ W hy didn’t you 
want to come in here?”

“ Where did you get that idea?”  he 
asked, with well-simulated indifference.

“ It isn’t really an idea— more o f an im
pression.”

“ I don’t go much on impressions,” 
Johnny drawled.

“ Don’t you? You must miss a lot.” 
She smiled impishly. The segment o f a 
yellow moon had thrust up above the hills 
and its glow lighted her face. Johnny 
steeled himself against the compelling 
quality o f attraction that radiated from 
her. It was indefinable; but it existed.

She wasn’t pretty. She had too wide a 
mouth, that was only redeemed by the 
pleasant curve o f her lips and splendid 
even teeth. Her hair was straight and 
black as night; bobbed square, with a 
smooth band o f it drawn across her fore
head and caught by a little barette. Faint, 
fine lines ran out from the corners o f a 
pair o f very large, wonderfully expressive 
brown eyes. When a man looked once or 
twice into Jessie Allen’s eyes and marked 
the luminous depths o f them, the subtle 
hints and challenges and messages they 
seemed to convey, he forgot about her 
lack o f beauty.

Johnny had been observing her steadily
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for five weeks. There were other girls 
and other young men in the party. The 
girls hated her— not openly, but Johnny 
knew they did. The men were her slaves. 
And she was only amused.

Men, Johnny decided a little bitterly, 
were her game. They amused her. She 
could play with them. He didn’t feel flat
tered by her interest— real or simulated—  
in him. He was a burned child. But he 
did feel her uncanny charm. It did not 
reside so much in what she did or said. 
It was a part of her— like a magnetic field.

“ Not subject to impressions, eh?”  she 
continued amusedly. “ Yes, you miss a lot. 
Now, I do get definite impressions. 
They’re pretty nearly always close to the 
mark.”

She looked over Johnny’s head, up at 
the waxing moon, and hummed a few lilt
ing strains o f a jazzy song under Tier 
breath. Her smile, when she looked back 
at Johnny was direct, infectious, disarm
ing. Her eyes seemed to imply a great 
deal more than her lips uttered when she 
said:

“ You’re so darned serious. Are you 
trying to be like Uncle Ben?”

Whereat Johnny laughed aloud. Like 
Uncle B en! That monument o f pompos
ity. Uncle Benjamin Allen was Johnny’s 
idea o f a little less than nothing. The man 
seemed to have wealth. In the beginning 
of this cruise Johnny had heard a great 
deal of loose chatter about Mr. B. J. 
Allen’s faculty for getting big things done 
in a big way. But Johnny had long since 
come to the unflattering conclusion that 
Uncle Ben’s big things were accomplished, 
if at all, by the left-hand process of buy
ing the services o f abler men— as this 
three-month yachting trip was being car
ried on. And Johnny Akhorn had all the 
plain-thinking, active, resourceful man’s 
contempt for gilt-edged incapacity. A  
mental picture o f Uncle Ben marooned on 
an island in Queen Charlotte Sound quick
ened the tempo o f his amusement.

“ And yet you say you don’t go much 
on impressions,”  Jessie reproached. 
“ Y ou ’re getting a whole bagful out o f that 
one little remark. W hy can’t you be

friendly with m e?”  she ended on a whee
dling note.

“ Gee w hiz!” Johnny tried to make his 
tone casual, "haven’t you got territory 
enough for your operations, that you want 
to extend ’em to the crew? Seven weeks 
to go, and you feel your style cramped 
already?”

The moon was bright enough now to 
show him the quick flush. But if he meant 
to draw her fire he failed. She disre
garded the gibe.

“ You evidently disapprove o f  my feeble 
efforts to kill the idle hour,”  she drawled 
composedly.

“ Uh-uh,” he grunted. “ Not so long as 
you don’t include me as a fellow assassin.”

“ You’re improving,”  she responded 
brightly. “ I knew I ’d strike a spark.”

“ Sparks sometimes start fires— or set 
off explosions.”

Jessie patted her hands in mock ap
plause.

"N ow  you’re shouting,”  she chuckled. 
“ W e could have a lot o f fun, I know, if 
you'd act human like that once in a while. 
I rather like your style, Captain John Ak
horn, even if you don’t reciprocate.”

“ You ’re a grand little bidder,”  Johnny 
muttered with the first trace o f  feeling 
that had crept into his voice. “ I dare say 
you can even kid yourself. But you can’t 
kid me.”

Jessie rose to her feet with an effortless 
twist o f her small lissome body. Her elfin 
features were masklike in the moon glare.

“ I suppose I brought that on myself,” 
she murmured. “ Do you think it’s really 
quite the thing to be insulting to a woman 
who is simply trying to be friendly— in a 
frank and natural manner? Is that the 
way you really feel about m e?”

Johnny stood erect. He towered over 
her like a young god in the black shadow 
o f a lone fir. He was a very fair-skinned 
man. His hair had curled in waves and 
ringlets from the sea water. His power
fully muscled arms and neck and sturdy 
legs gleamed like marble in the moonlight. 
He folded his arms across his chest.

“ Might as well have a show-down,”  he 
said tonelessly. “ You were dead right
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when you got the impression that I didn’t 
care about coming in here. I don’t like 
a lot o f things that are associated with 
this place— only that isn’t the fault o f  the 
place. I haven’t been here for a long time. 
Once— you remember that old thing about 
sleeping dogs? The last time-------”

He made a quick gesture with one hand 
— as if o f brushing away some trouble
some thing.

“ Sounds funny to hear you say pretty 
much the same sort o f thing to me that 

"you once said to a shy, twenty-year-old kid 
sitting here on this same grass, by this 
same house— with the same old moon shin
ing. The difference is that the kid took 
you seriously. A  man, if he is a man, 
doesn’t like to be fooled twice in the same 
place.”

^wHE stared at him with a strange min- 
^  gling o f incredulity and surprise, an 
expression that might have been pity. It 
maddened Johnny to think that it might 
be pity.

“ I f  you really are Johnny Barrett— and 
you must be— why are you using an as
sumed name; sailing under false colors?”  
she demanded.

“ Little thing like that disturb you?”  His 
inflection was sardonic. “ Barrett might 
have helped you recognize me and saved 
you this slight embarrassment, eh?”

“ Y ou ’re detestable— and you don’t un
derstand,”  she said tartly.

“ Maybe I am detestable; but nobody 
ever accused me o f being stupid,”  Johnny 
commented. “ As a matter o f fact my 
name is Akhorn. Barrett was my step
father. I was always known as the Bar
rett kid. But when— when things got all 
twisted here— when I went on my own, 
I used my legal name.”

“ What happened here, Johnny?”  she 
asked quietly. “ I thought— I wanted to—  
it’s so desolate.”

“ It was a home. Now it’s just an old 
house abandoned to the rats and the 
weather,”  Johnny told her a little sadly. 
“ You know, things happen that way some
times.”

“ I ’m sorry,”  Jessie breathed.

“ Sorry!”  he snorted. “ W hy should you 
be? It’s nothing to you.”

“ Oh, you’re impossible,”  she cried. 
“ Y ou ’re so-------”

“ I f  you had told me that those days,” 
Johnny interrupted harshly, “ it would 
have been better. I was even more impos
sible then than I am now. Yet you went 
out of your way to make me like you. 
Then you spread your wings and flew. 
And I came down to earth with a thump 
that jarred the bones o f every one o f my 
ancestors.

“ You were just playing a game. I ’ve 
seen a lot o f it since. The same sort of 
thing, I suppose, is on tap whenever a man 
happens to strike your fancy. It amuses 
you. Probably it tickles your vanity. Men 
are your pastime.”

“ Do you really believe that ?”  she asked. 
“ That’s the way it looks to me.”
“ That would make me feel horrid, if  it 

were true,”  she said lightly.
She turned her gaze for a second toward 

the moon. Its silver bathed the distant 
hills, the nearer forest. Pools o f shadow 
stood ebony black by contrast in the low 
places and along the cliffy shores o f the 
bay. The girl flung her arms out in a 
sweeping, inclusive gesture.

“ It’s too perfect a night to quarrel, or 
to feel badly about anything— anything,” 
she repeated with emphasis. “ Let the 
dead past stay buried, Captain Johnny.” 

“ You couldn’t quarrel with me if you 
tried,”  he answered calmly. “ I wouldn’t 
take you that serious. Once is plenty.” 

“ Labeled and pigeonholed, eh?”  she 
drawled whimsically. “ Like the road sign 
— ‘dangerous but passable.’ Oh, you’re 
funny, John Akhorn. Y ou ’re so darned
sure o f yourself. I wonder-------”

She spun on her tiptoes like a ballet 
dancer, did a graceful, artless little step 
or two— a small piquant figure in the 
moonlight, smiling at him, her lips parted. 
Her big, dark eyes mocked Johnny; as if 
she knew that however he disclaimed emo
tion she could still move him.

Then she came up close to him, put her 
hands on his bare forearms and stared up 
into his face for seconds that lengthened to
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half a minute. She shook him gently at 
last.

“ Kiss me,”  she commanded imperiously.
Johnny looked down at her. His face 

hardened. He shook his head.
“ On a night like this ? Under a lover’s 

moon ? W on ’t you ?”
“ Not in a thousand years,” he said 

thickly.
“ So long as that,”  she laughed, and 

pursed her lips impishly. “ In that case—  
good night. And  pleasant dreams. I ’m 
sure you’ll have ’em.”

She moved swiftly away. Where the 
grass met the tall bracken she paused to 
look back. Johnny could see the flash of 
her white teeth. She was laughing. Then 
she waved a hand and vanished beachward 
amid the tall ferns.

Johnny drew a long breath, a breath that 
was half a sigh, and sat down on the cedar 
block until he heard voices hail her at the 
gangway. Then he went down to the 
beach and swam silently to the yacht.

His thoughts would have been worth a 
good many pennies in the open market—  
to say nothing o f his feelings.

And as he sat on the side of his berth 
staring at the paneled bulkhead a slither 
of disturbed water, the swish o f a stem 
parting the sea, brought his eye to a port
hole. He beheld a schooner-rigged yacht 
slide under auxiliary power like a white 
ghost up the broad moon path. She came 
abreast and let go her anchor with a clank
ing roar that woke a hundred echoes in 
the silent bay.

C H A P T E R  II.
TH E  “ FA FN IR .”

T W O  things captured Johnny Akhorn’s 
attention in the morning. The first 

was an aerial strung between the schoon
er’s topmasts; the second was her sailing 
master, an exceedingly hard-boiled egg 
named Joe McNaughton.

Johnny hadn’t seen him for years. In 
the days o f Johnny’s careless youth M c
Naughton had been credited with a hand 
in various shady enterprises. Although he 
had come in for a good deal o f attention

by the provincial police, immigration in
spectors, and revenue service, none o f 
them had ever hung anything on M c
Naughton ; he was too slippery. A  moral 
certainty does not constitute evidence in 
court.

Then about the time the Volstead act 
began to function in the United States Joe 
disappeared from the British Columbia 
coast. Rumor had him simultaneously 
making a fortune in whisky-running opera
tions and being killed by dry-enforcement 
officers while landing contraband liquor. 
Yet here he was now in yachting cap, 
brass-bound coat and white-duck trousers, 
skipper of a topsail schooner yacht hailing 
from Newport, Rhode Island.

That in itself would scarcely have made 
Johnny ponder. McNaughton was prop
erly qualified for such a job. He was a 
seaman, a past master in the art o f get
ting everything possible out o f small sail
ing craft; and he knew the British Colum
bia coast like a book. There was no place 
a pleasure cruiser might wish to go that 
McNaughton couldn’t pilot her with ease 
and safety.

What did interest Johnny in connection 
with McNaughton was the fact that the 
Fafnir crowd was making Hidden Bay a 
rendezvous with the party on the West by 
North. They knew each other to the point 
of intimacy. Johnny was wakened by 
them hailing back and forth. Tw o men 
off the Fafnir came aboard and had a be
fore-breakfast drink with Uncle Ben un
der the aft awning. And with breakfast 
finished the West by North crowd piled in 
two dinghies and boarded the schooner.

Johnny had ears and eyes. This was 
no casual acquaintance. Uncle Ben paced 
the deck with a tall, youngish man, deep 
in converse. The others sat around in a 
group by the mainmast, laughing and chat
tering— all but Jessie Allen and a man. 
They perched on the forward end o f  the 
low deck house. Johnny turned a glass 
on them from the wheel house door.

One glance was enough for him. He 
had thought himself pretty well immune 
from a certain virus, but when he laid 
the glass down he realized with a pang
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that he wasn’t, and for a second he felt as 
if he would like to strangle Jessie Allen 
and the man sitting beside her talking so 
earnestly.

He knew the man. He had seen him 
once, learned his name; and that once had 
been enough. Dewey Saunders had sailed 
into Hidden Bay on a steam yacht. From 
a distant hill Johnny had watched that 
yacht go out with an idle curiosity, with 
no hint that her going meant for him a 
blank bewilderment for days to follow, 
empty days that were full o f pain.

But that was long ago. When he looked 
across at Dewey and Jess, he reflected that 
if the wound had long healed the scar tis
sue was still tender. And he told himself 
that he was a fool to be stirred by any 
emotion whatever. It was nothing to him 
now, should be nothing.

From that conclusion, which wiser men 
than he have come to many a time where 
a woman was concerned, Johnny leaped to 
another. By some obscure mental process 
he got the impression that the messages 
Sparks had been flinging wide for three 
days had somehow brought the Fafnir into 
Hidden Bay. And he whimsically pro
pounded to himself a question: When is 
a pleasure cruise not a pleasure cruise ?
 ̂ It was rather odd, he reflected with a 
sardonic grin. I f  he hadn’t been stung 
into revealing himself to Jessie Allen there 
would have been three persons aboard 
those two yachts whom he knew, but who 
didn’t know him— Saunders, McNaugh- 
ton, and Jess herself.

He was quite positive Jessie Allen 
hadn’t dreamed Captain Johnny Akhorn 
was the Barret kid from Hidden Bay. He 
didn’t suppose Jess would mention him to 
the man beside her on the Fafnir’s deck 
house— and McNaughton didn’t matter. 
Probably the old skate had found it didn’t 
pay to be crooked and got himself a re
spectable job.

They didn’t any of them matter. It was 
nothing in his young life, Johnny assured 
himself, as he went down into the crew’s 
mess room to eat a belated breakfast. 
Elaborate wireless equipment and mes
sages, foreign schooner yachts, old loves

and hurts, made no odds. The West by 
North was under charter to Mr, B. Jessop 
Allen and he, Johnny Akhorn, was skip
per o f the West by North. It was his 
task to take Uncle Ben and party wherever 
they wished to go so long as they paid the 
freight. Less rattling o f dry bones would 
have pleased him better. Nevertheless this 
was his job.

As for the Fafnir and Captain M c
Naughton and the tall, good-looking young 
man smiling down at Jessie Allen— they 
wouldn’t cut much ice with him if he 
didn’t let them. Thus Johnny, over his 
grapefruit.

At the same time he couldn’t help won
dering why a windjammer on a pleasure 
cruise carried wireless, nor why the Fafnir 
should take a chance in Whispering Pass, 
when at top tide her keel would scarcely 
clear the bottom. He wished also that he 
could look at Jessie Allen’s piquant face 
without feeling those disturbing sensa
tions o f sadness, that ugly touch o f resent
ment. And again he assured himself that 
it didn’t matter, that all he had to do was 
to do his job. It seemed simple enough.

The two cruising parties made a joint 
expedition in small boats and canoes all 
about the shores o f Hidden Bay during 
the forenoon. A fter luncheon they went 
ashore. Johnny paid no attention to them 
once they embarked in the boats. He was 
responsible for them only when aboard 
and under way. It was no part o f his 
duty to guide or entertain.

But he couldn’t help hearing their talk 
and laughing voices as they moved about 
that abandoned homestead and that an
noyed him out o f all reason. He mus
tered up a grin when the thought flitted 
through his mind that he could legally 
order them off those premises, since a half- 
mile square surrounding the house be
longed to him in . fee simple. He could 
imagine those pert young women making 
pert remarks about the place. He won
dered if Jess would take them to any of 
the quaint nooks they two had haunted 
during that wonderful three months, six 
years past.

Johnny’s practical mind didn’t take
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much stock in hunches or formless impres
sions. Yet leaning on the rail o f the Wcst 
by North in the quiet afternoon, marking 
the peace and beauty o f air and sky and 
sea and forest it seemed to him a calm 
before some sort o f storm.

There was no basic reason for that feel
ing ; merely an obscure intuition. Hidden 
Bay spread like a great placid pool, a shel
tered lagoon mirroring alongshore the 
trees and green hills that lifted in tiers and 
rude terraces to far heights. The Fafnir 
rested like a gull, her white wings folded 
on varnished booms, her masts two lofty 
spars o f beaten gold in the summer sun, 
her decks deserted.

The exploring guests had vanished into 
the forest. Everywhere silence lay like 
an invisible blanket. No breath o f air 
stirred leaf ashore or loose rope end 
aboard. Peace, utter peace, infolded the 
bay and the two vessels and the green hills 
like a benediction. Yet there was that un
easy sense of impending clash, struggle; 
whether of persons or of the elements 
Johnny did not know. He only knew 
what he felt— and he did not trust his 
feelings. He had no faith in premoni
tions. He was uneasy; and he ascribed it 
to a mood.

The dinner hour revived all the varied 
noises of human activity. The two parties 
moved back and forth impartially between 
their own vessels. But dinner gathered 
them all in the West by North’s dining 
saloon, and gave Johnny a close-up of the 
Fafnir’s personnel.

The afterguard o f the schooner was also 
her sailing crew. McNaughton as sail
ing master and engineer and a Chinese 
cook were the only paid hands. The other 
four might be guests or owners, but they 
sailed the ship. They were tolerably young 
men, this quartet, clean limbed, well 
dressed, well mannered.

It amused Johnny to notice that the 
noses o f the two youths on the 1Vest by 
North were slightly out o f joint so far 
as Miss Betty Marr and Ellen Carruthers 
were concerned. But it did not amuse him 
to note that Saunders, the outstanding fig
ure on the Fafnir, hovered persistently

about Jess. Once dinner was served John
ny’s chance of observing them ended, and 
he went below to his own evening meal. 
Afterward he stretched himself on a 
lounge berth in the pilot house and buried 
himself in a book.

It was a good story. It took him, ob
livious o f time, well into dusk, and he 
was roused then by fading light and the 
sudden snapping o f the wireless for the 
first time in twenty-four hours. Johnny 
didn’t know Morse. He had nothing to 
do with the wireless. Sparks was Mr. 
B. J. Allen’s private operator, a young 
man o f an exceedingly saturnine disposi
tion, who kept strictly to himself.

Johnny put by his book and went out 
on the forward deck. The long twilight 
was fading, deepening. Pearly shades 
tinted a segment of northwestern sky. 
The crickets and the tree toads lifted up 
their evensong ashore. A  belated hermit 
thrush trilled once or twice and was still.

Johnny stowed himself in a coiled 
hawser. Besides the cook he had only two 
men in his crew. The deck hand remained 
below. The engineer joined him for a 
word or two before turning in.

P R E S E N T L Y  he had all the wide for- 
1 ward deck to himself. He lay there 
gazing up at the bright flicker o f the stars 
until the Fa fair’s  tender put off amid 
laughing good nights, until saloon and gal
ley lights blinked out and the white- 
aproned cook passed down the forward 
companionway to his bed, until the night 
silence shut down again.

When he lifted himself on elbow at last 
to glance down the decks o f his vessel be
fore he himself turned in he saw Jessie 
Allen leaning on the rail abreast o f the 
wheelhouse door staring at the schooner, 
now a dim white shape under her high 
riding light. She was within fifteen feet 
o f him. He could see her fairly well. 
And as he stared at her she turned her 
head, looked at him, beckoned.

Johnny kept his place, his position. The 
girl waited a few seconds, came over to 
him, sank to the deck by his side, curled 
her feet under her, a feminine Buddha in
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a blue sweater and a white skirt, her black 
hair darker than the night. She looked at 
him soberly.

“ Y ou ’re an obstinate devil, aren’t you?”  
she observed in a low tone.

Through Johnny’s mind flashed the un
welcome, unkindly thought: “ When
there’s nobody else handy she doesn’t mind 
amusing herself with me. A  man— just 
so it’s a man.”  But he kept his thought 
to himself.

“ You don’t think much of me, do you, 
Johnny?”

And when he still refused to commit 
himself she answered for him:

“ I don’t blame you. Sometimes I don’t 
think much o f myself.”

“ W h y?”  Curiosity helped Johnny find 
his tongue.

“ Lots o f whys.”  She shrugged her 
shoulders. “ I can’t make things come out 
the way I want them to. At least not 
things I get serious about.”

“ Are you ever serious about anything?” 
Johnny inquired.

“ You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” 
she replied. “ So I won’t tell.”

“ No reason why you should.”
“ Except that I might want to,”  she re

torted.
“ That’s the only reason you ever have 

for doing anything, I imagine,”  Johnny 
replied thoughtfully. “ Because you want 
to. That’s a pretty good reason, too, I 
guess. Some people do things because 
they have to. You don’t.”

“ How do you know I don’t?” she de
manded.

“ Don’t know. Just speculating.” 
“ Speculating on a woman’s reasons for 

doing anything is more uncertain than 
speculating on the Stock Exchange,”  she 
murmured. “ Now I did something inad
vertently to-day that I had no intention 
o f doing when I went ashore.”

“ W ell,”  Johnny filled in the pause, 
“ what’s that to me ?”

“ It will have something to do with you 
pretty soon, if I ’m not badly mistaken,”  
she said. “ Johnny, old scout, do you care 
anything much about this old place o f 
yours here in Hidden Bay?”

“ H ow do you know it’s mine ?”
" I  happen to know,”  she assured him, 

“ Do you value it sentimentally or other
wise ?”

“ Sometimes,”  Johnny’s ingrained hon
esty o f soul urged him to truth, “ I hate it. 
I  don’t like to come here. It’s so lone
some it makes me ache. Still, I don’t 
know as that’s any reason for despising its 
value. It has a value of a sort; any land 
has. I might come back here some time 
and make a home. I don’t know. What 
are you getting at?”

“ Y ou ’ll get an offer for it in a day or 
so,” she told him, “ out o f the blue sky. 
Will you sell ?”

“ I don’t know,”  he replied. “ Might. 
Might not. All depends on who, and how 
much, and the way I happen to feel at 
the time.”

“ You can name your own price, in rea
son, I ’m pretty sure,”  Jessie said. “ Sell 
it, Johnny. Y ou ’ll get it back for a song, 
by and by.”

“ What’s the mystery?”  Johnny asked 
impatiently.

“ If I knew for sure, I ’d tell you,” she 
answered. “ There is one and I ’m going to 
be mixed up in it. I wouldn’t breathe such 
wild stuff to you, Johnny, if I didn’t know 
you were like a clam.

“ I want you to be wide awake the rest 
of this cruise. Eyes and ears open, mouth 
shut. If you see or hear anything that 
puzzles you, tell me. Maybe I ’ll have the 
key. You ’ll do that much for me, won’t 
you— for old sake’s sake?”

“ Yes,”  Johnny muttered the promise; 
he was troubled a little, and mystified. 
“ But I don’t know why I should.”

The girl looked away to the eastward. 
Behind the broken contour of the hills a 
mellow lighting o f the sky heralded the 
rising moon. Her gaze grew abstracted, 
then moody. Johnny looked at her. His 
eyes grown accustomed to the dark rested 
keenly on her face.

He had climbed those distant hills with 
her. He had held her in his arms and 
kissed those lips that were shut tight in 
a firm line. He had seen her smile and 
laugh and tease. He had never been cer
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tain o f her moods and tenses even when 
she put her head against his breast and 
told him that she liked him heaps and 
heaps. But he had never seen her sad. 
He had never seen her even vaguely trou
bled.

The spirit in her small, rounded body 
seemed unquenchable, too vital ever to be 
cast down. And a queer feeling woke 
in him now to see a bright wetness gather 
slowly in her dark eyes. He reached both 
his hands to her shoulders. She didn't 
try to evade him; but she did meet his 
gaze squarely and say:

“ For God’s sake, Johnny, don’t try to 
pet me or make love to me, or even sym
pathize with me. I ’ll go to pieces if you 
do. And I ’ve got to be hard as nails, and 
play the game through. I ’ve got to.” She 
ended on a low whisper.

“ What is the game?” Johnny demanded. 
“ Where do I come in; or you ?”

“ I don’t know yet. But they’ll ring us 
both in. I know it.”

“ W ho? This Fafnir crow d? Or Uncle 
Ben? Is he the villain of the piece?” 

“ Uncle Ben? That stuffed shirt?” The 
scorn in her voice startled Johnny. “ H e’s 
only a smoke screen. I ’ve told you all I 
can, all I dare, Johnny. I didn’t mean to 
tell you this much. Only there was this 
thing about your place. Ask a little more 
than you think it’s worth. Sell sight un
seen. The offer will come left-handed, 
anyway. Y ou ’ll get it back if you want it, 
I ’m sure.”

“ I ’ll see.”  Johnny took his hands off 
her shoulders. In that mood and mo
ment it was hard to resist the temptation 
to gather her into his arms— even though 
he distrusted both her and the impulse. 
“ Sounds funny. I don’t like mysteries.” 

“ I like ’em less,”  Jess muttered. “ But 
I can’t help this one— whatever it may 
turn out to be. I never was afraid o f any
thing or anybody in my life till now. Will 
you stand by with a life line, Johnny? Just 
because— because I want you to?”

“ If you put it that way— yes,”  Johnny 
repeated his promise. “ All you have to do 
is holler when you get into deep water.” 

“ Thanks,”  she said simply. “ I take

you at your word. I'm  going to bed. 
Good night.”

She vanished below, through the deck 
house, leaving Johnny Akhorn to ponder 
deeply on the significance o f the things 
she hinted, while a fat moon swam up and 
laid a broad, glimmering path across Hid
den Bay.

C H A P T E R  III.
T H E  OFFER.

V X /H E N  he looked out in the early morn
ing to find the Fafnir gone Johnny 

wondered idly if the West by North would 
encounter Saunders and McNaughton any
where else along the coast, and then dis
missed the schooner from his mind. M c
Naughton didn’t interest him much. Joe 
was a bad egg on a coast where bad eggs 
were no novelty. But he couldn’t so easily 
get Dewey Saunders out o f his mind, be
cause Saunders was too intimately con
nected in his thought with Jessie Allen.

Jessie had come to Hidden Bay out of 
a clear sky six years earlier. She had 
funds to pay her way, a trunk full of 
pretty clothes, and with her an elderly, 
tight-lipped woman who seemed to be a 
maid but who might have been anything.

Jessie wanted a quiet place to spend two 
or three weeks. She had prevailed on 
Johnny’s mother to accept her as a guest. 
The two or three weeks lengthened to 
months. She didn’t tell him where she
came from, nor why-—and to Johnny it 
didn’t matter, because the mere fact that 
she was there soon became to him the only 
important one.

Dewey Saunders had turned up there 
one afternoon with a yacht flying the Stars 
and Stripes, with two or three guests 
aboard. Dewey was then probably twenty- 
five or six, a good deal slenderer than he 
was now. He came ashore and a tall, 
gray-haired woman came with him.

Jessie met them as casually as if she had 
seen them but yesterday. Johnny remem
bered as clearly as if it were but yester
day how Dewey shook, hands with him, 
smiled a commonplace or two, and paid 
him no more attention than if he had been 
a stump or a boulder.
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And the next morning Jessie and her 
elderly duenna boarded the yacht and 
steamed away while Johnny Akhorn was 
out in the hills hunting grouse to make a 
dinner for them.

Johnny’s worldly experience had since 
informed him that a woman could play 
with a man, help him build air castles, love 
him by inference, and still brush him 
aside to walk her own road. But like 
other men Johnny found it hard to think 
o f Jessie walking her own road alone.

He had somehow always visualized 
Dewey Saunders in the offing when he 
thought o f Jess. He hadn’t thought much 
about either for two or three years. Not 
until the chartering o f the West by North 
brought him once more in contact with 
this girl whom he had never expected to 
see again, whom he hadn’t wanted ever 
to see again. He had even been a little 
grateful that she didn’t know him. He 
was certain o f that. He had changed a 
lot. Jess hadn’t changed at all.

He wondered if Dewey was involved in 
this promise o f trouble Jess hinted at. 
There was such a gap between those old 
days and the present. He had no grounds 
for anything but vague surmise.

He knew nothing about either Jessie 
Allen or Dewey Saunders, indeed about 
any o f these people. They were Cali
fornians. They had money. That was 
about all. W hy should Jess go outside 
her own group to seek either moral or 
physical support against anything that 
threatened? Or was she just playing with 
him again? As a cat likes to play with 
a mouse. Stirring him up emotionally, for 
the fun o f knowing that he would squirm.

Johnny shrugged his shoulders. He 
couldn’t tell. He couldn’t help thinking 
things like that. He was no longer a shy, 
sensitive, unformed boy.

Uncle Ben’s party swam, wandered in 
the woods, danced on deck through that 
day. In the evening Allen issued orders: 
cruise to the head o f Jerome Inlet, anchor 
overnight in a lagoon famous for its my
riad waterfalls, back to the mouth o f the 
inlet the following day and berth at Paden 
River the next.

Johnny registered instant objection to 
the Paden River berth. There was a huge 
pulp mill at Paden River. Its waste dis
charge polluted the sea with acids that 
ruined a vessel’s paint.

“ I don’t think the matter o f a little paint 
is o f great consequence,”  Mr. Allen deliv
ered himself with ponderous finality. “ I 
wish to be in the immediate vicinity of 
Paden River for possibly three days. A  
berth at the wharf will suit better than a 
distant anchorage.”

Johnny could only acquiesce.
Evening o f the third day, during which 

interim Johnny did not exchange half a 
dozen sentences with Jessie Allen, found 
the West by North edging in to the pulp- 
town wharf. The lines were scarcely fast 
when Sparks came out o f his cubby-hole 
and presented a message.

“ SCX is Point Grey wireless station at 
Vancouver,”  he took-the trouble to explain 
something Johnny already knew.

Have offer twenty-five hundred for S. E. quar
ter D. L. X9S N. W . District, registered your 
name. W ire acceptance at once if you wish to 
sell.

(S g d .) P arke & Son ,
18 Davis St.,

Vancouver, B. C.

Johnny sat down on a coil o f rope to 
think about this astonishing confirmation 
of Jessie Allen’s prophecy. Tw o thousand 
five hundred dollars. The place wasn’t 
worth that, as land prices went in that 
lonely region. Apart from the plot of 
cleared ground about the house, and a few 
acres o f natural meadow where the neg
lected apple and plum trees grew, it was 
a rock pile from which most o f the com
mercial timber had been stripped long ago.

A  few ancient cedars and massive firs 
rose amid a jungle o f second growth. Its 
half mile o f water frontage might or 
might not be o f value some time in the 
misty future. What could any one want 
of that? Yet Parke & Son were reputable 
land agents. Any offer through them was 
genuine. W ho was the prospective pur
chaser and what did he want o f that par
ticular spot?

Johnny sat in a maze o f reflection. He
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didn’t want the place. All that had en
deared it to him was past, gone, not to be 
renewed. He could put that money with 
what he had and do something in the work- 
boat field. He did not intend and never 
had intended to remain contentedly a hired 
man. The best job in the world left much 
to be desired in the way o f independence. 
To render efficient and loyal service for 
liberal pay was good, but to be his own 
master and take his own chances was bet
ter. And then he recalled Jessie’s sugges
tion— to ask more. I f  she knew this was 
coming she knew who was behind the 
offer, and how far they would go.

Johnny went down the gangway and 
took the path that led to where Paden 
River faced its sprawling area of pulp mill 
and employees’ cottages upon a half-moon 
bay. He didn’t care to use the yacht’s 
wireless. He wasn’t clear why, unless it 
was a distaste for Sparks’ or Uncle Ben’s 
knowing anything whatever about his 
private concerns. There was a govern
ment telegraph station ashore.

He worded his reply thus:
Will accept four thousand cash.
Before noon next day a boy brought him 

a reply through the Paden River cable 
office:

Client will pay four thousand. Quick action 
necessary. I f  unable to come Vancouver at once 
to make transfer o f  title suggest you forward 
power o f  attorney enabling us legally to com 
plete transaction. P arke & S on.

Johnny understood the value o f quick 
action. He couldn’t leave his ship. He 
could go before a notary at Paden River 
and execute a power o f attorney. And he 
did. The document went down to Van
couver on that night’s steamer and with 
it a letter asking who was the purchaser—  
a concession to the curiosity which grew 
steadily in Johnny's mind. He wasn’t ac
customed to bolts from the blue. He didn’t 
like mysteries. This deal savored o f both.

CTOR two days the West by North swung 
between her fore and aft lines at the 

wharf and the fumes o f the polluted water 
turned her white hull a dirty gray between 
water line and guard rail She lay de

serted from midforenoon till long after 
dark while Uncle Benjamin and his guests 
lunched and dined and danced and played 
mah jong with the official clique of the 
great pulp enterprise which chewed up the 
forest and spat it out in an enormous ton
nage o f news print per diem. Then upon 
the day, almost to the hour, that Captain 
Johnny heard from Parke & Son, Uncle 
Ben issued fresh orders; sixty miles 
northward to the Euclataw Rapids for 
salmon fishing.

Under way, up a smooth sea lane bor
dered by the upstanding mountain ranges 
o f the mainland, rising sharply to their 
rugged heights on the starboard, and the 
low-wooded Gulf Islands flinging them
selves away against the western sky to 
port, Johnny got out this letter and reread 
its formal paragraphs. Beyond stating 
that title had duly passed, that the funds, 
less usual commission, had been deposited 
to Johnny’s credit in a Vancouver bank, 
there was little information. The prop
erty had been purchased by a local trust 
company, presumably acting on behalf of 
interests unknown. Johnny put away the 
letter. It was an odd piece o f business. 
While he thus reflected Jess Allen looked 
in the pilot-house door.

“ May I be quartermaster for a while?” 
she asked pleasantly.

He relinquished the wheel to her. He 
didn’t know why she wanted to steer but 
he knew she could. He stood at her el
bow half glad that she was there and half 
wishing she would keep her disturbing 
presence aft where she could not trou
ble him.

Her dark head came about to the level 
o f Johnny’s breast. When she looked up 
at him with that cryptic, challenging smile 
Johnny struggled between two impulses; 
to hug her and to wring her neck. Sud
denly she asked:

“ You sold the Hidden Bay place?”
He nodded.
“ W ho bought. it ?” Johnny demanded. 

“ I couldn’t find out. I ’d like to know—  
just for fun. You know, don’t you?”

“ I ’m not sure,”  she said. “ I ’m only 
guessing. I ’m guessing at a number o f
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things. I f  I don’t guess right, I may be 
out o f luck.”

“ H ow ?”
“ Y ou ’ll find out soon enough.”  She re

fused to be direct. “ I ’m not kidding, 
Johnny. This cruise is something more 
than a pleasure trip. That’s about all I ’m 
sure o f. I wouldn’t cheep a word if I 
didn’t want you to be wide awake. I 
don’t know exactly what’s on tap. But 
whatever it is I ’m pretty deeply interested 
in it whether I want to be or not. And 
you may be, too.”

“ I don’t know what license you got to 
be so darned sure o f me in any way what
ever,”  Johnny grumbled. “ I f  you’d talk 
plain English about what’s on your mind, 
I ’d like it better.”

“ I can’t,”  she replied shortly, irritably. 
Then: “ Do you know M orse?”

Johnny shook his head.
“ I do. All this wireless stuff that comes 

in and goes out is in some impossible code. 
Nothing but numbers and conjunctions. I 
wonder,”  she sank her voice to a faint 
whisper, “ I wonder if you could put that 
wireless set out o f commission for keeps 
before we get into Queen Charlotte Sound. 
W ould you?”

“ I could, but I wouldn’t unless there was 
a mighty good reason.”  Johnny looked at 
her in amazement. “ And I don’t know 
that we’re going to Queen Charlotte 
Sound. It wasn’t reckoned a possibility 
when the cruise was outlined.”

“ Nevertheless I ’ve an idea Uncle Ben 
will decide to go there. And you have 
to go where he orders, haven’t you, under 
the terms of the charter?”

“ Well— anywhere in reason. She’s sub
ject to his orders until the first o f Sep
tember. Still, I wouldn’t start for Hono
lulu, or even Alaska, if he issued orders 
till he was black in the face.

“ What the devil is coming up anyway?”  
Johnny asked point-blank. “ Is your Uncle 
Ben some sort o f a scheming crook in
stead o f a perfectly respectable citizen? 
Is he mixed up in some sort o f skuldug
gery with this Fafnir crowd? The bird 
that’s official sailing master on her used to 
be so crooked he couldn’t lay straight in

bed. Maybe your friends that are sailing 
her aren’t any better. You know ’em 
better than I do. What is their game, 
anyhow ?”

The girl looked up at him with startled 
eyes.

“ My G od !”  she breathed. “ And you 
say you don’t take any stock in impres
sions— hunches. Y ou ’re a wonder, Johnny 
Akhorn. Maybe it's more than just chance 
that you’re skipper o f this yacht.”

C H A P T E R  IV .
T H E  DOOMED SH IP.

V l/I T H I N  an hour o f arriving at the 
Euclataw Rapids, Johnny Akhorn 

had occasion to revise his private opinion 
o f two members o f the cruising party 
aboard. From all he had seen of them in 
several weeks Bob Gentry and Walter 
Gage were simply gilded youths. He had 
classified them rather contemptuously as 
soft, lily fingered, and dismissed them 
from further consideration.

The Euclataw is a place haunted at cer
tain seasons by tyee salmon, variously 
known as the Chinook, the Silver, the 
King, more commonly as the Big Spring 
salmon. Here the tidal flow pours through 
a constricted passage. On either side of 
the rapid current great slow eddies swing 
off, and in the slack o f these eddies, close 
inshore, schools o f herring take shelter.

The tyees feed on the herring and their 
dining hours are from the peep o f dawn 
to sunrise, and all during the long north
ern twilight that comes between sundown 
and dark. The afterglow was painting 
scattered clouds a rosy pink when the 
West by North sidled in to a float land
ing outside the south narrows. Her lines 
were scarcely fast before her boats were 
out.

Within a hundred yards o f her a flotilla 
of hand liners, rowboat men fishing for the 
market, drifted slowly back and forth on 
the edge of a great swirl. W ith them a 
strike meant a short, sharp tussle, a flash 
o f iridescent silver yanked bodily inboard, 
and a blow with a club on the salmon’s 
head to still his violent flopping.
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Wherever Johnny looked some fisher
man was struggling with a salmon. There 
was a constant succession o f splashes, 
flops, thudding blows, jingle o f spoon 
baits, and encouraging cries from one boat 
to another. They were not fishing for 
sport. This excitement was incidental, the 
result o f swift action. The big fish were 
striking fast.

Into this piscatorial arena the yacht ten
ders put with rod and line. Hooked on 
slender tackle a forty-pound fish would 
run a hundred yards and make the reel 
scream and the rod bend like a drawn 
bow. When the salmon turned for a 
fresh dart he might go anywhere. Hence 
it was a matter o f courtesy, a custom o f 

'  the region, for rod-and-line anglers with 
their delicate sporting tackle to keep clear 
of the commercial fishermen. Otherwise 
fouled lines, delay, broken gear and lost 
fish for every one ensued.

Jessie rowed a boat for her Uncle Ben. 
In a larger one Gentry and Gage with the 
two girls tried their hand at the game. 
Gentry struck a salmon just as he drew 
up to the score or more o f rowboats and 
the first dash the fish made took him fairly 
among the heavy hand lines. In a few sec
onds he was well tangled. A  fisherman 
flung an impatient curse as he dropped 
oars to haul his fouled gear.

“ You get wound up here again,”  he said 
tartly, “ and somebody’ll cut that darned 
fancy line for you.”

“ Cut it,”  young Gentry snapped back, 
“ and see what’ll happen. You don’t own 
the ocean, you hunk o f cheese!”

The man bent, drew a knife from under 
a thwart and doubled up a bunch o f the 
snarled line.”

“ You blamed dude!”  he roared so that 
all the fleet could hear, “ I will.”

And forthwith he did.
Gentry plucked a short, heavy-handled 

gaff hook from its place and hurled it 
without a word, missing the man’s head 
only by inches. He snatched the oars 
from Betty Marr. Gage had the other 
pair. They drove the heavy yacht tender 
straight at the frail skiff and were on top 
o f the man before he could free an oar

from its rowlock to use in defense. He 
didn’t seem to think o f  using the knife.

The two boats came together with a 
bang, and Gentry collared the man, duck
ing a swing o f his fist as he did so. For 
a second it looked as if both boats would 
swamp. But they didn’t and Gentry me
thodically hanged the fellow’s head until 
the rest o f the fleet closed and put a stop 
to the fracas. There was a lot o f pro
fanity and a fine, free expression o f fisher
men’s ideas about cheap sports who inter
fered with men making a living.

When the boats finally drew apart to go 
about their business o f fishing both Bob 
Gentry and Walter Gage were standing in 
the tender, each with an oar in his hand, 
apparently eager to do battle with the en
tire fleet. Johnny, watching this from the 
yacht’s rail, perceived that both the girls 
sat quietly. They were the least excited 
o f all.

Thereafter the two West by North 
guests hovered persistently on the fringe 
o f the fleet. They struck another salmon 
or two and they did not seem to care 
whether their fish caused trouble or not. 
The man who had cut Gentry’s line came 
in to the float, bleeding, muttering threats. 
And when all the boats were in Gage and 
Gentry stalked the float surface, shoulder
ing among the fishermen, making caustic 
references to a variety o f things, patently 
spoiling for a fight which no one cared to 
precipitate.

Johnny watched this proceeding until 
he was half minded to go down and call 
their bluff. It irritated him. But it was 
poor policy to quarrel with his own party 
and the fishermen were well able to back 
up their own resentments if they chose.

The bright deck lamps o f the yacht cast. 
a strong light all over the landing. Every 
detail o f expression stood out as if it were 
day. He had certainly made a mistake in 
classing that pair as soft, Johnny reflected. 
They were tough and mean, more than 
willing to mfeet trouble halfway. The 
blaze o f a quite-uncalled-for anger still 
glowed in Gentry’s eyes. It seemed a great 
to-do about a small matter but there was 
no mistaking the vicious earnestness o f



16 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

those two young men nor their ability to 
take care o f themselves in a brawl. It 
struck Johnny that they were quite at 
home in rough going. And that didn’t 
seem to fit in with their status as well- 
mannered sons o f well-to-do people,

Ellen and Betty stood by themselves on 
one side o f the float. Uncle Ben hovered 
about his party, visibly uneasy over the 
bellicose tactics o f his guests. Jessie came 
aboard, halting, as she passed Johnny at 
the gangway head, long enough to say 
under her breath:

“ Our two lambs have forgotten them
selves long enough to show their wolves’ 
teeth.”

Thereafter Johnny regarded those 
youths with a heightened interest. Cer
tainly they were far from tame. Dancing 
and playing cavalier to a couple o f pretty 
flappers might not be the limit o f their 
capabilities.

Johnny admired action and resolution. 
He didn’t like sheer malice, vindictiveness; 
nor hair-trigger tempers. He ended up by 
being a little amused. Gentry and Gage 
had seemed such true samples o f the 
lounge-lizard, jazz-hound type. They 
were much too dynamic for that. In fact, 
on that evening’s showing they might 
easily be thoroughgoing ruffians.

When he arrived at that conclusion 
Johnny decided to ask Jessie Allen what 
she meant by wolves’ teeth. But he had 
no chance that evening and the following 
day the West by North ran the Euclataws 
and cruised up an arm o f the sea to an
chor in the mouth o f a river that promised 
trout.

The yacht lay there exactly one week. 
In that week Johnny had no opportunity 
for more than casual sentences with Jessie 
Allen. She didn’t make opportunities; he 
wouldn’t. The day’s round for the yacht
ing party was an expedition upriver after 
trout, or exploring alongshore; in the eve
ning mah jong in the deck saloon or danc
ing on the after deck to phonograph jazz.

Invariably Bob Gentry paired off with 
Ellen Carruthers. Sometimes Uncle Ben 
appropriated Betty Marr and left Jess to 
young Gage. In any case they were three

couples and tftey were sufficient unto them
selves. Johnny himself had nothing to do 
at all. His years o f coastwise trafficking 
had been full o f activity. He agreed heart
ily, before long, with Thomas Fleming 
Day that a big yacht was a lazy man’s 
palace and an active man’s prison.

He would much rather have been under 
way. Sometimes he would sit on the for
ward deck looking aft at this group of 
devotees to pleasure and wish himself back 
aboard a tug fighting tide and fog with a 
heavy tow, or a seiner working her great 
net in oilskin weather. Yet he knew it 
wasn’t because he objected to an easy life, 
but because the presence o f this diminu
tive woman troubled him with vain long
ings, made a strange heaviness in his 
breast.

His feeling about her was complex be
yond his understanding. She would pass 
him sometimes with her impish smile and 
he would wonder if those hints of trouble 
looming near, her pledging him to stand 
by if it came, wasn’t just mere byplay—  
something to keep him stirred up, to make 
him— well, he didn’t know what. When 
he watched her deliberately playing with 
either Gentry or Gage just to make Betty 
or Ellen furious he wondered if Jessie 
Allen ever had a serious thought or a 
steadfast purpose. She was so exuber
antly alive. She had more energy in her 
small body than seemed natural. She was 
rarely still. She could always laugh.

First on deck and last below ; and some
times when all the others were in their 
berths, Johnny, wakeful and staring over
side, would see her steal down the gang
way and put off alone to go wandering 
in one o f the canoes. Whether she meant 
to or not she kept him looking for her, 
at her, thinking about her. So that Johnny 
was glad when Uncle Ben ordered the 
West by North under way, because it gave 
him something else to occupy his mind.

That was the last protracted tie-up. For 
days on end they cruised in varied waters, 
up long inlets that were mere deep gashes 
between towering mountain chains. The 
West by North saw glaciers like blue- 
white diamonds gleaming in the sun, cas
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cades streaming in lacy spray over bold 
cliffs. Her party exclaimed alike over the 
seal and sea-lion-haunted rookeries o f 
W ar-cry Sound and the majesty o f the 
snowy summits hanging over Wah-shih- 
lah Bay.

And at length, when the first third o f 
August had joined the procession o f van
ished days the West by North poked her 
flaring bows out o f the mouth o f Knight’s 
Inlet and dipped gently to a long ground 
swell rolling up from Queen Charlotte 
Sound.

She drove out from a maze o f islands 
and passages into this open body o f water 
that reflected a blazing sunshine from its 
undulating surface. Yet twenty miles 
ahead, up where the Pacific came heaving 
in past the northern end o f Vancouver 
Island, a bank o f fog lay thick as smoke 
from shore to shore. And as they cleared 
the last rocky islet and let their gaze sweep 
the wide sunlit water to rest on that ob
scuring vapor, the eyes o f every soul above 
decks turned with one accord to one spot, 
and each in his fashion uttered an ex
clamation o f surprise, o f wonder, o f alarm.

T 'H R E E  points off the starboard bow, 
1 perhaps a mile offshore, a vessel swung 

in that slow heave o f the sea with a column 
o f smoke rising from her, a pillar blacker 
and higher than ever rose from a steam
er’s funnel.

Uncle Benjamin and his guests surged 
forward with a chorus of inquiry. The 
deck hand had the wheel. Johnny stood 
in the bow with his binoculars leveled. 
Powerful lenses made the vessel fairly leap 
at him.

Smoke poured out of her waist. A  
tongue of flame licked around her fore
mast. He could see figures in white heav
ing stuff into a pair o f rowboats floating 
astern. She lay stern-to and on her var
nished counter Johnny could see her name 
and port in carved gilt letters:

FAFNIR
OF NEWPORT, R. I.

“ It’s your friend’s topsail schooner,”  
Johnny said quietly. “ The Fafnir. And

2A—POP.

from the look o f things she’s a gone 
goose.”

Allen almost snatched the glasses out 
o f his hand. Johnny heard young Gentry 
whistle and look significantly at Walter 
Gage. Out o f one corner o f his eye he 
saw Uncle Ben’s hands tremble. When 
he lowered the glasses the fleshy, pompous 
one’s face was livid, his eyes those of a 
man full o f fear or grief, or some power
ful emotion. He ripped out an oath, a 
shocking oath, a most heartfelt blasphemy. 
His hands clenched. And while Johnny 
marveled at the man’s passion, he regained 
his self-control with a visible effort.

“ Better put on full speed, captain,”  he 
said thickly. “ W e may be able to do 
something.”

Johnny spoke to his engineer through 
the tube. The big Diesel thrummed a lit
tle louder. Her propeller took hold until 
the West by North was smashing into the 
swells at thirteen knots’ speed. But long 
before they drew near Johnny knew by 
the up-licking sheets o f  flame and the 
angry swirls o f black smoke that the 
Fafnir was a doomed ship.

C H A P T E R  V.
A  B A T T L E .

I j N D E R  open throttle the West by 
North bore down on the burning yacht 

with a bone in her teeth that stood white 
and curling for forty feet on either bow. 
Before she had traversed two thirds the 
distance the midship section o f the Fafnir 
blew skyward with a dull boom! and a 
showering cascade o f  debris, sparks, a 
great puff o f black smoke.

The boats at her stern pulled clear with 
hasty oar strokes when her mainmast went 
by the board. A  banner o f red flame 
leaped high, licked this way and that, a 
consuming tongue.

“ Fuel tank went up,”  Johnny said. 
“ She’s gone.”

She was gone before they drew up to 
the boats. The sea poured into her 
through planks burst by the explosion. 
Her bow dipped with a loud hissing and 
a cloud o f steam. Her broad counter
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lifted so that the carved gilt letters o f her 
name and port flashed a last time in the 
sunlight.

The weight o f her leaden keel and in
side ballast dragged her down. She sank 
like a diver sliding feet foremost and the 
little swirls and bubbles were obliterated 
by the slow ground swells that marched 
one behind the other over the spot.

Saunders, McNaughton, the Chinese 
cook were in one boat. Riggs, Helby, 
Boorn, and a sooty-faced man whom 
Johnny took to be the engineer, sat in the 
other. They seemed dazed.

They came up the West by North’s lad
der and one by one turned at the rail to 
look, as if  still incredulous. All but 
Saunders. He turned to look like the 
others. His face was a picture o f anger, 
chagrin. A  curious silence gripped them 
all. Saunders stood a little apart, his 
hands in his trousers pockets, singed, 
sooty, his thin lips drawn back from his 
teeth in a wolfish snarl. He stared out 
over the empty sea for long-drawn sec
onds. Then he turned on Helby like a 
tiger, without a word, his hands grasping 
first for the man’s throat, then doubled 
into striking fists when Helby eluded his 
grasp.

He found speech. A  curse snapped out 
o f him with each blow. He missed once, 
twice, then backed Helby against the rail 
and knocked him sprawling in the scup
pers.

Ignorant o f the casus belli Johnny 
stood passive. I f  they wanted to fight, 
let them fight. But when Saunders, ap
parently demoniac with passion, jumped 
at the prone man and aimed a kick at his 
face Johnny stepped in— only to find the 
moment he put finger on Saunders’ arm 
that he had a fight on his own hands.

Saunders was evidently in that peculiar 
state o f fury which makes a man want to 
hurt some one, any one, regardless o f con
sequences. He was no heavier than 
Johnny Akhorn, but he was taller, longer 
in the reach, a lean, lithe-bodied man, 
berserk in strength. He landed a blow on 

'Johnny’s cheek bone that made him see 
fiery sparks. And when Johnny went into

a clinch to save himself Saunders 
wrenched him this way and that until 
Johnny thought the man would tear him 
to pieces. But he hung on until his head 
cleared then shifted his hold quickly and 
put everything he had in one heave that 
brought Saunders crashing to the deck, 
Johnny on top o f  him, his knee in Saun
ders’ back and the man’s right arm dou
bled across his neck.

Johnny thought he had him. One eel
like twist freed Saunders. He got to his 
feet like a cat. His fist grazed Johnny’s 
jaw, missed by the fraction of an inch. 
Johnny Akhorn knew better than to stay 
away where superior reach and rapierlike 
blows would murder him. He went to 
close quarters again, taking a deflected 
uppercut and a body punch that made him 
grunt.

This time he picked Saunders bodily off 
his feet and threw him clean over his 
shoulders. He came down on the solid 
deck headfirst and stayed there stretched 
on the flat o f his back, limp as a wet sack.

Johnny stepped back, glanced around. 
Jessie Allen was at his elbow. She looked 
up at him and the expression o f her face 
gave no clew to her feelings. Johnny 
couldn’t tell whether she was angry, 
grieved, or frightened. And for the mo
ment he didn’t care. He had a private 
devil o f his own that he kept pretty well 
chained up except when it came to per
sonal combat.

Saunders had stirred him up properly. 
Without any definite reason, except that 
his blood was hot and the bruise on his 
cheek smarted, Johnny was ready to fight 
any one present. And he looked precisely 
what he felt. So much so that the other 
men stood very quiet, waiting for him to 
make the next move.

When Jessie dropped to the deck and 
gathered Saunders’ head into her lap and 
Johnny saw the look o f pity and the quick 
tears start in her dark eyes, he motioned 
to young Gentry.

“ Better get a basin o f water out o f the 
galley and revive your friend,”  he said 
quietly. “ The rest o f you,”  he addressed 
the others o f the Fafnir’s company, “ can
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go down into the crew’s quarters and wash 
up, if you like.”

They needed it. The grime and soot o f 
the fire was thick upon them. Thus hav
ing coped with a situation which was not 
of his making nor seeking, Johnny went 
into the wheelhouse, into his own private 
domain, and shut the doors. The sight o f 
Jessie with another man’s head in her lap, 
dabbing with a bit o f a handkerchief at 
the trickle o f blood from his nostrils, made 
him feel queer inside, made him distinctly 
unhappy.

J-JE sat there a long time, until he had 
cooled off. He became afflicted with 

that strange depression that seems inevi
tably to follow an outbreak o f passion, 
when some one rapped at the door.

“ Come in,”  he invited.
Jess entered, closed the door behind her. 

She stood looking at Johnny in silence, 
bracing herself against the slow heave un
derfoot as the yacht, lacking way, rolled a 
little in the trough o f those smooth swells.

“ Well, did the patient revive?”  Johnny 
forced himself to inquire.

She nodded, let go her supporting grip 
on the door casing and seated herself on 
the lounge berth beside Johnny.

“ H e’s all right now. I almost wish 
you’d broken his neck,”  she murmured.

“ Yes, it looked like it,”  Johnny snorted.
“ I was sorry for him”— she caught 

Johnny’s meaning instantly— “ until I got 
to thinking.”

“ Don’t think,”  Johnny counseled. “ Bad 
for you— for anybody.”

“ ‘Now you’re being horrid,”  she remon
strated.

“ I ’ll be horrider,”  he promised, “ if this 
particular friend o f yours ever swings on 
me again.”  He fingered his bruised cheek 
gingerly.

Jessie laid her finger warningly on her 
lips.

“ Don’t talk so loud,”  she whispered. 
“ Don’t let anybody overhear anything like 
that, anything you ever say to me. Be 
careful what you say and do, Johnny, 
while this bunch is aboard.

“ I don’t know what’s coming next, but

I do know that burning the Fafnir compli
cates matters. I ’m an emissary— sent to 
ask you to join the party aft. They’ve 
got over their excitement and they’re in 
conference with Uncle Ben. Dewey will 
be as nice as pie. I don’t like it, Johnny. 
I wish you could set them ashore on the 
first land we come to and leave them 
there.”

“ I wish you wouldn’t be so blamed mys
terious,”  Johnny grumbled. “ Y ou ’re get
ting me all fussed up. What are you 
scared o f ?”

“ I ’m not exactly scared,”  she said in 
an undertone. “ I can only tell you this, 
Johnny Akhorn. There are two things that 
are pretty important to everybody in this 
little, old world. One is personal free
dom o f action. The other is money. I ’ve 
got a little o f each. There are people 
aboard this ship right now who would de
prive me o f both. They think I ’m simply 
a giddy little featherhead with a stubborn 
streak in me. I ’ll show ’em, if they’ll just 
expose their hands a little more.”

Her own hands, lying idle in her lap, 
clenched into hard little fists. Then she 
relaxed and smiled.

“ Listen to me rave,”  she said lightly. 
“ My troubles are nothing in your young 
life, Johnny. Come along and join the 
schooner party, and be amiable. They’ll 
be on their good behavior. Especially 
Dewey. But keep your eye on him, Cap
tain John. He might tip you over the rail 
the first dark night if he got a good 
chance.”

“ W h y?”  Johnny asked, startled in spite 
o f himself.

“ He has just lost a ship. He and his 
crowd need one for some sort o f job 
they’re deeply interested in. In fact, I ’m 
sure they need one rather badly. The 
West by North would probably do very 
well in a pinch.”

“ Good L o rd !”  he muttered. “ Have you 
gone batty? Do you mean to say that 
Saunders is the kind o f man who’d go in 
for murder and piracy on the high seas? 
That’s what getting rid o f me and convert
ing this yacht to his own uses would 
mean.”
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“ A  man like Dewey might pull anything 
he thought he could get away with, if there 
was a lot at stake,”  Jessie replied thought
fully. “ I ’m on the watch. Come along 
and meet them, Johnny. They want to 
soft soap you. They’ll wonder why I ’m 
so long.”

“ All right,”  Johnny acquiesced. Then 
dryly: “ If you’re not just grand-standing 
I ’d better be heeled.”

He drew open a locker on the bulkhead, 
took out a Luger pistol and slipped it into 
his pocket.

The girl put her hands on his arm. Her 
lips quivered. Her big dusky eyes burned 
into his with a sudden fire.

“ Do you really think I ’m just grand- 
standing?”  she demanded. "W hy should I 
— with you?”

“ God knows,”  Johnny answered soberly. 
“ You did once. You went away with this 
bird as soon as he turned up, after play
ing around with me for months. You 
didn’t even say good-by. I can’t figure 
you out, Jess. But I ’m darned sure I ’m a 
little less than nothing to you— unless you 
wanted to have a little fun with me— or 
needed me to help you put something 
over.”

The strained, tense look on her face 
vanished.

“ You and Dewey Saunders have one 
thing in common,” she said calmly. “ You 
both hang to an idea like bulldogs. You 
can’t either o f you think o f a woman liking 
a man without making him the center of 
her universe.”

“ You took a lot o f pains to make your
self the center o f mine,” Johnny reminded 
her, “ and then you turned it into chaos 
without a word o f explanation. I'm  not 
kicking. I got over it. But I don’t fancy 
having my apple cart upset that way again. 
You could upset it, all right, I guess. You 
happen to be the kind of a woman a man 
can so easily make a damn fool of him
self over.”

“ I wonder why,”  she mused. “ What 
is there about me to get men so fussed 
up ?”

“ I don’t know,”  Johnny said with a trace 
o f bitterness. “ Whatever it is, it works.

Y ou ’re an attractive little devil. You give 
a fellow the impression o f wanting to be 
taken care of. You suggest affection. You 
— oh, darn it, I can’t tell you. Only most 
o f your cute little ways are probably all 
bluff. I expect you’re as cold-blooded 
as a fish.”

“ I expect I am,”  she said calmly, “ and 
self-centered as the devil, too. A  proper 
little egoist, if you know what that is,” 
a shade scornfully. “ Anyway, it doesn’t 
matter about me. Come on, unless you’re 
going to be toplofty about everything. 
Unde Ben asked you to come aft.”

Johnny followed her obediently. The 
two girls, Gage and Gentry, Uncle Ben, 
the crowd off the lost yacht, were gathered 
in folding chairs about a table on the quar
ter-deck, said table being decorated with a 
bottle of Scotch whisky, a decanter of 
wine,/d soda siphon and assorted glasses, 
several o f which items held down the four 
corners o f a small-scale chart o f the north
ern British Columbia coast.

Saunders rose to his feet at once with 
a genial smile at Johnny's approach.

“ Captain Akhorn, I owe you the pro- 
foundest apologies for acting like a 
maniac,” said he, extending his hand. 
“ The only excuse I have to offer is that 
I was wild over losing my little schooner. 
It takes a pretty good man to stand me on 
my head, and I don’t hold grudges over 
things like that. I trust you’ll overlook 
my swinging on your jaw.”

In the face o f that amiable frankness 
Johnny could only meetJhe man halfway. 
It seemed genuine enough and natural 
enough in the explanation. I f  Johnny ac
cepted Saunders with a mental reservation 
it was only because Jess had, so to speak, 
put a bug in his ear beforehand. Barring 
that he would ̂ probably have taken Dewey 
at his face value. The man had a person
ality. Jessie’s hint of his capacity for 
dark deeds seemed incongruous. His 
manner was disarming. His speech and 
appearance was all in his favor.

He followed this up by introducing 
Johnny to the other members o f his party. 
McNaughton gave Johnny— or so it 
seemed to him— a keen scrutiny as he
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clamped a powerful hand over Johnny’s 
fingers. Captain John wondered if Joe 
recalled the “ Barrett kid.”  Probably not. 
I f  he did it scarcely mattered.

The other three were apparently well- 
bred, well-set-up men around thirty. 
Helby in particular looked as if he could 
give a good account o f himself. And 
Saunders seemed to get what flitted 
through Johnny’s mind.

“ I was in wrong all around,”  he 
grinned. “ This bird might have trimmed 
me properly if he’d known what was com
ing. I blamed him for setting the Fafnir 
on fire. He would smoke cigarettes in his 
berth. But we’ll bury that along with 
the old schooner deep in the sea. Have 
a drink, Captain Akhorn.”

Johnny drained a glass and set it down. 
Mr. Benjamin Allen cleared his throat in 
his usual preparatory fashion and said in 
his heavy manner:

“ I have volunteered to take these gen
tlemen to Sentinel Island, Captain Akhorn. 
They were to be joined there by another 
yacht which has been cruising Alaska and 
was going to sail in convoy with the Faf
nir down the west coast o f Vancouver 
Island. Unfortunately the other yacht is 
not equipped with wireless, so we can’t get 
in touch with her. Therefore the best 
thing, it seems to me, is to make Sentinel 
Island and put Mr. Saunders and his crew 
aboard with their friends. You have am
ple fuel oil, I believe, and our larder is 
well stocked.”

C E N T IN E L  ISL A N D . Johnny knew 
the bleak hummock, standing in the path 

o f the swells that marched endlessly across 
the Pacific. He didn’t need Mr. Allen’s 
fat forefinger tracing a course. It lay be
yond the wide mouth o f Queen Charlotte 
Sound, offshore from the tide-troubled 
stormy headland o f Cape Scott. A  few 
acres o f scrubby timber and a few acres 
o f springy meadow atop o f a granite knoll, 
with a little crescent o f a bay on the east
ern side. W hy should two yachts make 
rendezvous at a spot like that?

No matter. He couldn’t refuse to go. 
It was no great voyage at the worst. The

Wcst by North was under charter. Legally 
Mr. B. Jessop Allen could order him any
where within a radius that would enable 
the yacht to return to her home port o f 
Vancouver by September first.

This was an emergency o f a sort. Go
ing outside o f Queen Charlotte Sound, 
through which the Pacific Ocean throws 
the full weight o f its rollers against the 
British Columbia coast hadn’t been in
cluded in the itinerary. Going to Sentinel 
meant going to sea. But the West by 
North was a seagoing vessel. There was 
no valid reason why she should not go.

Johnny agreed without cavil. I f  there 
was anything in Jessie Allen’s veiled 
prophecy o f trouble— well, Johnny Ak
horn was slightly skeptical o f various 
things in connection with that fascinating 
young woman, and even if he hadn’t been 
he would still have felt confident o f re
maining master o f his vessel under any 
conceivable circumstances short o f ship
wreck.

“ Better get under way, captain,”  Mr. 
Allen suggested. "This roll in the dead 
swell is none too comfortable. W e should 
make Sentinel Island to-morrow some 
time, eh?”

“ Easily,”  Johnny assured him. “ A l
though the fog looks pretty thick ahead.”

He went back to the wheelhouse. He 
set the engine-room telegraph for “ Full 
ahead.”  When the propeller began to turn 
Johnny laid the West by North’s head 
straight for the densest portion o f  the fog 
screen that masked the sound.

Tw o hours later the yacht slid into a 
moist, clammy obscurity. She drove 
through it blind, walled in by gray stuff 
that swirled and shifted like odorless 
smoke. A  hundred yards on every point 
o f the compass the sea merged into fog. 
Her air whistle shrieked a long blast once 
every minute.

On the other side o f a double bulkhead 
from where Johnny stood his trick at the 
wheel Sparks kept up a steady whir— oop! 
whir— oop! on the wireless, as if he were 
groping for communication with some one 
or something far off while the West by 
North groped her way in the fog.
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C H A P T E R  VI.
M A R OON ED.

J O H N N Y  stared over the rail at the 
small half moon o f sand and gravel 

pitching down at a slope that permitted 
the West by North to swing at anchor 
within two hundred feet o f the beach. 
There was just the faintest heave from 
a ground swell that ran outside the two 
horns of the bay. Across Sentinel Island 
the surf broke with a spaced boom, boom! 
Half a mile either way the great swells 
marched past from the Aleutians, from 
Japan, from anywhere in the wide Pacific.

Beyond Sentinel Island there was noth
ing, nothing but another like hummock 
below the horizon on the west. And a 
man could see nothing beyond Sentinel 
Island now. The fog that filled Queen 
Charlotte Sound with its clammy folds lay 
well offshore. The tides that swirled 
around Cape Scott, the cape itself, all that 
might be seen in clear weather were hid
den in that gray veil. Sentinel Island 
spread in a luminous haze, muffled in the 
fog, in a silence. There wasn’t a sound 
except the beat o f the ground swell break
ing on the seaward side.

Thirty miles offshore. A  lonely bight 
on a lonely island. No scenery, no fishing 
— nothing at all except a wooded bit of 
rocky land surrounded by salt water. A  
queer place for pleasure craft to meet, 
Johnny thought. Still— if they were going 
down the west coast, one place, he sup
posed, was as good as another.

The West by North had left the rock- 
strewn mouth o f Knight’s Inlet far behind, 
crossed Queen Charlotte Sound, driven 
through Goletas Channel and around the 
northern extremity o f Vancouver Island 
with scarce a let-up in the fog. Just 
c brief, occasional lift now and then to 
give a glimpse o f some known bearing. 
She had made good her time and courses 
and when the hook splashed down at Sen
tinel Island Joe McNaughton looked at 
Johnny Akhorn and said grudgingly: “ I 
guess you ain’t got much to learn about 
finding your way coastwise with a ship.” 

So far as Johnny knew they were all

ashore now. Occasionally he could hear a 
voice far off. On the beach both tenders 
and two canoes were drawn up. He and 
his crew were pretty well marooned aboard 
ship. But lack of a boat did not trouble 
Johnny Akhorn when he decided to go 
ashore. He simply put on a bathing suit 
and slid off the foot o f the gangway. The 
water was cold enough to give him a fine 
glow when a little later he stepped on the 
beach.

The sun, shining down through the fog, 
warmed the air and the earth. Johnny 
found a log to sit on, roosted there think
ing, until the heat made him drowsy, 
moved back to a small bed o f white sand 
washed by high tides between two great 
driftwood tree trunks and stretched him
self there. When the sun in his eyes both
ered him a little he laid two or three 
pieces o f flat driftwood across the logs 
above his head. Thus shaded he pres
ently fell asleep.

The murmur of voices wakened him. 
He sat up and as promptly lay down 
again. Dewey Saunders and Uncle Ben
jamin roosted on one o f his sheltering logs 
a few feet distant, their backs to him. 
Dewey was speaking with much emphasis, 
although his voice was pitched low. Once 
or twice he smote his fist in the palm of 
his other hand.

“ Chances— simple matter— can’t monkey 
around at this stage o f the game— damn 
fool— Gentry will have to— big money—  
the girls— puts us in the clear— one trip 
alone is as good— shooting at the moon—• 
no use getting cold feet—-—”

All this from Dewey. Disconnected 
phrases, meaningless out of their context. 
Allen broke in once or twice with a reply, 
an objection. That seemed to be his atti
tude— uneasiness, objection. Each time 
Dewey beat him down. The tone he used 
toward the older man was tinged with con
tempt.

Johnny lay low, craning his necks He 
would have given an ear to know what 
they were talking about, after he had twice 
caught something that sounded like his 
own name.

“ W e’ve got to make tliis play safe, and
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that means making it strong. Paste that
in your hat. I wish to the Lord-------”

Dewey had raised his voice a little. 
Now he broke off to stare at the yacht.

“ By Jove, he’s got her!”
Sparks stood at the rail fluttering a slip 

o f paper. The distance wasn’t great. He 
could easily have called. But he didn’t. 
He stood silent, fluttering the sheet, until 
Allen waved a hand. As if that had been 
what he awaited, he lifted one hand palm 
out, held it so for a second, then turned 
back into the wireless room.

“ H e’s got her, sure as hell,”  Dewey said 
eagerly. “ Let’s get aboard. I wonder 
what the devil was the matter with ’em 
the last two days.”

W ho had Sparks got? And what was 
the matter with whom ? The “ whom” that 
was a “ her.”  It was very odd, Johnny 
thought. The yacht that was to meet the 
Fafnir at Sentinel Island had no wireless. 
Yet Dewey was anticipating a wireless 
from some one, somewhere. “ H e’s got 
her,”  rather argued a ship.

Johnny gave it up. These people were 
too devious for his direct mind. And he 
wouldn’t have given them a second thought 
only for Jessie Allen’s repeated warnings. 
Certainly Dewey had the Indian sign on 
Uncle Ben, for all his toplofty manner, 
and Saunders was up to something that 
Uncle Ben was in on, or knew about— and 
didn’t much like.

IN  the course o f half an hour Johnny 
sauntered casually into the water and 

swam out to the West by North. He 
dressed and went on deck. The explorers 
were still ashore, all but McNaughton and 
Saunders and Allen, who sat under an 
awning aft partaking of Scotch and soda.

Dewey called Johnny and genially in
cluded him in a round of drinks together 
with speculation on when the Sho-gun, 
the visiting yacht, would arrive. Dewey 
expected her any time now. His rendez
vous with her was, he said, set for Au
gust fifteenth. This was the fourteenth.

None o f this greatly interested Johnny 
•—neither the men nor their conversation.

He wandered away forward again, and 
there to his surprise he found Jessie Allen, 
whom he had believed ashore with the 
others, perched on a coiled Manila hawser. 
He would have gone into the wheelhouse, 
but she beckoned him.

“ If I could put that wireless out of 
commission, I would,”  she said in an un
dertone. “ Can’t you do it, Johnny?”

“ Why should I ? ” Johnny asked.
“ 1 think it would either stop something, 

or bring something to a head,” she told 
him, “ Y ou ’ve noticed, haven’t you, how 
Sparks has been beating the air ever since 
we picked up this Fafnir crow d?"

He nodded.
“ H e’s been trying to get something, and 

he’s got it. Something at sea. I got that 
much clear. 133 west, 51 north. Does 
that mean anything to you, Johnny?”

Johnny reflected.
“ That’s longitude and latitude. Makes 

it about two hundred and eighty miles west 
and a trifle north of here,”  said he. “ Right 
out in the deep stuff. What o f it? He’s 
liable to speak any station or ship within 
five hundred miles with that set.”

“ H e’s been calling ‘X Y  answer Z ’ for 
twenty-four hours,”  Jessie murmured. 
“ Dewey and U nde Ben have been fussing 
because there was no reply. But X Y  did 
answer. I don’t know what the message 
was— it’s in that indecipherable code, all 
numbers and conjunctions. I heard 
Sparks mumbling to himself, he was so 
excited over picking it up.

“ I was snooping. I ’ve been snooping 
all the time. I came on this trip partly 
to get away from Dewey Saunders and 
partly to find out what this precious uncle 
of mine was up to. Now that I ’m on the 
point o f finding out, I ’m a little bit afraid.”

“ What o f ?”
“ Mostly o f Dewey— and a little bit of 

that stuffed shirt o f an Uncle Ben. I 
didn’t know he had his fingers in any of 
Dewey’s pies. The mere fact that they’re 
working together complicates matters hor
ribly for me.”

“ I f  you’d talk plain English instead o f 
this mystery stuff,”  Johnny replied irri
tably, “ maybe I’d know where we were
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at, and what to do. I might be able to 
figure out something. I f  you know what 
you’re talking about you must have some 
idea about what this crowd has up its 
sleeve. If it’s something crooked-------”

“ It’s bound to be something crooked,”  
she muttered. “ But I don’t know, I can’t 
even guess what it is. That’s why it in
terests me so. That’s why I warn you to 
keep your eyes and ears open. If I knew 
exactly what was on the tapis I know 
ways and means to protect myself and put 
a very decided spoke in their wheel.

“ If I could just get hold o f something 
definite. I can tell you one thing, Mr. 
Johnny Akhorn. You didn’t commend 
yourself to Dewey Saunders by knocking 
him senseless. H e’s very nice to you, but 
unless he has changed his nature quite re
cently, he’ll try to pay you off for that. 
H e’s very keen about this vessel that’s 
talking to him out o f the Pacific Ocean. 
I f  he should happen to need the West by 
North he might take her.”

“ I'd like to see him try,” Johnny com
mented dryly.

“ And if he did,” Jessie whispered plain
tively, “ he might take me, too.”

Johnny looked at her in frank unbelief. 
He had seen landsmen and seamen ro
mancing, drawing the long bow, just for 
fun. Maybe this diminutive female, who 
seemed to enjoy disturbing him, was 
merely letting a too-lively fancy have free 
play. The pirate’s day was done. Men 
only dealt in contraband within a fairly 
elastic law, or were active in petty crook
edness. The cutlass and the boarding 
pike, the treasons, stratagems and spoils of 
lawlessness at sea seemed too remote for 
any sane man’s consideration.

He laughed softly.
“ You ’re having a pipe dream,” said he. 

“ Come down to earth. The idea that 
Saunders and his crowd might chuck me 
overside and steal my ship and start in 
to use her for some mysterious purpose is 
much too much. They couldn’t get away 
with it. They’re not fools. Good Lord, 
woman! this ‘once-aboard-the-lugger-and- 
the-girl-is-mine’ stuff went out o f date 
when steam came in. Come down to earth.

What’s the use trying to get me all fussed 
up over nothing?”

“ You think I ’m just a silly little fool, 
trying to get you excited, do you?" she 
asked tensely.

“ About that," Johnny admitted. “ I 
don’t know one good sound reason why 
I should take anything you say or do seri
ously.”

“ Maybe you will—-when it won’t do any 
good,”  she flung at him. “ The wisest 
thing you could do would be to disable this 
wireless set, for keeps— unless you know 
a way to find out what all this aerial con
versation is about. I  know from scraps 
I ’ve been picking up for weeks that there’s 
a setting o f eggs in a basket that has to 
be hatched in the dark. People like Ben 
Allen and Dewey Saunders, and that 
hawk-faced Helby and these precious 
apaches, Gentry and Gage, aren’t up here 
for their health.

“ Losing the Fafnir has upset their ap
ple cart properly. Something they want to 
do requires a fast, able, roomy boat. And 
it isn’t something they can charter a boat 
for. This is a pretty lonely spot. You 
can’t whistle for a policeman around the 
corner. Don’t be a stiff-necked optimist, 
Johnny. Watch your step. ’

She left him with that, and despite his 
incredulity the rather angry earnestness 
o f her last sentences impressed Johnny. 
But the impression soon faded. Anything 
he could think of in the way of illegal but 
profitable undertakings which involved 
stealing a yacht in those waters was too 
melodramatic for serious thought. He 
concluded that Jess, along with her other 
alluring qualities, had a touch of hysteria 
perhaps from worrying over some compli
cation that involved her and her uncle and 
Dewey. Whereupon he grew a little self- 
conscious and huffy in his mind, and dis
missed the incident— but not the woman 
— from his mind.

At least he tried. That was all bosh. 
In a day or two Saunders’ friend would 
come along. The Fafnir quartet would 
say farewell. The West by North would 
cruise by easy stages back through the 
Inside Passage. She worth! roll up the
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Gulf o f Georgia and berth at a dock in 
Vancouver harbor according to schedule. 
Jessie Allen would shake hands with a 
tantalizing smile, say good-by to him, and 
he would never see her again— nor want 
to, Johnny thought resentfully.

Then it occurred to him to wonder why 
Saunders and his three companions, if 
they were going to inflict themselves as 
guests on another yacht, didn’t have the 
West by North stop at Alert Bay and 
ship home their paid hands. W hy the 
devil did they bring along to Sentinel 
Island such impedimenta as a Chinese 
cook, an engineer, and a hard-boiled egg 
like Joe McNaughton?

Under the circumstances their action 
was quite illogical. It troubled Johnny a 
little, until he decided that what Saunders 
did with his crew was Saunders’ own 
private affair, Johnny Akhorn thoroughly 
believed in letting other people mind their 
own business.

D O R  the next twenty-four hours Johnny 
simply killed time. He read, curled up 

on the lounge berth in the wheelhouse. He 
talked to his engineer, a worthy but satur
nine man who had no ideas outside o f in
ternal-combustion motors, their design, 
operation, and care. He watched with 
some amusement the sudden exaggeration 
of the cook’s ego, now that he had Saun
ders’ Chinaman as his henchman in the gal
ley. He paced the forward deck, wish
ing the S ho-gun would blow in out o f the 
vapor— for the fog still shut them in. Sen
tinel Island was for them the visible uni
verse. Elsewhere the sea ran out to merge 
with fog  that rolled and shifted and 
swirled like heavy smoke.

That night Johnny sat up fairly late. He 
walked the deck’ before the pilot house, 
on planks slippery with condensation out 
o f that clammy atmosphere. A ft, under 
the big awning there was music and danc
ing and laughter. He hadn’t seen Jessie 
Allen nearer than the length o f the deck 
that day. He felt lonely, depressed, im
patient with life in general as well as this 
special, monotonous phase o f living.

“ Man might as well be in the old men’s

home as skipper of a pleasure yacht,”  he 
muttered Jo himself. “ Drive me crazy, 
this would, in a couple o f seasons.”

Before he turned in Johnny paid a visit 
to the galley. That was his nightly habit, 
born o f long tricks on coasting vessels, 
where the cook always set out a night 
lunch for the men on watch. Johnny had 
instituted this same custom on the West 
by North, t ie  was a regular patron o f 
the buffet lunch before he turned in. A  
sandwich, a piece o f cake, or whatever was 
provided, served him as a pipe or cigar 
at bedtime serves other men.

He ate and went below. His quarters 
were in a small stateroom apart from the 
forecastle. Johnny sat down on his berth. 
There was a sound o f regular breathing 
with intermittent snores up forward where 
the Fafnir’s crew was mixed with his own. 
Tie felt himself grow drowsy. He yawned, 
stretched his arms.

“ By the signs I better turn in,”  he 
thought to himself.

The next thing that impinged upon his 
consciousness was an amazing brightness 
in his eyes. He sat up, gazed about him 
in sheer bewilderment. He was still fully 
dressed. He wasn’t in his berth. He 
wasn’t even aboard the yacht. The bright
ness was the morning sun shooting golden 
spears from the far blue summit o f the 
Coast Range.

The fog was gone. So was the West by 
North. Johnny Akhorn was tempted to 
pinch himself in the proverbial manner to 
see if he were not dreaming. But the 
wide stretch o f the sea between the beach 
at his feet and the rugged headland of 
Cape Scott, the silence and emptiness of 
the island at his back, were too definite, 
too real to be any part o f an illusion.

He was there on the shore o f the little 
bay on Sentinel Island. And his ship was 
gone.

He rose to his feet. His gaze, turning 
questioningly this way and that, fell on 
a couple o f goods boxes wflth a sheet o f 
canvas spread on top. He turned back 
the canvas. The boxes contained a variety 
o f foods, canned and otherwise. A  slip o f 
penciled paper rested on one o f the tins.
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“ Make yourself comfortable. The W e s t b y  
N orth  will be back in two weeks or less.”

Captain Johnny Akhorn crumpled the 
paper in his hand and breathed a fervent 
deep-sea oath.

C H A P T E R  V II.
FR O M  T H E  SEA.

'T 'H E  absurdity o f swearing into empty 
1 space choked Johnny’s profanity but 

did not allay his impotent rage. He looked 
down at the food and bedding, across at 
the mainland, blue on the horizon, at Van
couver Island standing in bold contours 
against the morning sky.

Down the seaway between him and 
those far headlands ships did pass, but 
never within miles o f Sentinel Island. It 
was off the coasting-steamer track. Once 
in a blue moon some deep-sea fisherman 
might haul into the lee of Sentinel. Weeks 
could go by without sight o f a sail or the 
smoke pennant from a funnel.

To cross that thirty miles of open wa
ter a man needed a stanch boat to em
bark on. Any craft he could devise with
out tools would be the equivalent o f sui
cide. He was properly marooned. He 
could build a signal fire and w ait: noth
ing more.

All this flashed through Johnny’s mind. 
Then he set out— as probably every mari
ner has done since the first castaway— to 
stride along the beach, hoping against cer
tainty for some way out o f his plight.

Three hundred yards along he climbed 
over a ledge at the end o f the bay and 
found Bob Gentry sitting on his haunches 
on the beach, his head in his hands. A  
little beyond Gentry, on some dry moss 
under a leaning tree, two figures huddled 
under an outspread overcoat.

Johnny’s heart jumped. The thing as
sumed different proportions. He won
dered if Jess was one o f those figures— if 
Dewey, McNaughton, et ah, had made a 
clean sweep o f the entire West by North 
party and crew. Mentally Johnny was 
prepared for anything now. But he didn’t 
stand to reflect on this. He hopped off

the ledge and as Gentry started at the 
thud o f his feet Johnny demanded:

“ What happened?”
Gentry looked at him blankly. His tone 

was peevish when he answered:
“ How the hell do I know? Where did 

you come from ? Where’s the yacht—- 
and how did we get here?”

“ Don’t you know how you got here?” 
Johnny asked.

“ W ould I be asking if I did?”  Gentry 
snarled. “ Damn it ! I woke up here a 
few minutes ago. The girls haven’t come 
out of it yet. W hat’s been pulled off? 
That’s what I want to know. I feel as if 
I ’d been doped.”

So did Johnny when he was reminded 
— although he had only a theoretical 
knowledge o f “ dope.”

“ I wonder what’s the idea?” he said 
presently.

“ Search me,” Gentry growled. “ Have 
you any idea who would stick us ashore on 
a desert island, and why?”

Johnny shook his head.
“ W e’re here, that’s all I know,” he said. 

“ I guess we better look around and see 
if there’s any more o f the crowd.”

He cast a look at the sleeping girls.
“ I shook ’em,” Gentry caught his glance. 

“ They’re dead to the world. I guess they’ll 
come out of it after a while. What the 
deuce are we going to d o?”

“ Don’t know,”  Johnny answered lacon
ically. “ Figure something, maybe, by and 
by.”

“ W e ’ll have to figure on eating, won’t 
we?”  Gentry inquired. “ Unless that yacht 
turns up right away.”

“ She’ll be back in two weeks,” Johnny 
told him calmly. “ Somebody left me a 
note to that effect.”

“ Tw o weeks!” Gentry echoed. “ Good 
L ord ! What’ll we live on for two 
weeks ?”

“ They left grub and blankets,”  Johnny 
said.

Gentry brightened perceptibly.
“ Oh, well,”  said he, “ I don’t get the 

idea, but so long as we don’t have to live
on clams and seaweed-------”

“ I'm  going alongshore to have a look-



HEAD WINDS 27

see,”  Johnny declared. “ You -better stay 
here. These girls will probably throw a 
fit when they wake up.”

“ All right,”  Gentry agreed. “ I don’t 
feel much like hiking anyway.”

Johnny left the bay and the beach be
hind, crossed the northern end o f the 
island, traversed the western shore where 
the ocean rollers broke thundering in lines 
o f white foam. He completely encircled 
the island in less than an hour, no wiser 
for his pains, with no light on his problem. 
There was no sign o f habitation, no life 
on the island save the gulls and the shore 
birds, himself and Bob Gentry and the two 
girls.

He found this trio investigating the food 
boxes on his return. He told them briefly 
where he had been, what the situation was, 
and the outlook. The language those two 
young women used rather startled Johnny. 
They grew more subdued in their expres
sions when their mouths were filled with 
food. They were as much in the dark as 
he. Not one o f them voiced any theory 
whatsoever as to why they had been set 
ashore.

They looked across at the blue loom of 
Vancouver Island and asked Johnny petu
lantly how they were going to get home. 
And Johnny, because he was smarting un
der the loss o f his ship after he had been 
warned that he might lose her, tartly re
plied that they knew the way as well as 
he. Whereupon Betty Marr smiled and 
told him not to be an old bear and Ellen 
pertly observed that since she had to be 
marooned on a desert island she was glad 
there was a man around— and showed her 
fine white teeth at Gentry when she said 
it.

Gentry said very little about the fix 
they were in. During the rest o f that day 
Johnny found time to wonder at the philo
sophic calm exhibited by that capable 
youth.

Johnny was neither calm nor philo
sophic. He boiled within. He was re
sponsible for his command and he had let 
a gang o f pirates appropriate his vessel. 
H ow  could he go back*to his employer 
with such a tale— if the West by North

were beached or burned or taken by cus
toms or revenue officers in some unlawful 
venture ?

No, Johnny, brooding on a log in the 
sun, was anything but calm. Still he was 
keen enough to wonder about Gentry’s at
titude. Gentry was capable. When they 
had thoroughly canvassed the situation and 
talked it out they had finished a pick-up 
breakfast. Then Gentry observed that 
since they were and might be there for 
some time they had better make themselves 
comfortable. It might rain, he observed, 
cocking a weather eye aloft. He pro
ceeded to hunt driftwood along the beach, 
slabs, pieces o f board. Out o f these he 
fashioned a lean-to shelter that would keep 
them and their food dry. He portioned 
out the blankets, one pair each.

The more Johnny observed Mr. Robert 
Gentry the more sure he became that Gen
try knew a little more about this episode 
than he would tell. The everlasting why 
nagged at Johnny. It was rather peculiar, 
he decided, that they would put a sleeping 
man ashore— and leave him armed.

Johnny Akhorn had the trained sea
man’s faculty o f observing detail. The 
bulge under Gentry’s left armpit, show
ing under his shirt as he stooped about 
the fire and about his work, spelled “ re
volver”  to Johnny. He had carried a gun 
strapped under his left arm himself, once 
upon a time.

He had another worry that he tried to 
keep out o f his mind, but which didn’t 
make him kindly toward the idea that this 
was something o f a lark— as Betty and 
Ellen finally agreed. His crew was able to 
look out for itseif, singly or collectively. 
But the idea o f Jessie Allen alone on the 
West by North with Dewey Saunders was 
not exactly a pleasing one.

He tried to tell himself that if she was 
there she wanted to be. When he took 
that tack with himself he would uneasily 
recall the trace o f apprehension in her 
tone when she said: “ I f  he takes the ship 
he might take me, too.”

Evidently he had. Johnny chalked up 
another item on the debit score against the' 
Fafnir’s crew, and Mr. B. Jessop Allen,



28 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

whose intimate connection with Dewey 
Saunders had got him into this mess.

All that day Johnny moped about, rack
ing his brain in useless speculation. He 
watched the sun go down, helped to cook 
supper and ate in comparative silence, be
ing intermittently chaffed by Betty Marr 
for his lack o f spirits in such good com
pany. Dusk fell. Johnny set to and built 
a great fire on the beach against Gentry’s 
protest that there was no use burning all 
the dry wood in sight— they might need it 
to cook with.

“ Maybe you figure on staying here a 
long time,”  Johnny said pointedly. “ I 
don’t.”  Gentry said no more about wast
ing wood.

Above them the arched sky gleamed 
with stars. The dirge o f the ground swell 
lifted across the island. Ellen drew closer 
to Gentry. He put out his hand invitingly 
and she cuddled her head down in his lap. 
Johnny got up and found himself a log 
on the beach, sat there gazing moodily o ff
shore. Presently Betty Marr joined him.

“ Three’s a crowd at the fire now,”  she 
pouted. “ Are you really as sore on life as 
you seem, Captain John Akhorn? Couldn’t 
a fellow cheer you up?”

A  fellow couldn’t, it seemed. Johnny 
was in certain respects a singularly one- 
ideaed young man. W ith his mind full o f 
his stolen ship and Jessie Allen, eveji so 
undeniably attractive a girl as Betty Marr 
didn’t stir him by manifest complaisance. 
In fact, for some inscrutable reason, Bet
ty’s dead set at him only made him wary. 
He talked little and-said less. And finally 
the girl, with a self-conscious little laugh, 
left him to his own thoughts.

JO H N N Y  kept to his log for a long time.
Time grew meaningless to him in his 

self-communing. He didn’t think about 
the hour, even when he went back to the 
fire to find the castaways had gone to bed.

His own blanket was folded by the dy
ing embers. But sleep was far from him. 
He squatted on his heels for a while star
ing into the red coals. Then he wandered, 
restless in mind and body, northward to 
the ledge that marked the end o f the beach

and sat there to watch a fat white moon 
slide up from behind the Coast Range and 
lay a band of silver across the sea.

Brooding in the night, his eyes longingly 
on the moon path, he let the minutes slip 
past unheeded. He didn’t know how long 
he sat like that; he didn’t care; hours 
didn’t count. Time was nothing to him 
while his brows puckered in thought, and 
his eyes followed the undulations o f the 
ground swell down the highway o f the 
moon.

Suddenly, far out, he saw something lift 
momentarily, vanish in a hollow, lift again 
on a smooth crest. Johnny straightened 
up. His first inclination was to whoop; 
his afterthought to keep silence. For his 
second glimpse o f that dim object told him 
it was a boat, a small boat, with a bit o f 
canvas spread to catch the faint offshore 
airs.

He looked at his watch— two a. m. He 
had been keeping lonely vigil four hours. 
He hadn’t been conscious of praying, but 
this did seem like an answer to prayer.

He waited what seemed an age. The 
boat came on so slowly. Only the faintest 
breath o f wind stirred and that only in 
fitful puffs. As the small craft drew up 
he could see the listless flap o f the canvas; 
he could see the flash o f wet oar blades 
rising and falling in the hands o f a soli
tary figure.

It drew near enough at length for 
Johnny to see that it was a very small 
boat indeed to come out of that waste of 
open water— a broad-beamed tender not 
over fourteen feet long.

A  hundred yards off the beach the oars
man rested on his blades. Johnny had the 
uneasy sense of a moment o f indecision 
about landing. And the fellow must land. 
By hook or by crook, he, Johnny Akhorn, 
must get that boat. In another minute 
Johnny would have been in the water 
swimming out. But the oars dipped again. 
Slowly the little boat nosed in to the sand 
a few yards from where Johnny stood.

The moonlight was like bleached sun
shine. He could see quite plainly. And 
he stood still for a moment, his heart 
thumping out o f all reason. For the boat
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was the West by North’s power dinghy. 
The rower who had come down the moon 
path across a chancy stretch o f open sea 
and sat now on the midship thwart, a 
diminutive figure peering fearfully about 
as if looking for some one, yet fearing 
to call, was Jessie Allen.

C H A P TE R  VIII.
CLEAR.

C 70R  all her apparent weariness, Jessie 
was set on a hair trigger o f alarm. 

When Johnny moved and spoke she lunged 
instantly on the oars. The boat which 
rested its forefoot lightly on the beach 
slid back into deep water.

“ Jess,” he called softly. “ Come back. 
It’s me— Johnny.”

She held the blades poised until he came 
down to the water’s edge where with the 
moonlight full on him she could see his 
face. Then she shoved in.

“ Where are the others?" she asked in 
a whisper.

Johnny pointed.
“ Get in,”  she said. "L et’s get away 

from here— around the point where he 
can’t see the boat.”

“ H e?”
“ Gentry,”  she answered briefly— and 

Johnny stepped aboard.
She let him take the oars. As he rowed 

she huddled in a heap on the bottom 
boards. She laid her arms along the gun
wale, rested, her head on them. When 
Johnny beached the tender in a small 
notch o f a cove far past the beach and 
bay, but still short o f the open westerly 
side of Sentinel, Jessie didn’t stir. She 
was asleep. Pie drew the boat up, made 
the painter fast to a bough, and she still 
slept.

Johnny stared down at her with 
strangely mixed emotions. He was eager 
to know, to ask questions and have them 
answered. But he knew exhaustion when 
he saw it.

H ow  far had she come? How long had 
she been afloat in that cockleshell, alone 
on the open sea? How had she found her 
way in the night to Sentinel Island with

out chart or compass ? W hy was she * 
afraid o f Gentry? W hy had she come at 
all ?

He gathered her up in his sturdy arms, 
carried her to a level spot in the dark 
shadow cast by overhanging trees. She 
stirred a little to grasp him, to snuggle 
against him like a small tired child. When 
he laid her down one hand groped for 
him, for something, in her sleep. He put 
his coat over her.

The night was warm. He sat there in 
his shirt sleeves, her dark head pillowed 
on his knees. Her sleep was troubled. 
Once or twice she muttered. Sometimes 
her round, elfin face would darken and her 
lips twist. Once she opened her eyes wide 
to stare with the unseeing gaze o f the 
somnambulist and said very slowly, em
phatically: “ No. Not ever. Isn’t that 
plain enough? W hy, I ’d as soon be dead 
— dead.”

Johnny looked at his watch from time 
to time. He was growing more uneasy. 
Finally, when daybreak was not far dis
tant, he shook her gently. She opened her 
eyes, lay gazing up into his face, fully 
awake.

“ How did you manage to get here?”  he 
asked. “ W here’s the yacht? And-------”

“ And everything,”  she interrupted in 
that mocking, tantalizing tone Johnny 
knew so well.

“ I came back for you,”  she said pres
ently. “ I don’t know where the West by 
North is now, but I have an idea where 
she will be by and by. Let’s get away 
from here, Johnny. You should have gone 
at once instead o f letting me sleep. I was 
so near all in 1 couldn’t think straight. I 
went to pieces when you got in the boat.”

“ How long were you on the way?”
“ Since an hour or so before daylight 

yesterday morning. I was in the fog for 
a long time. I thought I ’d never get here.
I rowed nearly all night.”

“ Anything to eat?”
She shook her head.
“ I had water. Went ashore and filled a 

pail just inside Cape Scott. I wasn’t hun
gry. Too excited, I guess. I ’m not very - 
hungry now.”
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“ You will be. I ’ll have to get some 
grub,” Johnny said. “ And what about 
these people here?”

“ I wouldn’t chance it,” Jess murmured. 
“ W e should be able to reach Vancouver 
Island by night. There must be camps 
where we can get food. Let’s get away 
right now, Johnny. Gentry was left here 
to see you didn’t get away. Ellen is his 
girl. Betty Marr, I think, only stayed to 
make the play strong; besides they’re not 
wanting her aboard. They’re hard boiled, 
those three. Come on. Never mind food. 
Let’s be on our way.”

Johnny hesitated. He knew the chances 
better than she did. They might have to 
battle a capricious offshore wind. They 
might be blown to sea. An open boat with 
neither food nor shelter! They might 
weather days o f storm but they could not 
live on air and half a pail o f fresh water.

Yet he recalled the bulge o f the pistol 
under Gentry’s armpit. I f  Gentry was 
there primarily to see that no one left 
Sentinel Island until the Fafnir crowd had 
effected whatever undertaking they were 
bent on, then he had small chance to cope 
with an armed man. Gentry would prob
ably use his gun and compel Johnny to 
stand aside while he smashed the boat, if 
he discovered them there.

And just as that reflection took form 
in Johnny's mind, Gentry himself stepped 
out of the bush, his gun leveled on them.

“ Keep still, skipper,”  he ordered curtly.
Gentry grinned amiably from a distance 

of a few feet.
“ Hello, little ‘Sunshine,’ ”  he greeted. 

“ How come you butting in on our party? 
Betty won’t like it. Didn’t Dewey treat 
you right?”

Jess didn’t answer.
“ W ere you fixing to take the captain 

away ?”  Gentry drawled. “ I guess we 
couldn’t all go away in that little boat, so 
we’d better all stay here. I ’ll set her 
adrift so there won’t be any temptation 
for any of us to go to sea. Untie that 
rope, skip.”

Johnny stood still, dumbly stubborn with 
■’ something akin to murder in his heart. 

Gentry laughed.

“ Oh, all right,”  said he. “ I can do it 
myself. I don’t want to crowd you, Cap
tain John. But don’t forget one thing. 
Y ou ’re not going away from here for a 
while. I f  you get gay, I ’ll bump you off. 
See? You get m e?”

He thrust out his jaw at Johnny— not 
with any malice, but with a cold-blooded 
determination that was more convincing 
than any amount o f bluster.

Then with his gun still covering Johnny 
he untied the painter, took hold o f the bow 
and thrust the boat off the beach, gave it 
a quick shove that sent it sliding free.

Johnny Akhorn, helpless under that pis
tol, stood watching his only chance o f 
escape drift out to where the tidal flow 
would seize and carry it derelict upon 
those wide waters. Beside him the girl 
stood mute, hands clenched, while Gentry 
clear limned tn the moonlight looked at 
them both with a contemptuous smile.

Something seemed to crack in Johnny’s 
breast. He wasn’t a foolhardy man; he 
had never been given to heroic stunts. But 
he had to do something. And what he did 
was suddenly to launch himself headfirst 
at Gentry’s knees, diving under the muzzle 
o f the automatic.

For a man who had never played foot
ball Johnny made a beautiful tackle. He 
was an exceedingly active young man; he 
was desperate; he weighed probably a hun
dred and seventy and it was all pliant 
muscle and springy bone. He brought his 
man to earth headlong. The crooked fore
finger didn’t even convulsively draw the 
trigger. And Johnny clawed for that gun 
hand as he had never clawed for a flying 
rope end in a gale.

He got it, t o o ; doubled Gentry’s arm up, 
wrenched the gun out o f his hand. He 
struck Gentry once across the head with 
the weapon as he struggled like a wild 
cat and a second time for good measure; 
whereupon Gentry ceased to be a factor in 
the struggle.

“ H e’ll be good for a while,”  Johnny 
panted. “ Can you use an automatic ?”

Jess nodded, held out her hand. He 
gave her the pistol, cocked.

“ Keep a few feet away from him and
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plug him if he lifts a finger,”  Johnny com
manded.

W ith that he plunged boots and all into 
the sea. Already the tender was forty 
yards offshore, setting slowly out on a 
current. In a few strokes Johnny reached 
her, hauled himself inboard over the stern, 
shipped oars and rowed her back.

Gentry still sprawled on the sloping 
ground. Johnny dragged him well above 
high-tide mark, felt o f his heart. There 
was a flutter there. Gentry breathed.

“ I don’t think I cracked his skull, and 
if I did it doesn’t matter,”  Johnny said. 
‘ ‘H e’s tough and he’ll come out o f it. Hop 
in !”

Jess obeyed. Johnny put the automatic 
in his pocket.

“ I guess we’ve got the top hand now,” 
he observed. “ W e ’ll get grub and my 
blanket and be on our way.”

In less than twenty minutes they were 
clear. There hadn’t been a move or sound 
from the lean-to when Johnny raided the 
camp for supplies. Now he pulled stead
ily on the oars. There was no air to fill 
the little sail. The ground swell rolled 
in long slow billows, two hundred feet 
from crest to crest, cradling them as gently 
as a mother sways a babe in her arms.

Sentinel lay behind them a dark blot in 
a silver sea, the only solid bit o f the uni
verse in a waste o f water spreading away 
under a moon-shot, star-speckled sky. But 
Johnny knew that dawn would show Van
couver Island and the farther Coast Range 
faint and blue over their bow— unless the 
Queen Charlotte fog shut down on them.

He rested on his oars at last.
“ Now, old scout,”  he said cheerfully, 

“ what about it? What happened? What 
became o f my crew? I ’m bursting to 
know.”

C H A P T E R  IX .
TH E  PERILOUS PASSAGE.

'T 'H E R E  really isn’t much to tell.”  Jes
sie rested her chin in her palms. “ You 

were either knocked out or doped, I sup
pose------- ”

“ The only way I could have been doped 
was from a shot o f something in the night

lunch,”  Johnny remarked. “ I ’ve won
dered about that. Certainly nobody tapped 
me on the bean.”

“ I had gone to bed in the stateroom 
I shared with Betty Marr,”  Jess continued. 
“ Betty sat up reading a magazine. I fell 
asleep. A fter a while I woke up. Betty 
was gone, and the light still burning. I 
didn’t think anything o f that, but when I 
heard quite a commotion on deck, feet run
ning back and forth, and more or less talk,
I slipped on a dressing gown to go up and 
see what the excitement was.

“ You know I ’d been uneasy, expecting 
almost anything to happen. Well, I 
couldn’t get out. The door was locked.
I called. In fact I made quite a fuss. All 
the satisfaction I got was to be told gruffly 
to shut up. It was impossible to get out. 
The door was too strong for me to break 
down. But the porthole in my stateroom 
faced on the beach and I saw them lug 
you down the gangway into the boat. I 
saw them put in the food and the blankets.

“ Betty and Ellen were laughing, so I 
suppose they were in on the play— how 
much they know, o f course I can’t tell, be
cause I don’t know much myself yet. The 
fog was very thick. I could hardly see 
the island. Presently the tender came 
back.

“ I could feel the main engine start. 
A fter a while the anchor hoist rumbled. 
She began to lift and fall and I knew we 
were under way somewhere.”

She stopped.
“ Then what?”  Johnny prompted.
“ Then Dewey came down and unlocked 

the door. I warned you, didn’t I, Johnny 
Akhorn, that he might take your ship and 
that if he did he might take me, too?”

“ W ell?”  Johnny muttered.
“ You better row, hadn’t you?”  she sug

gested. “ You can listen as well.”
“ Go on. What next?”  Johnny de

manded— but he gave way with the oars.
“ Well, I suppose he thought he had 

me,”  Jess continued evenly, “ and he 
seemed quite pleased with himself. He 
gave me to understand that I had fooled 
around long enough and that as soon as 
he had attended to some very important
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Business that would put us all on Easy 
Street he would attend to me— tame me 
properly, I believe he said.”

She laughed quietly, reminiscently.
“ I wonder why men always have to tell 

women what they’re going to do to ’em?”  
she said scornfully. “ F ools!”

“ Don’t lump all men together that way,”  
Johnny growled.

“ I don’t include you,”  she said quickly, 
“ or I wouldn’t be here.”

“ Anyway,” she sent on, “ he left the 
door unlocked after he’d made his little 
boast about having the lugger and girl too. 
I dressed and went on deck. I ’m not stu
pid, Johnny, even if I often seem a giddy 
goat. I knew something desperate was 
on. I was in a pretty desperate personal 
fix myself, but I ’ve known Dewey Saun
ders a long time and I thought I could han
dle him if it came to a pinch. But I did 
want to know where we were headed, what 
they were up to before I quitted ship.

“ You see,” , she explained, “ I had made 
up my mind that I was going to get away 
and sound an alarm that would trap them 
all, if I had to swim for it. And I had 
to get my bearings first.

“ They had everything running on sched
ule. Sparks was flinging out signals. The 
Pa fair engineer was in charge below. 
Your crew was penned in forward, with 
Riggs standing guard. The chink was get
ting coffee and biscuits in the galley. Mc- 
Naughton steered.

“ I went into the wheelhouse and made 
myself nice to him— the old pirate! So I 
got the course and looked it up on the 
chart without him realizing what I was up 
to. Dewey was in the deck saloon rea
soning with that old stuffed shirt o f an 
uncle o f mine, who seemed almost hys
terical. He was simply scared stiff at the 
high-handed way Dewey’s crowd had 
taken over the yacht. It wasn’t the sort 
of thing a pseudorespectable broker from 
Los Angeles wanted to be involved in. I 
think Uncle Ben has been mixed up in 
shady deals before now— but always on 
the safe side— with everything fixed for 
his own protection, and the other fellow 
taking the long chances.

"Anyway the yacht was headed due 
west, straight out to sea. Did you know 
there was another small island about an 
hour’s run west o f Sentinel ?”

“ Yes. End o f Land, they call it. About 
ten acres o f low rocky ground with a few 
trees and a spripg o f water. You can see 
it from Sentinel on an extra clear day.”

“ That’s where they put off your crew. 
Marooned ’em with a box o f  grub. It 
was like a cheap melodrama— they put 
on handkerchief masks before they drove 
your three men out into the boat and 
ashore. Then the West by North dou
bled back, ran for Cape Scott, rounded it, 
ran alongshore for a few miles, groped 
through that dense fog into a bay and 
dropped anchor. I had to guess the loca
tion from her time and course and their 
talk, and what I could gather .from  the 
chart. That was all I had to go by— as 
a point of departure.

“ They were cursing the fog, Dewey and 
Me Naught on and Helby. They were ex
pecting a ship from offshore and reckon
ing her chance o f making that bay in the 
thick weather. They were in touch with 
her all the time, o f course. And while 
they were talking— it was about an hour 
o f daybreak— a steam whistle sounded. 
They Whistled back. Immediately there 
was a discussion as to whether they should 
go out to meet her or have her come in. 
Dewey said she had to come in— they 
couldn’t lie alongside her in the ground 
swell that ran outside the bay. They de
cided finally—-with the whistles signaling 
back and forth— to put out in the power 
tender and board her.

“ So they lowered away. In the dark 
and that fog  and the excitement that took 
hold o f them they didn’t pay much atten
tion to me, and I was careful to keep out 
o f the way. You see, a man may be per
fectly mad about a woman, Johnny— but 
when his material interests get really im
portant the woman becomes merely inci
dental.”

“ That works both ways,”  Johnny ob
served. “ It strikes me that it would take 
a good deal of a man to be much more 
than a mere incident in your young life.”
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“ Perhaps. And that’s just as well for 
me, I guess,”  she replied cheerfully. “ I ’d 
have been in an insane asylum long ago if 
I ’d taken men seriously. Anyway, there 
was the tender at the foot o f the gangway. 
Some one had started the motor. It 
purred away, running idle.

“ I ’d been nursing one sort o f scheme 
in my mind. I was bound to get off that 
yacht as soon as possible. I was more 
afraid o f Dewey than o f the sea or that 
wild, unsettled country around Cape Scott. 
I ’d intended to slip over the side some time 
before daybreak, swim ashore, and trust 
to luck getting somewhere on foot. I ’d 
picked up a little pocket compass in the 
saloon. I had matches in a waterproof 
case, and I knew where there was a little 
belt ax I could take when I was ready.

“ And then for a minute they were all 
clear o f the gangway. There was the 
tender. A  lot of possibilities flash through 
your mind in a second. I slipped out of 
the wheelhouse, ran down the gangway, 
cast off the line and shoved clear.

“ It was thick as mud in that bay. You 
couldn't see a boat length. Before you 
could count five I was out o f sight o f the 
yacht. I put the clutch in and headed for 
the mouth, running by the direction of the 
steamer’s whistle from outside.

“ For a few seconds I could hear ’em 
shouting and cursing when they missed the 
tender. I doubted if they could hear the 
little engine running; it is very quiet. 
Anyway, I opened up the throttle and let 
her zip. In a minute I was outside the 
bay, out o f hearing, sliding up and down 
among those long, slow swells. And I 
headed for Sentinel, steering a course by 
the little compass. I was scared, but I 
was clear o f that mess.

“ I wasn’t very far out o f the bay when 
I almost ran slap into a ship— the ship 
they were looking for, I suppose. I heard 
her give a short blast. It sounded away 
off. Next thing her bow was right on top 
of me, looming up like a small cliff. She 
was barely moving. No noise but the rip
ple of a little wash.

“ I shaved her so close I could see the 
rivet heads in her plating— a steel tramp 
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— not very big as tramp steamers go—  
dirty as sin. The fog wasn’t so thick out 
there. It was sort o f luminous from that 
big moon. I got away from there quick; 
dodged off to one side. I don’t think they 
could make out the boat from the bridge. 
They might have heard the motor. I don’t 
know. It didn’t matter.”

“ You couldn’t make out her name, I 
suppose?” Johnny asked. He was deeply 
interested, alert to every word.

“ Yes. Albacorc, o f Hongkong.”
She paused to look up at the bright 

moon, turned her head to gaze eastward 
where a faint lightness began to show.

“ Day broke eventually. I found myself, 
in the thinning fog, not very far offshore, 
abreast of what I took to be Cape Scott. 
I was thirsty, and I thought I ’d better get 
some water in case I was afloat a long 
time. Besides, I didn’t want to get too far 
offshore if that fog  was going to clear'. 
I f they were to cruise around looking for 
me, I could take to the woods.

“ A fter I ’d half filled a pail that was in 
the boat, I started again. The sun came 
out strong. The fog cleared altogether. 
I could see for miles, and there was no 
yacht in sight, so I decided to make 
straight for here. The island showed just 
a little smudge on the sky line. I figured 
that with the motor I could reach it in four 
or five hours.

“ Somehow, by that time I wasn’t afraid 
o f being followed. I felt sure that 
steamer was much more important to 
Dewey than I was. He expected big 
things in connection with that tramp. 
They all did. You could tell it in their 
talk.

“ So I barged out on the briny deep, all 
lit up over this scrape I had got into and 
was getting out o f so nicely. I felt quite 
like a little heroine. And then the darned 
engine stopped!

“ I tried the starter. It turned her over, 
but she wouldn’t fire. The spark was all 
right. Tried the tank. Out o f gas. Noth
ing I could do about that. Nothing but 
the oars for it. I rowed and rowed. 
Didn’t seem to get anywhere. What wind 
there was blew against me. I couldn’t
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seem to make headway— you never do 
seem to get anywhere rowing if you’re a 
long way from shore.

“ M y hands got sore. M y arms got 
tired. I began to be scared, really. I 
kept going more or less all day. It got 
dark. At dusk it seemed to me I was a 
little nearer, but not much. I kept on 
rowing. Then when the moon came up 
the breeze came in little puffs offshore. I 
got the sail up. I got an occasional 
glimpse o f a light that I took for your fire 
on Sentinel.

“ I couldn’t see Sentinel, o f course. All 
I could do was to sail in its general direc
tion. A fter a while I couldn’t see the fire 
glow. I was afraid that measly little 
compass was playing me tricks. I was 
afraid I ’d miss the island altogether. I 
was afraid the wind might get strong and 
blow me out to seat. U gh ! It wasn’t 
nice at all, Johnny, old scout.

“ And when I ’d sailed and sailed for
ever, it seemed, I finally got sight o f Sen
tinel Island, just a far-off dark patch. The 
breeze died away to nothing. I had to 
row and row. That’s all, I guess. I 
hardly knew whether I was on foot or on 
horseback when I shoved in on the beach. 
The one thing I feared was that Gentry 
would see the boat before you did. I 
knew he was dangerous.”

C H E  sat silent, looking eastward to the 
growing light. The little boat rose 

and ran briefly on each smooth crest, sank 
gently into each green hollow.

“ Isn’t it lovely— now— away over
there?”  Jessie murmured.

But Johnny Akhorn wasn’t in a mood 
to dwell on the beauties o f dawn at sea, 
the play o f changing light, the delicate 
tintings of a morning sky. His mind 
turned earnestly on practical matters. He 
bent to his oars, revolving several queries 
in his mind. For one thing he wondered 
if the dawn wind would be offshore or 
out o f the west; he felt wind, with that 
curious intuition which is sometimes be
stowed upon fishermen and coastwise sail
ors. For another— he looked at the di
minutive person staring into the dawn and

wondered wherein resided her resources 
o f courage, o f endurance.

“ W hy did you take a chance crossing 
to Sentinel?”  he demanded. “ You could 
have hugged Vancouver Island up to Go- 
letas Channel much more safely. You 
could have found a logging camp or a 
fisherman, and notified the provincial 
police that way. You knew that, didn’t 
you ?”

“ O f course. But I wanted you off Sen
tinel Island, away from Bob Gentry. The 
West by North is your ship. It seemed 
to me you’d be anxious for the first whack 
at them. You first— then the provincial 
constables. It will take all the wits avail
able to nail these crooks and put them 
where they belong. I won’t rest till that’s 
done.”

There was an inflexible note in her 
voice, a settled determination when she 
said that.

“ I wonder where they are now ?” 
Johnny speculated.

“ I don’t know precisely,” Jess answered. 
“ I think I know where they’re headed.” 

“ W here?”
“ Hidden Bay.”
“ Good L ord !”
Johnny wasn’t stupid.
“ They bought my place there. W as 

that why they were willing to pay a fancy 
price? So they would have a legal right 
to use it for some illegal purpose, as a base 
for some crooked operation?”

“ I think so,”  Jess answered reflectively. 
“ Although I ’m only guessing, because I 
don’t know what they’re up to yet. I 
know they bought it. I overheard that 
discussed pretty thoroughly. Uncle Ben 
put up the money. Dewey said it was just 
what they needed as a blind. McNaugh- 
ton had advised getting hold o f the Bar
rett place before the Fafnir got there. He 
seemed to know a lot about Hidden Bay.”  

“ He does,”  Johnny informed her 
grimly. “ He ought to. He was partners 
with a grand old smuggling party called 
‘Pirate’ Kelly who hung out in Hidden 
Bay twenty years back. One o f their 
crowd was killed by a party o f  Chinamen 
he was running across the line on a fast
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launch. Nobody ever plastered Kelly or 
McNaughton with anything, but they were 
in on the deal.

“ Yes, old Joe knows Hidden Bay and 
the coast pretty welL Haven’t you the 
least idea what their game is ? Dope, 
chinks, whisky running? And you think 
they’ll head straight for Hidden Bay? 
Well, it sounds reasonable.”

“ That was the object— a place for the 
Fafnir to sneak in and out o f, or to lie 
up in. Hidden Bay is pretty isolated—  
more or less inaccessible on account o f the 
tides through that narrow pass. I never 
could find out what they were up to, but 
it was something that required an able, 
roomy boat. I ’d got that pretty firmly in 
mind from listening in on their talk. 
That’s why, when the Fafnir went up in 
smoke, grabbing the West by North 
seemed a natural sequence. They were 
aboard her and they were pretty desper
ate over something.”

“ They’ve sure taken a desperate 
chance,”  Johnny observed. “ They can get 
twenty years apiece for that. They cer
tainly overreached themselves when they 
stole an eighty-foot yacht and marooned 
her crew. They can’t get away with that 
sort o f thing.”

“ They have the nerve to try anything, 
I think,”  Jess reflected. “ They’re crooks. 
And I hate crooks. I ’ve had experience 
with crooks. I f  I can get clear o f this 
bunch, I ’ll try to give ’em a wide berth 
hereafter.”

“ Y ou ’re clear now,”  Johnny pointed out.
“ I am, yes,”  she admitted. “ But my 

money isn’t. I don’t care such an awful 
lot about stacks o f money, but a little is 
handy— in fact, it’s necessary. This 
money that my father left in trust for me 
has never done me much good, but the 
income from it has kept my mother, who 
is a rather neurotic person with a good 
many demands in the way o f living.

“ I think that was the only mistake in 
judgment my father ever made— leaving 
that fund in charge o f Uncle Ben. I ’m 
quite sure the old false front has got it 
all, along with the remnant o f his own 
fortune— which Was a pretty big one a few

years back— in this last gamble, this set
ting o f off-color eggs Dewey Saunders is 
trying to hatch out.

“ I wonder just what is the best way to 
go about rounding them up?” she asked, 
after a brief silence.

“ Haven’t thought much about that,”  
Johnny replied. “ W e want to get in out 
o f this deep stuff. Once inside the north 
end o f Vancouver Island we’ll come across 
somebody. I ’ll get the first fisherman or 
work boat in sight to run us down to 
Alert Bay. There’s a provincial constable 
there that I know. H e’s a pretty wise 
head. Then we can figure out how to 
locate the West by North— and the Alba- 
core, o f  Hongkong.”

“ I ’d like to get Dewey with the goods, 
whatever they are,” she said frowningly. 
“ H e’s gone bad completely.”

“ W asn’t he always that?”  Johnny asked.
“ N o,”  she shook her head pensively. “ I 

don’t think so. Still— maybe he was. He 
seems to be capable o f pretty much any
thing now.”

“ He sure does,”  Johnny agreed. 
“ Meantime here comes the westerly.”

TV A W N  had come to full flower while 
they talked. The heralds o f the day 

had painted the sky every shade from 
palest pink to ruddy gold, and now the 
sun stubbed at the sea from behind the 
distant land with his bright spears.

Far astern a darkening o f the waters 
betokened the coming wind. It ruffled the 
tops o f the swells. It breathed on them 
gently, a cool breath out of the vast ocean, 
a breath that presently came in gusty puffs 
and steadied at last to a breeze that lifted 
whitecaps here and there. To their tiny 
craft, running off under a little trysail on 
a mast no thicker than the shaft of an 
oar, it was the equivalent o f a gale. In 
an hour that bit of canvas was all she 
could stand. She ran with a wild swoop 
before boisterous, high-crested rollers that 
threatened to fill and swamp her as they 
lifted and curled and broke with a hiss at 
her varnished stern.

But she kept afloat. She ran. She car
ried her little sail bravely. Water came
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aboard, in spray, in bucketfuls o f solid 
green. Johnny busied himself at the tiller, 
the mainsheet, which was but a cord, in 
his hand. Jessie bailed with a biscuit tin. 
They looked longingly ahead to the land 
as they rose on each sea. They saw only 
heaving green, tipped with white, when the 
tender labored in the trough.

In the end, with Cape Scott abeam, 
Johnny had to take sail off her. The wind 
had freshened. Ebb tide against a west
erly sea, the currents that swept around 
that bold headland, made pressure o f sail 
too dangerous.

He took to the oars.
Shore loomed within a mile; it might 

as well have been twenty. Surf broke on 
it with a deep, spaced grumble. In those 
breakers their little shallop would be 
thrown about like a bit o f driftwood, 
swamped, capsized, themselves drowned 
in the undertow. They had to stand on, 
run before those sharp-topped seas along 
a forbidding shore. The westerly whis
tled now.

Cape Scott fell astern. Johnny watched 
the beach for a break, a jutting point, a 
rocky islet, anything that offered a lee 
and a chance to land. But there was no 
break, no opening, until they came to the 
bay in which Jess surmised the West by 
North had dropped anchor that foggy 
night. The mouth o f it was a cable wide. 
In that mouth, from point to point the full 
width, the swells reared and broke one 
behind the other. Inside was shelter, the 
entrance a watery turmoil.

“ W e ’ve got to chance it,”  Johnny told 
the girl. It’s freshening every minute 
outside. W e could never get over Naw- 
hitti Bar into Goletas Channel if we lasted 
it out that far. It’ll be fairly smoking on 
the bar. Hang tight to the boat if she 
fills or turns over. She’ll float even if  she 
goes awash.”

Jess nodded. She was rather pale, but 
her dark eyes glowed with something that 
was certainly not fear as Johnny headed 
the tender into this line o f breakers, eas
ing her, jockeying her, with the oars.

They took a last soaring run on the 
crest o f a roller. When it broke a smother

o f foam and spray and water leaped bod
ily over them, filled the boat to the gun
nels. The next one tossed them high, 
swept them with a furious swooshing and 
drove them, clinging fast, soaked to the 
skin, half strangled, through into a dead 
swell that flattened to a ripple on the in
ner shores.

And as they looked about, sitting in 
water to their hips in the swamped tender, 
a man in sea boots and blue jersey clam
bered hastily into a skiff floating astern 
o f a chunky gray fishing boat and came 
rowing toward them with hasty strokes 
and shouts o f encouragement.

C H A P T E R  X.
ABOARD T H E  “ ALBACORE.”

O A U N D E R S  himself first noted the dis- 
^  appearance o f the tender from the foot 
o f the gangway. He barked an oath at 
Helby, who had made it fast there.

“ You careless fo o l !”  he bellowed. 
“ You tied the painter so it came loose. 
Every time you do anything you make a 
hash o f it. Damn you! get another boat 
over— quick.”

He peered into the darkness, the opac
ity rendered impenetrable by the fog. In 
that murk he could hear faintly the thrum
ming o f the small motor.

“ She’s drifting toward the mouth o f the 
bay,”  he said and cursed again, command
ing them to hurry.

“ It couldn’t come loose,”  Helby pro
tested, even as he worked to sling another 
boat out by the davits. “ Damn it! I tied 
that painter with a clove hitch. I f  it’s 
loose somebody untied it.”

Dewey, straining his eyes and ears, 
started. He knew gas engines inside out, 
Helby’s assertion took on a different color. 
That faint drumming exhaust suddenly in
formed him that it was under load, that 
its speed had accelerated— and that indi
cated a hand on the throttle.

Even in the few seconds he listened the 
sound grew more distant. A  drifting boat 
with the engine idling could not draw off 
so rapidly. He turned, halfway'down the 
gangway to the second boat, already
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launched, and darted into the deck saloon. 
Riggs, Helby, McNaughton, Boorn and 
Walter Gage were on deck, by the rail 
and davits. Sparks was at his wireless. 
The Chinese cook stood in the door o f the 
galley. The engineer was by his machine. 
Uncle Ben sat by a table in the saloon, 
his fleshy chin nestled in his palms, brood
ing darkly. With the deck and after part 
accounted for, Dewey dived down among 
the staterooms, looked in each. He came 
back to Allen.

“ W here’s Jess?” he demanded harshly.
“ She was here a minute ago. I think 

she went into the pilot house.”
“ Get busy and find her!” Dewey 

snarled.
Another minute’s search demonstrated 

that Jess was no longer aboard— and 
Dewey faced a savage outburst from M c
Naughton and Helby, to say nothing o f 
the querulous complaint o f the girl’s uncle.

“ Blast you !”  Helby roared. “ She’s 
away in the tender. The fat’s in the fire 
now. Swell chance o f catching her in the 
dark and this fog. I told you you had no 
business mixing a woman in this deal. 
You boob! You infernal idiot! Y ou ’ve 
been riding me pretty rough, lately, Saun
ders. I f  that black-eyed jane upsets our 
apple cart I ’ll get you if it’s the last thing 
I do on earth. She’s no fool, that girl, 
and she’s dead sore at you. She’ll get 
somewhere, and she’ll holler, and then 
where’ll we be? Oh, I could bust your 
thick head wide open!”

“ Forget the girl,”  McNaughton said 
flatly, “ The Albacore’s outside. Let’s get 
aboard her and get straightened away. Let 
the dame go to hell. She don’t know 
enough to hurt us.”

“ Shut up and do what I say,”  Saunders 
faced them down, “ or I ’ll spill some beans 
myself. Where can she get to? All this 
end o f Vancouver Island is a wilderness. 
There isn’t gas enough in the tender’s tank 
to drive her fifteen miles. W e ’ll pick her 
up at daybreak.”

“ And we’re to go foolin’ around lookin’ 
for a girl with the home stretch in sight, 
eh?” McNaughton growled. “ Not if I 
know it. Let's get to that ship and be on

our way south. I ’m in too deep, Saunders, 
to stand for any foolin’ around over a 
woman. I f  you do, you ’n’ me’ll go to the 
mat.”

Dewey laughed scornfully at the threat, 
at all their threats. He defied them, not 
so much in words as by his manner, his 
attitude. And this incipient mutiny died 
away in growls.

’"T H R E E  o f them got into the tender, 
Saunders, Helby, and McNaughton. 

McNaughton carried a dunnage bag and a 
roll o f charts in a fiber case. They drove 
out into that mist-thickened night where a 
steam whistle droned at regular intervals. 
And though they swept— under Dewey’s 
steering— in a few great circles, straining 
ears and eyes, even Dewey soon realized 
that it was a waste o f time to look for 
any one or anything in that shroud o f fog 
and darkness— anything save the vessel 
whose signals guided them at last to her 
sea-worn side.

A  ladder came dangling down in an
swer to their hail when Saunders laid the 
tender alongside her rusty plates. She 
rolled— this Albacore, o f Hongkong— with 
a slow, easy swing in the ground swell. 
A  sailor stood forward heaving the lead, 
calling the fathoms in a singsong voice. 
The vessel’s way was killed, but she 
drifted with the tide and the slow heave 
o f the sea.

Saunders and McNaughton swarmed up 
the ladder, McNaughton carrying his chart 
roll, his bag coming later on a rope sling. 
A  small, fat-cheeked man in. a dirty uni
form called down to them from the bridge. 
They climbed. He shook hands with 
Saunders.

“ Hellish thick weather to be inshore,” 
he said curtly. “ I don’t like this beach 
combing. Get me a pilot?”

“ Here’s your man.” Dewey waved a 
hand. “ Captain McNaughton, Captain 
Somers.”

“ W e ’re rather closer to shore than I 
like,” Captain Somers opined.

“ She’s all right as she lies,”  McNaugh
ton assured him. “ I can take her into 
that bay with my eyes shut.”
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They went into the wheelhouse, A  man 
stood idle by the steering gear, barely out
lined in the dimness above the binnacle 
lamp.

“ Did you hear a small motor launch 
pass in the last few minutes ?”  Dewey 
asked.

“ Yes. 1 thought it was you trying to 
pick me up.”

“ Never mind that dratted tender,”  Mc- 
Naughton said testily. “ She’s gone. I 
tell you you might as well try to catch 
trout with your hands. Let’s get under 
way— about our business.”

“ Not so fast,”  Saunders said coolly. 
“ I ’m still running this show, Mr. Mc- 
Naughton. Don’t forget that.”

“ Yeah, you’ll run it into the ground, or 
the bottom o f the sea, if this last break is 
a fair sample,”  McNaughton returned sul
lenly.

Dewey thrust his face up close to the 
older man’s.

“ You hold up your end,”  he said 
sharply. “ Leave the rest to me. I ’m com
petent to see it through. Y ou ’ll get your 
whack if you deliver the goods. I f  you 
get to thinking about how much better 
you could put this through— and fall 
down-------”

He paused suggestively. His tone, his 
manner, his attitude, constituted a threat. 
McNaughton didn’t answer. He matched 
glances with Saunders for a second, and 
turned away with a shrug o f his thick 
shoulders to unroll his charts on a table. 
The master o f the Albacore stood with 
hands plunged in his coat pockets, impas
sively watching this byplay. Dewey 
turned to him.

“ Have you got my freight handy?”  he 
inquired. “ I ’ll take it now in case o f a 
slip. No use having all the eggs in one 
basket when it isn’t necessary.”

“ I ’ll have it slung down to your boat 
if  you say so.”

“ Do that,”  Saunders nodded.
The man pressed a button. A  figure 

in blue dungarees flitted in. He spoke to 
them in the curious singsong language o f 
the Chinese. The idle helmsman was a 
Chinese. So were the deck hands who

had manned the ladder and the sailor 
slinging the lead. On this weather
beaten tramp only the captain, mate, first 
and second engineers were Europeans. 
This small, rotund man who commanded 
the Albacore, o f Hongkong, seemed more 
fluent o f speech with his Chinese crew 
than he did with his visitors.

From a stateroom off the wheelhouse 
two men presently lugged a square chest 
wrapped in matting to a set o f falls on 
the boat deck. They slung it deftly and 
lowered away, Saunders issuing warnings 
to Helby to be careful, and directions for 
its stowage amidships.

“ McNaughton will take you through,”  
he said to the captain. “ He may steer 
you into some ugly looking places, but that 
can’t be avoided. You can depend on. him 
absolutely as a pilot. You can’t enter the 
bay. W e ’ll meet you outside, though, the 
minute you signal. It is all arranged. 
Your papers are in order, o f course?”

The captain nodded. Saunders said 
good-by. He went over the rail. As his 
foot rested on the top rung a faint com
motion broke out below, somewhere in the 
dark bulk o f the ship under hatches, a 
strange mixture o f squeal and whine, 
nasal, prolonged, in various keys and tones.

Somers jabbered something to the near
est deck hand. The man struck sharply 
with a bit of wood on the deck, twice, 
staccato taps. The noise ceased abruptly. 
Saunders smiled to himself as he paused 
on the ladder.

“ Don’t try to get her up to anchorage 
until we whistle clear,”  he called to M c
Naughton on the bridge above.

“ All right,”  McNaughton growled. 
“ See that you’re ready when we get there. 
W e may need to make a darned fast 
transfer.”

“ W e’ll be ready for you,”  Dewey an
swered. “ You can gamble on that.”

When Saunders ran up the gangway 
Uncle Benjamin came to meet him.

“ You see anything o f Jessie?”
“ N o !”  Dewey snapped. “ Get out o f the 

way. Here— you two get on those falls,”  
he motioned Riggs and Boorn, “ and be 
careful. Get a good solid lashing on that
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box,” he repeated earlier instructions to 
Helby in the tender.

He shook off the importuning old man 
until the chest was safe on deck and the 
tender hoisted to her chocks. Then he 
gave ear impatiently. Uncle Ben was 
pale and shaky.

“ My God, D ew ey!” he groaned. “ I 
can’t bear to think o f that little girl float
ing around in that fog. Anything might 
happen to her. What are you going to 
d o?”

“ Get under way,”  Dewey muttered. He 
stood running his fingers through a fog- 
dampened tangle o*f fair hair. “ I ’ve got 
to. It’s hell, hut it can’t he helped. The 
darned little spitfire! Things are tight
ening too fast, Allen. The next forty- 
eight hours may mean another busted ex
pedition or a hundred thousand clear profit 
to be divided.

“ I zvas a damn fool to keep Jess aboard. 
I shouldn’t have tried to mix love and 
business. It never works. But I ’m not 
going to be a bigger damn fool and lie 
around here to hunt her in daylight. No. 
She’ll have to sink or swim on Ifer own.”

The old man looked ghastly in the glow 
o f the saloon lights. His face was wor
ried, nervous. His importance, his pom
posity, had fallen away like a worn-out 
garment. He looked what he was, a 
rather cowed elderly person who had got 
in deeper than he liked and was very much 
afraid. And Dewey, a frown on his 
handsome face, a hard, reckless look in 
his eyes, stared at him a moment with 
utter contempt.

“ Too late to get cold feet now,”  he 
grunted. “ I ’d give half what I expect to 
make on this deal to have Jess safe aboard 
— but I can’t waste time looking for her.”

“ I wish to God I ’d never seen you, 
Dewey Saunders!”

“ I ’d be considerably ahead if you 
hadn’t,”  Dewey flung back at him. “ You 
— you old four-flusher!”

He strode out, called orders to the en
gineer. Helby and young Gage stood by 
the winch gear. The anchor chain came 
rumbling in through the hawse pipe. 
Dewey tramped on the engine-room gong.

The screw turned. The yacht gathered 
speed, cleared the bay, whistling signals 
as she bore out; and when she stood clear, 
Dewey laid a course to the entrance of 
Queen Charlotte Sound, doubling back 
into the sea lanes down which she had 
steamed the last, leisurely three weeks.

C O M E  few days later the tramp steamer 
Albacore, o f  Hongkong, duly entered 

quarantine at William Head, on the south 
end o f Vancouver Island. She steamed 
in through Haro Strait instead o f from 
the seaward end o f Juan de Fuca. Her 
master explained that heavy weather at 
sea had forced him into northerly latitudes 
and he had consequently come up the In
side Passage.

When the Albacore had got a clean bill 
o f health she proceeded to the port of 
Vancouver to discharge what was a very 
small cargo even for so small a ship—  
eight hundred tons o f rice.

It was hardly worth coming across the 
Pacific with, but perhaps a fair cargo 
could be picked up for the Orient; 
freights were no longer what they used to 
be, her master observed to the shipping 
agent who handled the shore end of the 
Albacore’s affairs.

C H A P T E R  X I.
PART OF AN  E XPLA N A TIO N .

HTHE gray fish boat nosed out of the 
nameless harbor in the dawn o f the 

day following that afternoon in which the 
westerly blew Johnny Akhorn and Jessie 
Allen into its welcome shelter. She was 
a stanch forty-footer. Forward, a narrow 
pilot house lifted over engine and steering 
wheel; amidships a hold with tight, flush 
hatches; aft a low, short cabin held food 
lockers, a small galley stove, and two 
narrow bunks.

In one o f these bunks Jess slept the 
deep slumber o f weariness when the 
launch got under way. She slept through 
the clank o f the incoming anchor chain, 
the first wheezing turn o f the big, slow- 
speed engine. She sat up suddenly, with 
a start, only when the small vessel lifted
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to the first swell rolling up from the 
Pribiloffs; lifted high on a crest and 
swooped into a vast hollow.

Jessie darted a look out the companion- 
way. She could see the fisherman’s back 
through a small window in the wheel- 
house. Johnny Akhorn sat on the hatch 
cover, gripping a stay with one hand, nurs
ing his chin with the other, staring across 
the gray-green undulations o f the Pacific; 
and she smiled, a queer, wistful sort o f 
smile. Then she slipped on her clothes 
and came out on deck to sit beside Johnny.

“ Well, we’re on our way,”  she re
marked.

"Yes, we’ll get to Alert Bay some time 
this afternoon, with any luck,”  he said.

“ Then what?”
“ From there I can use the telegraph to 

set the provincial constabulary in motion. 
I can make some arrangement to get my 
crew off End o f Land. A fter that I can 
make a start at locating the West by North 
and this Albacore, o f Hongkong,”  he said. 
“ Also the coasting steamers call at Alert 
Bay. You can go home from there.”

She digested this soberly, crinkling her 
dark eyebrows, glancing at him now and 
then in a manner that did not altogether 
indicate pleasure.

“ I don’t want to go home,”  she said at 
last. “ It hasn’t so much attraction. I 
have only the clothes on my back. All 
my things are aboard the West by North. 
I haven’t a cent. And besides, I want to 
be in at the death. Uncle Ben and Dewey 
Saunders have something coming for what 
they’ve tried to do to me, as well as what 
they’ve done to you.

“ I don’t suppose Uncle Ben has all his 
eggs in this one basket, but even if he has, 
if I could get to him before the authorities 
land him in jail I might pry something out 
o f him. He has charge o f over thirty 
thousand dollars that belong to me. I ’m 
not legally entitled to it— only the income 
— for another two years. He doesn’t pro
pose ever to let me have it. I f  I could get 
hold o f some sort o f club to swing on him
------  No, I ’m certainly not going home—
yet.”  :.

“ I don’t see what you can do,”  Johnny

observed. “ You can’t run around man 
hunting, with me.”

“ W hy not?”  she asked calmly.
“ I don’t want you to,”  Johnny said 

wearily. “ You— you------ ”
He threw out both hands. He couldn’t 

put it into words. His memory was too 
keen for old hurts.

“ I suppose you never will forgive me,” 
the girl said evenly. “ Nor ever trust me 
again. Y ou ’re quite convinced that I ’m 
nothing more than a flirtatious little feath- 
erhead. A fter all, I didn’t do much to 
you, Johnny. I only went about my busi
ness— when I had to.”  *

“ I f  you had business to go about on 
such short notice, without a word or even 
a letter o f explanation afterward, why did 
you spend those months playing with me, 
making me love you, helping me build all 
sorts o f air castles? W as it just for the 
fun o f kicking them down?”  he inquired 
with a touch of bitterness. “ You didn’t 
have to do that. You could have passed 
me up. You could have played around 
with mother and Kitty, and let me go 
right alodg hand logging, fishing, hunting 
— all the simple little things that satisfied 
a half-wild twenty-year-old kid like me. 
But I was the only man handy so you had 
to have my scalp. W ell, you got it. But 
you can’t get it again. Once is plenty.”

“ What became o f your mother and 
Kitty?”  Jess murmured. “ I ’ve wanted to 
ask.”

“ Mother died o f pneumonia the next 
year. Kitty got married,”  Johnny told her 
shortly. “ That’s why the place went to 
rack. I couldn’t stay there alone. Too 
much like a graveyard. There was noth
ing left.”

“ I didn’t much like going,”  Jess said 
absently. “ Yet it seemed— under the cir
cumstances— the best thing to do. And 
after I ’d got home to what is called civili
zation I often wished I were back in Hid
den Bay again. I wasn’t fooling you those 
days, Johnny. I meant it. Only—
only-------”

“ Tell that to the marines,”  Johnny 
snorted. “ You blew in smiling. You 
went away smiling. You came -back smil
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ing— after six years. W hy, you didn’t 
even know me for a month. Your friend 
Saunders, who seems to be a pretty thor
oughgoing blackguard, came there to get 
you. He wasn’t long turning up when 
you came on this cruise.

“ No, the more I think o f you, old girl, 
the less I think o f you. I don’t believe 
you care a whoop about anything or any
body except what you happen to want your 
own sweet self. And half the time I don’t 
think you quite know what you want—  
unless it’s just an easy life and a variety 
o f men breaking their necks to be nice to 
you.”

“ You certainly don’t do that little 
thing,”  she drawled.

“ I did once,”  Johnny said grimly. 
“ And, looking back, I can see where I 
must have furnished you with a good deal 
of amusement. But never again.”

“  ‘Methinks thou dost protest too 
much,’ ”  she said quietly— and Johnny 
flushed.

“ Y ou ’re really sore at me, Johnny,”  she 
continued, “ because during that summer 
you cooked up a very pretty little romance 
o f which you made me the foundation. 
Those air castles were your own building.

“ Think back, Johnny. Y ou ’re really 
just as self-centered a person as you ac
cuse me o f being. Y ou ’re very tenacious 
o f an idea, o f a feeling, whether it’s right 
or wrong. It didn’t seem to occur to you 
then, and it doesn’t now, that a woman 
might like a man quite a lot and still have 
something to do, some object in life be
sides being somebody’s darling. Eh, 
John? Did it ever strike you that I might 
have dropped out so completely not be
cause I didn’t care a whoop, but because 
I cared maybe too much— and had even 
then enough worldly experience to make 
me realize that a pair o f headstrong kids 
like us could as easily go on the rocks as 
weather the storms o f matrimony?

“ You weren’t a man then, Johnny; you 
were just a shy, handsome, romantic boy 
who had never been out o f the woods—  
figuratively speaking. I had chucked 
quite a few illusions even then. But I ’m 
not quite what you think I am— or what

you say you think I am. I can’t help it 
if men find me attractive. That's no 
crime, is it ? I don’t quite know why. A11 
I know is that they do get fussed up over 
me without any effort on my part. You 
shouldn’t blame me for that. What is 
there about me that makes men like m e?”

“ You fool ’em,”  Johnny said slowly. 
He was smarting a little under the impli
cation o f  her words. “ You say things 
with your eyes that you don’t mean. You 
kid ’em along and stall ’em off until they 
don’t know whether they’re going or com
ing.”

“ In other words I ’m just plain vamp. 
Oh, Johnny, Johnny!”  she remonstrated 
demurely. “ No, there’s more to me than 
that,”  she went on after a little pause. 
“ And I have a better opinion o f you than 
you have o f me.

“ I don’t think you’d ever cheat. I think 
you’d be loyal to the bitter end o f any
thing. You wouldn’t betray a confidence, 
nor take an advantage that would put the 
other fellow in a hole— not if you knew 
it.”

“ Thanks,”  Johnny returned laconically.
“ I ’m going to tell you something, and 

I want you to forget it after I ’ve told 
you,”  she went on quite casually. “ I ’m 
not such an irresponsible as I appear. As 
a matter o f fact, Captain Johnny, I ’m a 
United States secret-service agent. I had 
been for two years before I came to H id
den Bay that time. Otherwise I shouldn’t 
be here now— I don’t think. I don’t know, 
though; I might. But that is why I am 
so deeply concerned at present.”

Johnny stared at her in open amaze
ment.

“ Don’t you believe m e?” she asked 
sharply.

“ I ’ve thought a lot o f hard things about 
you one time and another,”  he answered 
slowly. “ But I never thought o f  you as 
a deliberate liar. I ’d take your word for 
practically anything, Jess.”

“ Then you can see why I want to be 
in on this thing, actively, not just pas
sively,”  she continued. “ I have no au
thority in Canada, yet these are American 
crooks. They have committed a down*
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right crime in Canadian waters, under 
Canadian law. I have an idea that their 
real operations will come within the scope 
o f the United States revenue or immigra
tion laws, and I don’t want them to have 
a loophole either side o f the line.

“ When we get to Alert Bay I can get 
busy as well as you. I can set a lot o f 
United States border machinery in motion. 
W e might get back your ship and put a 
full stop to their game— whatever it is—  
in very short order. I want to be in on 
this; I must be. I ’m on a vacation, but 
in the service that doesn’t count. W e 
don’t work by the clock.

“ I told you I didn’t like crooks. I ’ve 
seen too much o f their handiwork. Even 
if I didn’t have that feeling, I draw a 
pretty good salary for seeing that crooks 
don’t put over any little profitable deals at 
the expense o f the United States treasury. 
I f  I had no personal interest in this bunch, 
it’s still my job to find out if they’re trying 
to put anything over on Uncle Sam. You 
see why I want to be in on this hunt?”

Johnny nodded. That did give her par
ticipation a different air.

The fishing boat gave a sudden heavy 
lurch. She had cleared the bay and a 
long point that jutted northward, a point 
that deflected the tide and lifted rips that 
could not be avoided. She tossed and 
tumbled for a minute or two, until she 
cleared this troubled area. Then the 
helmsman began to swing ship, picking a 
smooth space to make his turn. She poised 
broadside on the top of a great swell, 
slid at an angle down the green incline 
into a hollow. When she rose again she 
was facing east, headed for Goletas Chan
nel, beyond which protected waterways 
wound east by south to the Gulf o f 
Georgia.

“ Did this man mind taking us to Alert 
Bay?”  Jessie asked.

“ No. He doesn’t care where he goes 
so long as he gets paid for it.”

“ I suppose not,”  Jess commented. 
Then, with a friendly smile at Johnny, 
standing over her, his feet spread apart, 
swaying a little to the roll o f the small 
vessel, she said:

“ Let’s quit being sentimental and snarl
ing at each other and get down to practi
cal matters. I f  you’ll light a fire in that 
galley stove I ’ll cook breakfast.”

C H A P TE R  X II.
P R E P A R A T IO N S .

D R E A K F A S T  was cooked and eaten 
under slight difficulty as to equilib

rium. Things wouldn’t stay still. There 
was very little wind but a mighty heave 
to the sea from the push given by the 
westerly o f the day before. And when in 
due course the gray fish boat drew up to 
Goletas Channel she spent a wild twenty 
minutes crossing Nawhitti Bar. The tide 
ebbed strongly out o f Goletas. It met 
those incoming ocean swells and made 
them rear and break in white-topped pyra
mids.

“ This fellow’s game, I ’ll say that for 
him,”  Johnny observed when three suc
cessive seas sent barrels o f the Pacific 
sweeping across the midship hatches and 
drove them into the after cabin behind 
closed doors to keep from being drenched 
if not actually washed overboard. Once 
in a smooth spot the fisherman grinned 
reassuringly at them through his little 
window.

“ Is it really dangerous?”  Jess asked.
“ Any bad tide rip is more or less dan

gerous for small vessels,”  Johnny an
swered. “ This packet is a good sea boat 
or he wouldn’t have tackled Nawhitti Bar 
when it’s like this. She’ll go through, 
only it’s going to be darned uncomfort
able.”

Those tide-troubled waters were soon 
behind. Once over the bar the narrow 
length o f Goletas opened like a placid 
river. The fish boat logged off her seven 
knots hour after hour, finally clearing the 
island group that formed Goletas Chan
nel. The inner end o f Queen Charlotte 
gave her a gentle, sleep-inducing roll 
from a quartering sea and a day breeze 
that helped her speed half a knot. And 
late in the afternoon she nosed in beside 
the wharf at Alert Bay.

“ Well, you want to use this packet o f
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mine any m ore?”  the fisherman inquired 
when his lines were made fast to the dock 
cleats.

“ I think maybe we will,”  Johnny said. 
“ You stick around for a while, anyway. 
I ’ll know before night.”

“ All right,”  the man agreed. He cast 
an eye over his boat and strolled away 
toward a building labeled “ General Store.”

“ What is going to be your first move, 
Johnny?” the girl asked.

“ Get hold o f Harper,”  Johnny replied. 
“ Then get busy on the wire.”

“ You know, it strikes me that we stand 
a better chance if a general alarm is not 
sounded too soon,”  Jess said thoughtfully. 
“ W e can only guess what they are up to, 
and one guess is as good as another. It 
isn’t whisky running, because these elabo
rate plans they’ve made wouldn’t be neces
sary. The whisky-running crowd has a 
very simple and direct method o f han
dling their contraband from Canada to 
the coast States.

“ But whatever their game is, I am 
pretty sure it consists o f getting some
thing into the United States by sea. That’s 
why they stole the West by North. Using 
Hidden Bay as a point o f departure some
where on Puget Sound seems the logical 
destination. Now I can fix it so that every 
port in the Puget Sound district will be 
watched for them. I f  zve ran straight to 
Hidden Bay with two or three men we 
might bump right into them. I f  they’re 
making trips from there to Puget Sound 
we could nab them on their first trip back 
— for whatever they come back for— and 
it seems reasonable that they wouldn’t take 
the trouble to buy that place o f yours if 
they didn’t intend to use it for some lit
tle time.

“ Now a general order to the provincial 
police, a report to your owner o f what 
happened, means a leak, publicity. The 
papers will get hold o f  it and spread-eagle 
it as a sensation. Once they knew the 
trail was hot they’d scuttle the yacht and 
vanish. W e’ve got to get them while they 
think they’re safe. W ith you on Sentinel 
Island, your crew marooned on End of 
Land, and me supposed to be drifting

around the north end o f Vancouver 
Island, they’re going to feel reasonably 
safe for at least a few days. No one 
would dream that anything was wrong 
aboard the West by North even if she 
cruised boldly down the coast in broad 
daylight— not as matters stand. You talk 
that aspect o f it over carefully with your 
constable.”

Johnny reflected on this. He didn’t 
relish reporting the facts to his owner. 
He wasn’t at fault. A  yacht captain 
doesn’t reckon on piracy as a thing he 
must guard against on the Pacific coast. 
Nevertheless, the prospect o f finding the 
West by North and retaking her, even if 
he had to fight for her, appealed to 
Johnny far more than sending out distress 
signals and waiting for the law to recover 
his ship.

He had Gentry’s automatic in his 
pocket. He would take a chance with 
Dewey Saunders’ crowd anywhere, any 
time, wherever he found them in posses
sion o f his ship. That was how he felt. 
So that Jessie’s suggestion found favor.

“ I ’ll talk it over with Harper if he’s 
here, anyway,”  said he. “ And I ’m going 
to find out, if possible, about this Alba- 
core.”

“ All right, let’s go ashore. I want to 
get a wire to Seattle,”  Jess replied." “ I 
do think that we ought to get to Hidden 
Bay as soon as we can. One or two con
stables would be plenty. More would 
be apt to ball things up.

“ They’re either there— or will come 
back there— or they’ve stowed some sort 
o f plunder there and gone to sea. And 
I ’m sure their game, whatever it is, is 
coastwise and not offshore. My good
ness!”  she ended ruefully; “ I wish I had 
some clothes. And a bath. This is run
ning light and roughing it with a venge
ance, isn’t it, Johnny?”

D Y  six o ’clock that evening Jessie, 
Johnny Akhorn, and Constable Har

per o f the provincial police sat in con
sultation on the dock edge. They had be
fore them sundry telegrams. One from 
Vancouver, a reply to the constable’s in
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quiry, was illuminating as far as it went. 
It read:

Steamer Albacore clearing quarantine W illiam 
Head. Cargo rice. Manifest and clearance 
proper order. Yacht W est by N orth  reported 
making night run Euclataws southbound, date 
uncertain but within two days. W hat’s up? 
W ire full particulars. S m it h .

“ That’s the assistant inspector,” Har
per grinned. “ H e’s a live wire. Smells 
something. Anyway, there’s track o f your 
yacht. She’ll be headed where you 
thought, eh? What did you get, miss?”

Johnny had nothing because he had seen 
no reason to duplicate Harper’s inquiry—  
and did not propose to inform his yacht 
owner o f the difficulty he was in until he 
got a little more light— or possession o f 
his ship. But Jess had a long wire.

“ It’s in code,”  she said, “ and merely 
states that a sharp lookout will be kept 
for any o f the men, ashore or afloat. 
They would rather like to catch them in 
the act o f entering the United States with 
any sort o f contraband. They state that 
the West by North will be returned 
to Canadian owners without any red tape 
even if apprehended in American waters.”

“ W e must get on to Hidden Bay,”  
Johnny decided. “ How about it, Harper? 
Can you act with us ?”

Harper was a man hunter, both by in
clination and training. He liked the 
game; had been successful at it. He was 
a terror to thieving beach combers along 
the coast. No criminal had ever evaded 
Harper except by leaving the country. 
When he went after a man— or men— he 
meant business. He was tireless, crafty, 
courageous. His eyes sparkled now. This 
was something big.

“ It’s out of my district, but that’s a 
mere detail,”  said he. “ The original o f 
fense was committed off Cape Scott. 
Well, you come along to the J. P. and 
swear to a complaint against these birds, 
specifying the offense. Then we’ll get 
under way.

“ Keep this fisherman on. I know him. 
H e’s useful. I ’ll swear him in. I  have 
my own launch and engineer, who is also 
a constable. W e run all night, see, and

pick up another constable at Van Anda, 
and make Hidden Bay some time to-mor
row. That makes five o f us. W e ’re 
enough to take ’em, wherever we find ’em, 
even if they put up a fight.”

“ W e ’re plenty— if they’re there,”
Johnny agreed.

“ How about you, miss?”  Harper
turned to Jess. “ This is a man’s job. 
Maybe you’d better leave it to us.”

“ I ’m accustomed to men’s jobs,”  Jessie 
replied coolly. “ I might be useful— in a 
pinch.”

“ Let’s go then,”  Johnny urged.
“ Right-o,”  said Harper. “ Come on 

with me and get out that complaint.”
From the quarters o f the local justice 

o f  the peace Johnny returned to the fish 
boat. He had arranged for a mail boat 
serving Goletas Channel to run out to End 
o f Land and take off his three men. He 
had written them instructions to proceed 
to Paden River— and keep their mouths 
shut until they heard from him.

His fisherman was organized to go any
where, any time. Harper was taking fuel 
oil aboard a lean, lead-colored government 
cruiser, flying the blue ensign astern. 
They were practically ready to go. And 
Johnny found Jess sitting in the low after 
cabin pondering over her telegrams.

“ I didn’t tell you quite all o f it,”  she 
said. “ My wire to them told them some
thing they were very anxious to know. 
It seems that the Federal authorities were 
already quite keen to get hold o f Mc- 
Naughton and Dewey. They are suspected 
o f having stolen that schooner out o f San 
Pedro harbor after she’d been taken into 
custody by a United States marshal over 
a month before she turned up in the north. 
She’d been libeled for some reason, and 
Dewey couldn’t raise bonded security.

“ O f course they did steal her from the 
marshal. She was Dewey’s old yacht, the 
Lilac Time, instead o f B oom ’s property, 
as they told me. I thought she looked too 
familiar. I remember her as a black
hulled, topmast schooner. Evidently they 
needed her and stole her, changed her rig 
a little, her name to the Pafnir, o f  New
port, R. I., painted her white and sailed
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her up here. So the United States has a 
prior claim, an extraditable claim, against 
the whole bunch, if they should escape us 
or the British Columbia police.”

“ They’re certainly a grand bunch of 
pirates," Johnny grunted. “ Here’s hop
ing they're in Hidden Bay when we get 
there.”

“ If they aren't, they will be,”  Jess said 
hopefully. “ There’ll be a clew there—  
something they’ll come back for. I have 
that feeling. And I . believe in hunches. 
Johnny, whether you do or not. I ’ve seen 
them work out for me too often.”

C H A P T E R  X III.
T H E  C AVE OF T H E  BATS.

L I  IUDEN B A Y  was a long run for a 
1 1 seven-knot boat. They left Alert 
Bay 1 >etween six and seven in the evening. 
At five in the morning they hauled into 
Van Anda, a sleepy village on a long 
island that split the gulf a-twain, to pick 
up an apple-cheeked Irish constable.

When the midday pennant began to 
waver from the galley stovepipe the two 
boats, the lean government cruiser and the 
tubby fishing craft Johnny had chartered, 
hauled around the end o f that great island 
which chokes the mouth of Jerome Inlet 
and slowed down, Johnny had the steer
ing wheel. He nosed the fish boat in 
among a maze of spray-washed rocks, bar
ren little islets, down narrow passages 
where streaming kelp warned of unseen 
shoals. Through a tortuous channel he 
worked his craft, the police boat’s nose 
hugging his stern, until he came at last 
to anchor in a snug bight.

A  high mountain loomed over them. 
The shore was a ring of cliffs, with a notch 
like a window in the middle— out of which 
poured a waterfall that filled the cove 
with its murmur and the trees with a mist 
o f spray. The police launch drew along
side.

“ I ’ve been around this island plenty,” 
Harper remarked, “ but I never got in here 
before. Takes some navigating, I ’ll say. 
What you call this place ? Where are we 
at, anyway?”

“ W e used to call it Peek-a-boo Cove,” 
Johnny told him. “ It has no chart name. 
W e’re about eight miles by water from 
Hidden Bay, but not more than two miles 
overland. There’s a way up past the wa
terfall, and a blazed line that runs toward 
the head of the bay. I figured we’d bet
ter take our first look in from the blind 
side. Couple o f us ought to take a run 
over as soon as we eat.”

“ Right-o,” Harper assented.
“ I ’m coining, too," Jess declared as they 

ate lunch.
Johnny merely nodded. He would 

rather not have had her go, but he was 
sensible enough to keep that to himself. 
There was a quality o f persistence, o f de
termination, about this small person that 
was beginning to astonish him. And it 
was a quality he appreciated, perhaps Ire- 
cause o f its rarity. Men and women in 
Johnny Akhorn’s experience were inclined 
to be the reverse o f steadfast, even in lit
tle things.

All the way down the gulf they had 
talked at intervals. Most o f it had been 
impersonal, detached; a curious contrast 
to the highly personal, rather emotionally 
charged atmosphere that always hitherto 
seemed to generate itself whenever they 
came together.

Somehow Johnny had got rid o f that 
strange pain, that maddening sense of 
frustration, that had irked him at inter
vals ever since Jessie Allen had come into 
his life. It had seemed to him lately that 
she had come back merely to revive those 
old, passionate longings and to mock at 
them. He knew now that she hadn’t. 
He had been thinking o f himself as a 
more or less important figure in her per
sonal concerns. And she had been think
ing mostly o f other things, o f her job, o f 
her pompous uncle who was a stuffed 
shirt, a false alarm, ostensibly a broker 
and a capitalist but in reality a dabbler in 
shady affairs that offered big profits.

Johnny smarted a little, as a man must 
when he discovers that he is not the sun 
in a woman’s universe, but only a small, 
outlying satellite. Still, now, he could 
accept without rancor the fact that as a
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man and a lover he meant a little less than 
nothing to Jess. He abandoned his an
cient grudge. I f  he meant very little to 
Jessie Allen in the domain o f her emo
tions, other men, he began to perceive, 
meant even less. She was too damnably 
self-sufficient. Only it wasn’t a malicious 
or willful self-sufficiency. She was sim
ply quite sure o f herself. Her own feet 
were stout enough to stand on. She didn’t 
feel the need o f a prop, especially a mascu
line prop.

She appealed to him as a good deal o f an 
enigma; a petite and desirable enigma who 
might conceivably ask him to kiss her on 
a moonlight night because she liked him; 
and who could still quite calmly walk out 
o f his life to follow her own road. And 
Johnny couldn’t understand a woman do
ing things like that. It made him regard 
her sometimes, as he did now, with a sort 
o f wistful wonder. She was very close 
to him, at his elbow, and yet she was very 
far away in the sense that Johnny desired 
her to be near.

But none o f this made him any the less 
keen for a sight o f the West by North 
and a chance to square accounts with 
Saunders and company. He was on his 
own ground now. He assumed leader
ship as by right, although he put it in the 
form o f a suggestion.

“ It strikes me,”  he said, “ that some one 
should get around to Whispering Pass. 
Suppose this gang is in Hidden Bay with 
the yacht? The tide is high, will be for 
some time. She can run that entrance 
any time for the next two or three hours.

“ I f  we should happen to be spotted 
prowling around they’ll likely run. They 
aren’t fools enough to make a flight o f  it 
unless they’re cornered. One man with a 
rifle could stop ’em in that narrow en
trance.”

“ That’s reasonable,”  Harper agreed. 
“ But a police launch making anchor any
where near the entrance to Hidden Bay 
would sure look suspicious to them.”

“ Send O ’Connel,”  Johnny suggested, 
“ around with my fisherman. Leave your 
engineer to watch the launch here. Fish 
boats are common as gulls in these wa

ters. You and I and Miss Allen can go 
across through the woods and take a look- 
see.”

I T  was done accordingly. The fisher
man and O ’Connel chugged away. Each 

was well armed; both were Irish enough 
to welcome a scrap.

The other three got ashore. Johnny led 
the way. It was all familiar ground to 
him. He skirted the waterfall, bore up a 
hillside masked by jlense thickets, out of 
which great cedars and rough-barked firs 
lifted their brown columnar trunks, 
spreading plumy tops a hundred and fifty 
feet above for the winds to sigh among.

A fter weeks afloat with hard decks un
derfoot, the uneasy shift o f the sea, the 
scream o f the gulls and the buffet o f the 
westerly winds, it was pleasant to walk on 
earth, in soft, carpeting mosses, amid that 
cool shade and restful silence. In the 
depths o f this virgin forest midsummer 
heat could not wither the tender green of 
delicate ferns nor dim the glossy bright
ness o f the low salal.

All Johnny’s early love o f the hills and 
woods came back to him with a surge. He 
gained the summit o f a divide and stood 
drinking in the smells, staring thought
fully across a far-spread westward basin 
where the woods lay like a giant’s carpet 
o f green plush. About him there rose the 
sweetish odor o f decaying vegetation min
gled with a faint resinous smell exuded by 
the firs. Far beyond, the mainland 
ranges rose stark and grim, rocky knobs 
and spires, cliffs and granite pyramids 
and deep gorges, with here and there a 
bank o f snow or a drifting bit o f fleecy 
cloud. Johnny stared at it. Somehow it 
pleased him, soothed a vague unrest 
within him.

Forest and mountain and woodland 
smells were no great matters to Constable 
Harper. He glanced about, wiped the 
sweat off his face and lighted a cigarette. 
Jessie looked a long time at the distant 
hills, the glint o f the sea showing through 
the timber. She broke off a bit o f cedar, 
crumpled the green stuff in her hand and 
sniffed the fragrance. She moved a little
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nearer Johnny to look up at him and mur
mur, unheard by their companion:

“ I f  we weren’t hunting big game I ’d 
like to sit on this ridge all evening and 
just look my fill. W ould you? Does this 
sort o f thing”— she made a quick, inclusive 
gesture— “ get you where you live, 
Johnny?”

He nodded. There was a momentary 
pang in the admission. He remembered 
that she used to say things like that. She 
fitted her moods to her surroundings, al
ways with that spontaneous response to 
beauty. That was one o f the reasons he 
had liked her so well, why he had missed 
her so much, why the sore spot had lin
gered.

From that point they dropped into a 
valley that ran to a lake out o f which 
flowed the small stream whose outlet to 
the sea was almost by the threshold o f 
Johnny’s old home. In half an hour more 
they were within gunshot o f the place, 
and Johnny led them through a jungle o f 
fern, huckleberry brush and young cedar 
to a knob well masked by trees, from 
whence they could look down on what they 
wished to see— the full reach o f Hidden 
Bay, the old orchard, the weathered 
house and tumble-down outbuildings o f 
split cedar.

The bay was empty o f what Johnny 
Akhorn most desired to behold— his ship. 
But there were other items o f interest. 
The West by North had been there. How 
otherwise would young Gage be on the 
beach, working with another man at a 
small, rude float o f logs, obviously in
tended for a boat landing?

Smoke wavered blue from a new stove 
pipe on the kitchen roof. On a project
ing ledge that fell sharp to deep water an 
elderly Chinese, round cheeked, well 
dressed, his Celestial eyes shielded behind 
very Caucasian horn-rimmed glasses, sat 
fishing for rock cod. All this they gazed 
upon silently, themselves unseen, every 
detail o f house, shore, men, brought near, 
magnified by the powerful lenses in Har
per’s glass.

“ There you are,”  Johnny said at last. 
“ Gage is almost a guarantee that the oth

ers will be back. They’ve got something 
on here.”

“ I wonder what ?”  Harper reflected. 
“ Tain’t whisky. Too complicated. Whisky 
running’s simple.”

“ That fat old Chinaman on the rock 
could tell us,”  Jessie put in.

Harper was bending another look on 
him.

“ I thought he looked familiar,”  he said 
presently. " I  know him now. That’s old 
Quong Lung, a Carral Street chop-suey- 
joint keeper. I ’d say Quong ain’t here 
for his health. Them birds don’t take 
vacations.”

“ Still, there’s no real reason why he 
shouldn’t be here,”  Johnny hazarded.

“ None in the world,”  Harper agreed. 
“ He belongs in British Columbia. It’s a 
free country. Just the same, old Quong 
didn’t come this far from town just to fish 
for rock cod. I ’m kinda anxious to scout 
around this place a little more. Sort of 
get the lay o f the land.

“ Say, if you had a hunch o f contraband 
stuff and wanted to keep it darned well 
under cover so you could slip in and out 
o f here and take a load to distribute, 
where would you cache it, Akhorn ? Sup
pose it was bulky? You ought to know 
every boulder and gully for miles around 
this bay.”

Johnny looked off to the right. A  queer 
sort o f expression flitted over his face. He 
turned to Jess.

“ When you were all ashore together 
the day the Fafnir laid over in Hidden 
Bay, did you by any chance tell them or 
show them the Cave o f the Bats?”

Something in his look, his tone, per
haps his mere question made a faint flush 
rise in the girl’s cheeks. But she didn’t 
evade Johnny’s gaze.

“ Yes. I showed Dewey where the creek 
flowed out.”

“ W h y?”  Johnny didn’t mean to ask 
that blunt question. It snapped out o f 
him involuntarily.

“ I don’t know. It just happened.”
Johnny swallowed hard. He had never 

even told his mother and sister about the 
Cave o f the Bats. They were nervous
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w om en  and u nderground caverns near 
their hom e w ou ld  have m ade them  un
easy. H e  had on ly  d iscovered  it h im self a 
year o r  tw o  b e fo re  Jess cam e. A n d  he 
had told  Jess. M ore , he had taken her 
into that w eird  cavern. T h e  first tim e he 
had kissed her was in  the rather aw esom e 
g loom  o f  the Cave o f  the Bats, sitting on  
a dam p ledge w ith  stalactites g leam ing in 
the light o f  his flash lam p and the flutter 
o f  innum erable w ings w in now in g  the dark 
places beyond. A n d  she had show n  D ew ey  
Saunders the place.

Johnny g rew  hot— and then cold . A fte r  
all, it d idn ’t m atter.

“ I f  they needed a p erfect cache fo r  any
th ing,”  he said a little absently, “ the Cave 
o f  the Bats w as m ade to  o rd er .”

“ W h a t ’s the C ave o f  the B a ts ? ”  H arper 
pricked  up his ears, “ W h e re  is i t ? ”

“ I ’ll sh ow  y o u ,”  Johnny volunteered. 
“ W e  better g o  care fu l, too . I f  they ’ve  got 
anything in there, th ey ’ll be on  the look 
out m ost likely .”

H e  bore  o f f  to  the right, m ov in g  stealth
ily  as a hunting anim al through  brush, 
ferns, o v er  dow n  logs, sk irting the h a lf- 
rotted stum ps am id the tangle o f  w o o d 
land that had su ffered  prim itive logg in g  
operations tw enty years earlier. Jess cam e 
at his heels. H arper  brought up the rear, 
w atch fu l, m ov in g  w arily.

A fte r  h a lf an h our o f  care fu l, noiseless 
advance J oh n n y  stopped on  the edge o f  a 
thicket o f  you n g  **firs. A  rock y  bank 
pitched sharply d ow n  to  a creek. B e low  
them the flow  ended, vanished under
grou nd  in  a ju m ble o f  broken , splintered 
rock . T h e  ridge they stood  on  crossed  
the creek bed like a great dam.

J O H N N Y  w aved fo r  silence, turned to 
w ard the bay again, traversed a dis

tance o f  three hundred yards. O n  the 
south slope o f  this small height o f  land the 
creek  reappeared. It pou red  out o f  an 
open ing  like a small tunnel over a bed o f  
gravel.

“ Y o u  get in the stream ,”  Johnny w his
pered to  H arper. “ T akes y o u  about to 
the knees. F o r  about a hundred feet o r  
SO you  have to w alk  stooped ov er  quite a

bit. T h en  y o u  com e out in to the cave. 
I t ’s b ig  inside, b ig  as a  church . Y o u  stay 
here. I ’m  g o in g  d ow n  to  see i f  there are 
any tracks b e low .”

H arper nodded  assent. Joh n ny  dropped  
in to the creek  bottom  am ong  the fern s and 
brush. H e  d id n ’t linger there. W h e n  he 
cam e back  he sa id :

“ T h e y ’ve w alked quite a path betw een 
there and the beach. S tu ff ’s all tram ped 
dow n . I guess they ’re using th e  cave, all 
right.”

“ T h is ’ll bear w atch in g,”  H arp er  said 
reflectively. “ W e  ov erlook  the bay from  
here to o .”

“ T h e re ’s a better place a little back ,”  
Johnny told him. “ O v e r  this w ay .”

H e  retraced his steps a  fe w  yards and 
stole a long  the brushy top  o f  the ridge 
w hich  lifted  directly  ov er  the Cave o f  the 
Bats. H e  w orm ed  his w ay  to  a  bare-rock  
patch fissured in the m iddle by  a  six-in ch  
crack. Johnny lay d ow n  and put his ear 
to  this. Jessie and the constable got dow n  
beside him . T h eir  three faces w ere less 
than a fo o t  apart.

“ I hear som eth ing,”  H arp er  w hispered.
“ I  s m e l l  som eth ing,”  Jess put her lips 

to  J oh n n y ’s ear. “ P u n k  sticks. Joss- 
house sm ell.”

Johnny nodded.
“ Chinks,”  he m uttered laconically. 

“ D o n ’t surprise m e .”
“ I t ’s w orth  a thousand dollars a  head to 

land ’em  in the U n ited  States,”  Jessie 
breathed.

“ A n d  the five hundred dollars head tax 
on  them  com in g  into B ritish  C olum bia is 
an item to consider, to o ,”  H arp er  grinned.

“ Chinese and dope g o  together, som e
h ow ,”  the g irl said th ou gh tfu lly . “ I see 
n ow  w hy  they had to  have the yacht. T h e 
A l b a c o r e ,  o f  H on gk on g , had m ore  than 
rice fo r  cargo. Chink sm uggling and dope. 
T h a t ’s a b ig -m on ey  gam e.”

“ L e t ’s get back  in to the heavy brush 
and figure out w hat w e best d o ,”  Johnny 
said. H e  sat up. Jess put her hand on 
his arm  to  raise herself fr o m  the prone 
position . She sm iled at him , confidently, 
eagerly, in a com radely  fashion. A n d  ju st 
as Johnny opened  his m outh to  speak a
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v o ice  behind him  stilled the w ords on  his 
lips.

“ H an ds u p ,”  it said harshly. “ P ut ’em  
up quick. I ’ll drop  the first one that gets
fu ssy .”

Joh n ny ’s head turned slow ly  w hile his 
hands obeyed . H e  stared into the un
w avering  m uzzle o f  a rifle. T h e  m an be
hind it was W a lter  Gage. B ack in g  him, 
a fe w  feet to  one side, w ith a shotgun, 
stood R igg s , one o f  the F a f n i r  crew .

Johnny saw Jess g o  white. H arp er ’s 
teeth set together. H is  lips drew  back  
in a snarl.

But all three knew  by  instinct that a  
m ove fo r  a w eapon  w ou ld  be fatal. G age ’s 
co ld  gray eye, his coo l indifference, w as a 
prom ise o f  that. Johnny rose to  his feet, 
hands high, angry and helpless. T h e  m an 
w ith  the shotgun w ent over H arp er  and 
then Johnny and took  their belt guns.

“ N o w  m arch ,”  G age ordered . “ F o llow  
this other fe llow . I ’m  behind you . D o n ’t 
get gay  unless y ou  w ant to  be punctured .”

R ig g s  led them  dow n, across the creek 
into a path that cam e out at the house. 
G age m arshaled them  into the kitchen, le ft  
R igg s  on  guard, and passed into the fron t 
room . H e  rem ained there som e minutes. 
T h ey  cou ld  hear the indistinct burble o f  
voices. G age returned.

“ Chase you rse lf back  up the hill,”  he 
said to  R iggs. “ W e ’re g o in g  to  put ’em  in  
w ith the rest.”

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

17 R O M  a benchlike shelf o f  rock  the 
4 three w atched W a lter  G age and his 
shotgun attendant vanish #utw ard by  the 
beam o f  the electric torch  G age carried . 
W h en  that light flicked its last on  the 
clam m y walls, and the low  tunnel o f  the 
w ater-floored  ex it becam e a g loom y  void  
they still sat silent, staring about them.

U n der gun escort they had com e to  the 
upper end. B ack  o f  them the Cave o f  the 
Bats rose in abrupt walls, crev ices, great 
masses o f  broken  rock . Its r o o f  rose high 
overhead, a G oth ic  nightm are o f  irregular 
arches, distorted girders, ju ttin g  points,
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deep  shadow s. U p  in those shadow s 
lurked thousands o f  bats. T h e  place was 
im m ense. It d w a rfed  them  by its lo fty  

* spaces. D ow n  the m iddle o f  its uneven 
floor  m urm ured the little stream .

B etw een  them  and the cave m outh  a fire 
burned. In  its ruddy nim bus figures 
m oved , cast grotesqu e sh a d ow s ; dozens o f  
th em ; Chinese coolies in blue du n garees; 
curious, an im al-faced  creatures. T h eir  
low  singson g v oices rose and fe ll, echoin g  
aw ay into the farthest g loom . B ags o f  
rice, copper pots, stacks o f  firew ood  w ere 
piled  on  a ledge beyond the fire. Chinese 
sat cross-legged , lay on  m atting, m oved  
so ft ly  about. W ith ou t exception  each 
turned at intervals to  stare at the three 
E uropeans penned in  w ith them.

T h ere  w ere fifty  o r  m ore  Chinese be
tw een them  and the ex it. W h en  G age 
m arched them  past the coo lies  and le ft  
them  he beckoned  on e Chinese and gave 
h im  a bit o f  paper. T h e  m an glanced at 
it, looked  at the three prisoners, addressed 
a fe w  sentences to  his fe llow  M ongolians. 
H e  nodded  com prehension .

T h e  pantom ine needed n o  interpreter. 
T h e y  knew  that the dozens o f  Chinese 
constituted a guard and w atch to  see that 
they did  n ot reach that ex it. H arper 
tested that as soon  as G age disappeared. 
H e  w alked fo rw a rd . A  Chinese rose, 
barred the w ay, m otion ed  him back. 
H arp er  took  another step o r  tw o. T h e  
m an sh ook  his head, d fe w  a k n ife  and 
m ade the suggestive m otion  o f  throat cut
ting. H arp er  shrugged his shoulders, re
turned and sat dow n.

Jess m oved  nearer to  Johnny. H e  bade 
her sit still and h im self slow ly  drew  back 
until he w as out o f  the faint fire g low , 
lost in  the g loom . N o  Chinese m oved. 
T h ey  stared im passively. T h at was all.

Joh n ny rem ained hidden  in that o b 
scurity  fo r  nearly fifteen  m inutes. T h en  
he m aterialized ou t o f  the blackness and 
resum ed his feat. Jess huddled up close  
to  him . O n e  o f  her hands groped  fo r  
him. H e  cou ld  feel a trem or shake her, 
an  involuntary shudder.

“ S ca re d ? ”  '
She nodded. “ W e ’re trapped.”
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Johnny sm iled faintly. H e  said noth
ing. H is  sm ile expanded , g rew  in to a 
chuckle. She cou ld  see his face. H arper 
stared at him, Jessie ’s o w n  features 
registered both  w onder and disapproval at 
this unseem ly m errim ent. B ut Johnny 
on ly  looked at them  and continued to  laugh 
so ft ly  to  h im self.

“ W h a t ’s the jo k e ? ”  H arper grow led . 
“ I f  there’s anything to  snicker about, pass 
it a long .”

“ T h ey  think they ’v e  got us.”  Johnny 
low ered his tone discreetly.

“ H aven ’t th ey ?  It kinda look s like that 
to  m e,”  H arper m uttered.

Johnny sh ook  his head.
“ W e  can w alk  out o f  here w henever w e 

w ant to ,”  he said quietly.
“ A t  the upper e n d ?”  Jess asked.
“ U h-huh. S ort o f  a  chim ney back o f  

us. I t ’s hard to  locate in  that pitch  dark. 
But I knew  it w as there am ong  those pillar 
sort o f  rocks. I fou n d  it lon g  ago. A n d  
I m anaged to  find it again w ithout a light. 
Q uite a clim b .”

“ M aybe they ’ll be layin ’ fo r  us to  bat 
us on  the head i f  w e sh ow  up there,”  
H arper said pessim istically.

“ N o ,”  Johnny declared in a confident 
tone. “ I f  they knew  about that open ing  
they ’d have it blocked, I think. O n e man 
cou ld  roll enough  rocks in there in a few  
m inutes to  m ake it tight as a drum . I 
went up till I cou ld  see light. I t ’s open .”

“ L e t ’s get out, then,”  Jess breathed. 
“ T h is g ives m e the creeps.”

“ T o o  chancy ,”  Johnny negated. “ T hat 
bird  w ith  the shotgun is probably  doin g  a 
sort o f  peram bulating guard outside. 
T h e y ’ll be keeping a g ood  lookout. W e  
ought to have thought o f  them doin g  that 
and w e w ou ldn ’t have been taken by  sur
prise. I t ’s better to  w ait until dark .”

LJ E  looked  at his watch. It was near five 
o ’c lock . F o u r  hours to dark. It was 

a long  w ait. But i f  they cou ld  get clear 
they knew  enough  n ow  to  get action, to  
lay a trap that w ould  clam p prison  jaw s 
on  every  m an connected w ith  this under
taking. T h ey  cou ld  deal w ith these first 
and then w ith  the crew  o f  the W e s t  b y

N o r t h  w hen  she returned. T h at she w ould  
return went- w ithout saying. H e re  was 
her cargo— a valuable fre ig h t i f  it could  
be delivered past the im m igration  barrier.

T h ey  talked in d iscreetly low ered  voices 
o f  the cou rse  to  fo llo w  on ce clear. Get 
back  to  the launch in P eek -a -b oo . A rm  
them selves w ith  rifles. R eturn  and nab 
Gage, R iggs, the elderly  Q u on g  S ing, and 
w hom ever else they cou ld  gather in. P ut 
th e m  in the Cave o f  Bats. S top  up John
n y ’s secret ex it and post a guard  at the 
creek  m outh. T h en  lie low  fo r  the yacht. 
T h u s Johnny outlined the program . 
H arper agreed, indorsed it ;  he sm arted 
under the hum iliation  o f  being  w orsted  in 
the very  first brush.

“ N on e o f  these guys w ill get the drop 
on  m e  again,”  he said significantly. A n d  
Johnny, k n ow in g  H a rp er ’s record , kept 
his thoughts to h im self. H a rp er ’s reac
tions w ou ld  be instantaneous and positive 
fr o m  n ow  on. In  any dou btfu l situation 
he w ould  m ove first. H e  had the law  at 
his back and these m en w ere outside the 
law.

T h e  hours dragged by. O n ce  fo r  a time 
the fire burned low . T h e  g loom  deepened. 
I t  was easy to  im agine vague, m onstrous 
shapes in that catacom b. F eet shuffled 
near, shuffled aw ay. T h at curious m ix 
ture o f  w hine and snarl and gru nt that 
serves the Chinese fo r  oral com m u n ica
tion  w ould  w ax  to a crescendo over som e
thing and die aw ay to a m urm ur. S om e
tim es it w ould  cease altogether and the 
silence was m ore  oppressive, m ore sinister 
than the sound.

But beyond staring at the trio  w ith 
m anifest curiosity , even to the point o f  
com in g  up in grou ps o f  three and fou r  to 
gaze at them , none o f  the coolies m ade a 
m ove. W h en  Johnny A k h orn  and H arper 
g rew  aw are that the sw eepings, o f  Can
ton  stared not at them  but at the w om an, 
they kept their ow n  counsel and surrepti
tiously gathered at their feet a pile o f  
loose stones o f  a size convenient to  throw .

Joh n ny lon ged  im patiently fo r  darkness 
to  fall outside. I t  w asn ’t particularly 
pleasant to  anticipate w hat m ight happen 
in the Cave o f  the Bats. T h ose  low 
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brow ed , slant-eyed creatures w ith  their 
queer yam m erings and strange, penetrat
ing  sm ells, w ere not reassuring.

In  tim e they ju d g ed  it m ust be dark 
outside. L ittle by  little in the last h alf 
hour they drew  farther into the shadow  
and m arked w ith  satisfaction  that the 
coo lies ceased to  stare a fter  the figures 
they cou ld  no longer see. M an y  o f  them  
w ere asleep on  their bits o f  matting.

Johnny led the w ay. T h ey  m oved  in a 
chain, linked by  hands. Instinct, a v ivid  
sense o f  d irection , location , the feel o f  the 
dam p rocks, alone guided Johnny. H e  
w orked  his w ay  at last to a funnel lift in g  
steeply upw ard w ith  rough , ja gg ed  sides.

T h ey  had to  clim b, hauling them selves 
up by fingers and toes, inches at a time. 
F inally, at a poin t w here the open ing  nar
row ed  so  that it w as a squeeze fo r  Johnny 
A k h o rn ’s broad  shoulders, he bent and 
w hispered fo r  Jess to look  up. A  lone 
star glim m ered far above, as at m idday 
one m ay see a star shine in the blue from  
the bottom  o f  a deep well.

In  another five m inutes they craw led 
clear through  a tangle o f  b lackberry vines 
and stood  erect in the coo l night. A n  hour 
later they cam e dow nhill to  P eek -a -b oo  
C ove and w histled the engineer ashore 
w ith  a row boat. T h e  m an had co ffee  
ready. H e  had been w orried , but h opefu l 
enough  to  have fo o d  w aiting.

“ N o w !”  said H arper grim ly , w hen they 
had finished eating. “ N o w  fo r  a surprise 
party .”

H is  first act on  board ing  the launch had 
been to  darken every  p ort that cou ld  emit 
light, to  lay out three loaded rifles. N o w  
from  on e locker he brought fo rth  cartridge 
belts, fro m  another half a  dozen  pairs of 
handcuffs, m anacles o f  polished steel. 
T hese he d iv ided , tw o  pairs to  each man. 
H e  d iscovered  a pocket flash light for 
each.

“ L e t ’s get back at ’em  b e fo re  they find 
w e ’re loose ,”  said he, “ Y o u  better stick 
to  this boat, y ou n g  w om an ,”  he told  Jess 
bluntly.

“ I ’m  not tired. I ’m  not a fra id . I  may 
be u sefu l,”  Jess returned quietly. “ I f  you  
have a spare six -sh ooter I ’d like to have it.

I ’m  as deeply  interested in this business as 
you  are.”

H arper look ed  at Johnny. T h at gentle
m an shrugged his shoulders.

“ B etter g ive her a gun  i f  you  have 
on e ,”  said he. “ S h e ’s bound to  be in at 
the finish, I guess.”

H arp er  fou n d  a revolver fo r  her. T h us 
equipped the fo u r  set out through  the 
w oods once m ore. It  was dark every 
where, but dou b ly  dark in the forest. T h ey  
traveled slow ly, but they did  not stray 
w ide o f  their course and presently they 
again drew  near H id d en  Bay.

T h is tim e they m oved  quietly  but bo ld ly  
dow n  on  the house itself. It was a fter  
eleven o ’clock . L igh t shone in kitchen and 
liv ing room . W ith  strategy determ ined 
beforeh an d  Johnny posted  h im self w here 
he com m anded on e side o f  the house, and 
cou ld  back H arper. Jess and the engineer 
covered  the other sides. T h en  the co n 
stable strode up the p orch  and kicked open 
the fron t door . S tepping  qu ick ly  aside 
from  the glare o f  the light, w ith  his rifle 
lifted  fo r  action, he ca lled :

“ Y o u ’re surrounded. T h e  first m an that 
m oves gets it p len ty .”

T h e lam plight show ed W a lter  Gage, 
Q u on g  L u n g  and the man B oorn  

p laying cards. T h ey  sat stiff, r igid  at at
tention fo r  a second. T h en  G age tw isted 
in  his seat to  face  the d o o r  and rem ark 
a n g r ily :

“ W h a t sort o f  w ild  stu ff is that to pull 
on  a quiet ranch h ou se?”

B ut his ja w  slackened w hen he recog 
nized H arp er  w ho, w ith  his eyes g row n  
accustom ed to  the light, n ow  stepped into 
the d oorw a y . N ot on e o f  them  m ade a 
m ove under the m uzzle o f  the constable ’s 
rifle.

“ D o n ’t get gay  unless y ou  want to be 
punctured,”  he m ocked  G age w ith  his ow n  
w ords o f  the a ftern oon . “ Stand up there, 
every  one o f  y o u .”

T h ey  rose.
“ F ace the wall. P u t you r  hands on  the 

wall above y o u r  heads.”
T h ey  o b e y e d ; a little reluctantly, but 

they obeyed.
“ A ll right. Y o u  com e in, A k h orn . T h e
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rest o f  you  keep a sharp lo ok ou t,"  H arper 
called.

Johnny w ent over them fo r  w eapons. 
E very  m an, even to the m oon -fa ced  elderly 
Chinam an, had a pistol in his pocket. 
H a rp er ’s boldness had either paralyzed 
them, o r  they had lost their nerve in the 
pinch.

‘ ‘ N ow , then, fo rw a rd  m arch ,”  Johnny 
said, w hen he had gone through the lot. 
‘ ‘H ik e  ahead o f  us up to  the C ave o f  the 
Bats. See i f  y ou  can get out the w ay w e 
d id ."

H a lfw a y  up the path W alter G age 
snarled over his sh o u ld e r :

“ H o w  in hell d id  you  get out ?”
“ T h at,”  said Johnny, “ is fo r  you  to 

d iscover.”
B ehind Joh n ny lighting the path w ith 

his electric torch  cam e Jess and the engi
neer. O n ce  the captured quartet had been 
fo rce d  to m ake that stoop in g  entry into 
the Cave o f  the Bats a fter  being  w arned 
that the first on e w ho poked  his head back 
out w ould  be shot w ithout parley, Johnny 
said to H a rp e r :

“ Y o u  fe llow s stay here. I ’ll run up on 
top  and plug that hole w ith  rocks. T h ey  
probably  w ou ldn ’t find it, but I ’ll take no 
chances.”

In  half an hour he cam e hack.
“ T h e y ’d need a b ox  o f  dynam ite to  blast 

their w ay out there n ow ,”  he announced. 
“ S o  far, so good .

T h ey  le ft the engineer on  guard behind 
a bou lder w here in sa fe  cover  he co m 
m anded the entrance to  the cavern. 
H arper w ould  relieve him  by and by, and 
a fter  that Johnny w ould  take his turn. A t  
dawn they w ou ld  send Jess to  call in the 
fisherm an and O 'C on n el. T h ey  conceived 
them selves in absolute com m and o f  the 
situation, and the thought gave them a 
pleasant g low  o f  satisfaction .

“ N o w  let’s g o  dow n  and g o  through 
that house to see i f  w e can find anything 
that’s w orth  look in g  in to ," Johnny su g 
gested. “ W e ’ve got aw ay w ith one e x cit
ing  stroke o f  business to -n igh t.”

T h ey  w ere destined to another b e fore  
long. A s  they cam e around the corner 
Of the house Johnny A k h orn  stopped so

suddenly  that Jessie and H arper collided 
w ith him  and each other.

“ H a r k !”  Johnny w arned. “ L is te n !”
In  the hushed night there rose a faint, 

fa r  thrum m ing sound. It drew  nearer. 
T h e  land lay w rapped in the dark. T h e 
bay, ringed by forested  hills, appeared as 
a slight paleness. O n  this paler sheen a 
d im  shape began to loom  in approach. 
T h e  su rface rippled aw ay fro m  it in  sinu
ous undulations. N o  light show ed. Y et 
they knew  it fo r  a vessel. T h ere  w as the 
low  hiss o f  w ater parted by  a stem, and 
that rhythm ic hum m ing. T h ey  stood  lis
tening, straining their eyes.

“ I t ’s the W e s t  b y  N o r t h , ”  Johnny w his
pered at last. " I ’d know  the beat o f  that 
D iesel exhaust i f  I heard it in m y sleep.”

C H A P T E R  X V .
T H E  C L E A X - U P .

^ ' O O D ! ”  H arper grunted. “ N o w  fo r  
the grand slam .”

Johnny felt a little trem or shake the 
girl w hose slender bod y  m om entarily  
pressed against him.

F o r  h im self he fe lt on ly  a rather savage 
exultation. H ere  was his ship. A b oa rd  
her w ould  be the m an w h o had m arooned 
him and stolen his com m and . A n d  he 
w ould  get them both. H e  never doubted 
that. H e  w ould  get them b oth ! E ven  in 
that m om ent o f  anticipated trium ph John
n y ’s perceptive rather analytical m ind 
fou n d  tim e to  w on der i f  his eagerness to  
lock  horns with D ew ey  Saunders had any
thing to  d o  w ith  his strangely m ixed  fee l
ing about the girl by  his side.

B y  that tim e the darkened yacht, guilt
less o f  running light o r  ye llow  porthole, 
was feeling  her w ay in to  the rude float. 
She had slow ed dow n . T h ere  was a thrash 
o f  water as the propeller reversed its 
thrust to  check  her w ay. A n d  Johnny 
m u ttered :

“ H ere, w e better be under cover in case 
they use the searchlight.”

H e  darted across the com parative open 
surrounding the house. O nce  in the screen 
o f  a thicket h igher than their heads he 
m oved  so ft ly  to  a  poin t w ithin a fe w  yards
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o f  the im provised landing. T h ey  squatted 
in a grow th  o f  ferns to  w atch and wait.

T h ey  sat w ithin tw enty feet o f  the path 
that ran fro m  beach to  house. T h e ir  eyes, 
g row n  used to the darkness, cou ld  distin
guish  m en m ov in g  on  deck  as the yacht 
nosed in beside the floating logs. T h ey  
cou ld  hear low , curt orders. In  a few  
m inutes her m oorin g  lines w ere fast. T h e 
big D iesel gave a last e x p ir in g  w h u f f !  T h e  
heavy night silence shut dow n  again.

“ W ish  O ’ C onnel and that fisherm an 
w ere here,”  H arper w hispered.

“ W e ’re en ough ,”  Johnny w hispered in 
his ear. “ O n e  o r  tw o o f  them  are bound 
to  com e ashore. I ’ll bet th ey ’re w onderin g  
right n ow  w hy n obod y  has com e from  the 
house. S om ebody  is g o in g  to  com e o f f  
the yacht pretty  soon . T h at splits ’em  up. 
T h e  m inute they land w e du ck  dow n  to  
the float and clim b aboard .”

“ A ll right. W e ’ll take a chance. But 
m ind y o u ,”  H arper w arned, “ no fo o lin ’ . 
I f  they sh ow  fight, shoot first.”

Johnny nodded.
T h e  float and the yacht beside it form ed  

a single blurred shape. T w o  figures pres
ently detached them selves fro m  this vague 
form lessness, cam e noiselessly up the path.

“ Better get these birds,”  H arper cou n 
seled.

“ N o. W e  w ant the ship first,”  Johnny 
pointed out. “ W e  have the w hole w orks 
in hand once w e get possession  o f  her.”

T h e  tw o m en passed. T h e  lam ps still 
burned in liv ing room  and kitchen. T h e 
fron t d oor  stood  slightly ajar, sh ow in g  a 
thin streak o f  light. T h ey  saw  it open  
under one m an ’s hand.

“ Y o u  stay right here,”  Johnny in 
structed Jess. “ I f  w e get the w orst o f  it 
y o u ’ll have to  take to  the brush. Get 
back to  P eek -a -b oo  at daylight. W e ’ll try 
to  get there to o .”

T h e  girl n odded  m utely. T h ey  le ft  her 
huddled in the ferns and stole dow n  to  
the beach. T h e  W e s t  b y  N o r t h  lay dark, 
silent, lifeless.

“ L o o k ,”  Johnny w hispered. “ Chances 
are the rest are below , o r  inside the deck  
houses. T h ere ’s a breeze o f f  the land. 
T h e  tide’s on  the ebb. I f  w e can cast

her loose  she’ll d r ift  out. T h en  the tw o  
ashore can ’t pile on  to  help i f  there’s trou 
ble. S a vvy  ?

“ I f  w e w alk out on  the float the fe llow s 
aboard w ill probably  think it ’ s their ow n  
tw o  m en com e back. Y o u  cast o f f  the bow  
line. I ’ll loose  the stern. T h en  run a ft  
to  m e and w e ’ll pile aboard .”

“ R ig h t-o .”
T h ey  strode, noiseless in rubber-soled  

yachting shoes, ou t on  the float. N o  on e 
challenged. H arper  stooped  over the line 
fast to a stick o f  tim ber. Joh n ny w alked 
a ft a handbreadth fro m  the fam iliar top - 
sides and let g o  the stern line. R ifle  in  
hand he w aited. A lm ost im m ediately
H arper flitted back to  jo in  him.

“ L e t ’s g ive  her a sh ove,”  Johnny w his
pered. “ I f  n obody  show s, w e g o  up ov er  
the stern and sneak to  the wheelhouse. 
F ro m  there w e com m and the w hole top  
deck .”

T h ey  put their jo in t w eight against the 
heavy rubstrake. She m oved. T h ey
heaved them selves qu ick ly  up ov er  the 
pipe rail. W ith ou t let o r  hindrance they 
tiptoed a long  decks and gained the w heel- 
house, silent and dark save a pale lum inos
ity on  the face  o f  the com pass in  its bin 
nacle o f  polished brass.

T h ere  they waited secure in their ad
vantage. S econ ds grew  to  m inutes. T h e  
m en ashore cou ld  not n ow  reach the 
yach t’s deck. T h e  tide sh ifted  her. T h e  
gentle pressure o f  the o ffsh ore  airs eased 
her along. She drew  tw ice her length 
clear o f  the float.

A n d  then a gun cracked ashore, one 
thin, sharp report. N oth in g  m ore. N o  
voice. N o  cry . O n ly  fr o m  below  decks 
cam e the pad o f  h urry in g  feet.

Johnny A k h o rn ’s heart beat a little 
faster. T h at shot on  shore startled him, 
m ade him  eager to  get this unpleasant busi
ness over. O th erw ise he w as co ld ly  d e 
term ined.

“ H ere  they co m e ,”  H arper m uttered. 
“ I f  they bunch up w e step out and th row  
d ow n  on  them . S e e ?  I f  they scatter you  
take the ones a ft  and I ’ll get ’em  fo r 
ward. D o n ’t parley. I f  they d on ’t put 
their hands up quick , shoot. W e  g o t to



54 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

get them o r  they ’ll get us. T h is  is no 
parlor gam e.”

T h e  yach t’s crew  boiled out o f  the fo r 
w ard com panionw ay, M cN au gh ton , the en
gineer o f  the burned F a f n i r ,  another man 
— three all told . T h ey  rushed to  the rail.

“ W hat the h e ll!”  M cN au gh ton  sw ore. 
“ W e ’re a d rift .”

H e  turned, to  look  dow n  a rifle barrel.
“ Put ’em u p ,”  H arper grunted.

“ Q u ic k !”
M cN au gh ton  put up his hands. S o  did 

the others, instinctively, alm ost autom at
ically.

"A n y  m ore b e lo w ?”
M cN au gh ton  sh ook  his head. But he 

lied, fo r  as H arper stepped fo rw a rd  haul
ing the steel bracelets fro m  his pocket a 
gun cracked at the h ooded  fo rw a rd  com 
panionw ay.

Johnny fired at the flash, ju st as in his 
hunting days he had o ften  fired at the 
flash o f  a leaping deer. T h e  bullet went 
home. T h ere  w as a thud, a stifled groan, 
and silence. A n d  in that hesitant m om ent 
M cN au gh ton  dived at H arper headfirst, 
like a butting ram.

H arper w ent dow n. In to  that scrim 
mage on  the dusky deck  Johnny dared not 
fire. H e  did  not know  w hich  w as M c 
N aughton  and w hich  H a rp e r ; and there 
w ere the other tw o  to  w atch lest they draw  
weapons.

“ K eep  you r hands u p !”  H e  m enaced 
them w ith  the rifle.

It happened in a breath. M cN au gh ton  
was fo r  escape, h ow ever, not fo r  battle. 
H e  shook  h im self free  from  the constable, 
cleared the rail w ith  a fly ing leap. T h e 
splash o f  his bod y  in the w ater fou nd  
H arper erect, rifle in hand.

“ W a tch  t h e m ,”  he gritted at Johnny.
T h e m oon  had cleared the coast range 

while they lurked in the w heelhouse. 
D ense shore shadow s still shrouded the 
W e s t  b y  N o r t h .  But it was n ow  a lum in
ous sort o f  shade. T h e  su rface  o f  the 
bay shone..

O versid e  the rings and bubbles m arked 
plainly w here M cN a u gh ton  went dow n. 
H arper leaned tense over the rail, his rifle 
cock ed , ready. A ll at on ce he c r ie d :

“ Sw im  back here, you . Y o u  hear m e? 
S w im  back o r  I sh oot.”

Johnny out o f  one corn er o f  his eye 
saw  M cN a u gh ton  d ive instantly. A  few  
m ore  strokes underw ater and he w ould  
reach the float. Sudden ly  H arper fired. 
O nce— tw ice— p o z v , p a w !  T h e  echoes 
w oke, staccato. F o r  a second or  tw o  som e
thing floundered, thrashed water. That 
ceased. H arper turned to  Johnny.

“ G ot h im ,”  he announced laconically. 
“ T h a t ’s tw o o f  ’em outa com m ish .”

H e  handcuffed  the captured pair to the 
forem ast by  the sim ple expedient o f  put
ting their arm s around the mast and shack
ling them together.

“ T h ey  can play r in g -arou n d -a -rosy  till 
w e get th rough ,”  he rem arked sardon 
ically. “ U nless they ’re husky enough  to 
tear that tw elve-in ch  stick out by the 
roots .”

“ T h at bird pretty near g ot m e,”  he said 
to Johnny. “ I felt the w ind o f  his bu l
let. G ood  thing y o u ’re quick w ith  a gun. 
W e ’re not in the clear yet, w ith  them tw o 
ashore. L e t ’s look -see i f  there ’s anybody 
laying low  around this packet.”

T h e  m an w h o had fired on  them  lay 
dead at the fo o t  o f  the com panion  stairs, 
a revolver beside him . It was Sparks. 
O therw ise the c re w ’s quarters w ere em pty.

H arper stood guard on  deck while 
Johnny exp lored  the engine room  and the 
lazaret and a fter  hold. T hese, too , w ere 
em pty. F orw a rd  o f  the en gin e-room  bulk
head w ere fou r  stateroom s and a bath. 
W h en  he w ent dow n  into this, the real 
living quarters o f  the yacht, through a 
stairw ay in the deck  saloon, Johnny A k - 
h orn ’s orderly  seam an’s soul filled with 
anger and disgust.

T h e  place w as in a m ess, a filthy mess, 
the berths a fou l litter o f  on ce  spotless 
bedding. It reeked w ith that strange od or  
inseparable fro m  Chinese. Joh n ny could  
easily gather that dow n  there coolies had 
been stow ed like sardines in a tin can.

But the m ess was speedily  banished 
from  his m ind w hen he entered N o. 4 
stateroom . S om e instinct o f  caution  made 
him ov erlook  no corner. In  a w ard
robe closet, huddled behind hanging
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clothes, m anifesting  every  sym ptom  o f  
dow nright panic, he fou n d  M r. B . Jessop 
A llen .

W h eth er  U n cle  B en  expected  to  be shot 
o r  scalped, m ade to  w alk the plank o r  be 
boiled in o il,.J o h n n y  d idn ’t trouble to  in
quire. H e  w as the last o f  the gang to 
be accounted fo r— unless they had
acquired reenforcem ents. Johnny hauled 
him  to  the upper deck  and shackled him 
with his com panions to  the mast. T hen  
he called H arper to  the ground tackle at 
the bow\

“ W e ’ve got her,”  said he. “ I want to 
put an anchor dow n to hold her w here 
she is .”

“ R ig h t-o ,”  said H arper jubilantly. 
“ T h en  w e ’ll g o  ashore and finish the jo b .”

Johnny said nothing to that. H e  knew 
the attem pt m ust be m ade, but he looked 
fo r  no success. T h e  m an he m ost wanted, 
the brains and fo rce  o f  the w hole under
taking, w as on  shore. T h e  shooting and 
com m otion  aboard ship w ould  have 
w arned the stupidest that the jig  w as up.

T h ere  was a possibility  that D ew ey  
Saunders and his bow er H elb y  m ight in 
desperation  try  to  retake the W e s t  b y  
N o r t h .  T h ey  w ere m ore  likely to take 
cover, on  the assum ption  that a raid in 
fo r ce  was on . T h at single shot on  shore 
puzzled  Joh n n y ; troubled him  a little, but 
not greatly. S o  fa r  as he w as concerned, 
on ce  he g ot Jessie A llen  aboard, the jo b  
was done. H e  w ou ld  be in possession  o f  
his vessel. T h e  authorities cou ld  deal with 
p iracy  and Chinese sm uggling  as they saw 
fit.

T h e  anchor w ent dow n  w ith  a rattle and 
splash. H arper and Johnny m anned the 
davits and slung a dinghy overside. W ith  
oars in hand H arper paused. T h e  m oon  
had cleared the hills. H idden  B ay spread 
silver bright.

“ O n ce  w e pull clear o f  the yacht they 
can see us plain as day ,”  he said reflec
tively. “ H o w  are w e  go in g  to  get ashore 
w ithout being  p o tted ?”

“ W e ’ll have to  take a chance,”  Johnny 
replied. “ I  have to  get M iss A llen . A n d  
there’s y ou r  engineer o n  w atch .”  „

“ Suppose, on ce w e ’re ashore,”  H arper

continued, “ them  birds spot this dinghy, 
ro w  out and start the engine. T h ey  cou ld  
slip anchor and m ake a break fo r  outside.”

“ I ’ve g ot a key bolt ou t o f  the fuel g o v 
ernor in m y pock et,”  Johnny told  him. 
“ T h e y  cou ld n ’t get a solitary  p u ff out o f  
that engine.”

“ R ig h t-o ,”  H arper  conceded  cheerfu lly . 
“ Y o u ’re there w ith  the headw ork . I was 
ju st try ing  to  figure what m ight happen. 
L e t ’s take a chance on  the shore p ro p o 
sition .”

Johnny d rove  the d in ghy w ith qu ick  
strokes. T h ey  reached the float w ithout 
challenge. O n ce  on  the beach he bore 
straight fo r  the place w here they had le ft 
Jess. H e  m ade no m istake in  the spot. 
T h e  flattened ferns m arked w here they 
had squatted. B ut she was gone. H e  
stood  uneasy, troubled, a vista o f  ugly  p os 
sibilities crow ded  his m ind and ju st a faint 
touch o f  suspicion— that strange distrust 
that rose like a poisonou s fo g  w henever he 
was fo rce d  to  coup le  Jessie A llen  and 
D ew ey  Saunders in his thoughts.

“ L e t ’s take a look  ov er  the h ouse,”  
H arper suggested.

'" T H E Y  approached  cautiously, w ary  o f  
am bush. T h e  fro n t d oor  stood  w ide. 

T h e  lam p g low ed  on  its table. M o v in g  to 
a  vantage poin t Joh n ny look ed  in.

A  strange sight m et his gaze. D ew ey  
Saunders stood  w ith  hands u p lifted  as 
though he in vok ed  H eaven . B eside him  
Sam H elb y  sat on  a chair, his elbow s rest
ing  on  a table, the fingers o f  one hand 
clutch ing the fleshy part o f  his other arm . 
H is lean, dark fa ce  w as tw isted w ith  pain, 
w ith  som ething else that Johnny took  to  be 
fear. O n ly  w hen  Joh n ny nudged H arper 
and w alked bo ld ly  to  the d o o r  d id  he grasp 
the situation.

Jessie A llen ’s d im inutive figure w as out
lined in the d o o r  space betw een kitchen 
and fro n t room . H e r  right hand rested 
against the d o o r  casing and it held the p o 
lice revolver trained steady as a rock  on  
the m en. H e lb y ’s shirt sleeve was stained 
w ith  b lood . Johnny grasped the im port 
o f  that single shot.

“ H a n d cu ff ’em ,”  Joh n ny said to  H arper.
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“ Y o u ’re darned right I ’ll handcuff ’em ,”  
the constable grow led . H e  set d ow n  his 
rifle and drew  out the irons.

“ P ut d ow n  y ou r hands,”  he ordered 
Saunders.

D ew ey  fixed  his gaze on  Johnny A k h orn  
the m om ent he entered the room . N ow  
w ithout even look in g  at H arper, w ithout 
once deflecting that unw avering stare o f  
hatred his hands low ered  slow ly  until they 
w ere level w ith  his breast. T h en  w ith  one 
sw ift m otion  he plucked a gun fro m  the 
T ex as scabbard under his arm pit, beneath 
his coat, and fired.

It was as sw ift  as a flash o f  lightning. 
T h at m ovem ent o f  his hand outstripped 
thought itself.

Johnny felt som ething strike him  in the 
breast w ith paralyzing fo rce . H e  stood  
erect, his brain  crystal clear, but his bod y  
num bed, rig id , incapable o f  stirring a m us
cle. W ith  a curious m ental clarity, a 
strange detachm ent fro m  any em otion  e x 
cept surprise, he heard a second report 
echo the sound o f  D ew ey ’s shot, saw  the 
man droop , d rop  the pistol and sw ay with 
stiffly outstretched fingers, crum ple at last 
in a spraw ling heap.

H e  saw Jessie w ith  her gun  dribbling 
the faintest w reath o f  sm oke look  dow n  at 
D ew ey , across at him  w ith  a questioning 
agon y in her eyes. H e  saw her suddenly 
put a hand to  her face  and half turn as 
i f  to shut out the sight.

A n d  then he fe lt h im self g o  floating o ff  
in to  a vast em ptiness, in a sort o f  lum i
nous m ist that closed in about him. It was 
restfu l, soothing, deligh tfu l to escape in 
that m anner fro m  the pain that burned 
like a flame in his breast, and Johnny gave 
h im self up g lad ly  to  that fo g g y  sensation 
w hich  rapid ly  deepened into a black cloud 
that blotted everything out.

C H A P T E R  X V I .
W H A T  T H E  N U R S E  S A W .

^  A P T  A I N  J O H N N Y  A K H O R N  cher- 
v “ / ished som e very  uncertain recollections 
o f  the succeeding hours. It was a hazy 
period . H e  felt h im self being m oved . H e  
heard voices, saw  flickers o f  light, fe lt the

touch  o f  hands. H e  w as aw are fo g g ily  o f  
m otion . O n ce— and that recollection  was 
clearest o f  all, as the m em ory  o f  pain is 
alw ays clear— he was consciou s o f  som e 
one ex p lor in g  his chest cav ity  w ith  som e
thing that felt like a red-hot poker.

H e  cam e finally out o f  this shadow y 
borderland w ith  a strange fee lin g  o f  re
lie f. E x cep t fo r  an obv iou s w eakness, a 
lassitude o f  his body, all his faculties w ere 
as alert as i f  he had but w akened fro m  a 
healthy sleep.

H e  fe lt very  little pain. H e  open ed  his 
eyes. H e  lay in a hospital bed. T h e  sun 
shone in a curtained w in dow . A  rubicund 
individual in spotless w hite ducks, w ith a 
red carnation  jauntily  in his lapel, gazed 
blandly dow n  at him. A  u n iform ed  nurse 
stood by.

“ W ell, h ow  d o  y ou  fe e l? ”  the d octor  in 
quired.

Joh n ny ’s throat and m outh  fe lt like the 
Sahara. T hat burning thirst was his first 
clam ant physical sensation, his first defi
nite want. W h e n  the nurse supplied him 
w ith a sip o f  w ater, he g rew  conscious 
o f  other b od ily  disabilities.

But his bod ily  pains w ere not so ov er
w helm ing as his curiosity . H e  started 
agon izin g  pangs i f  he m oved  his arms 
quickly. O therw ise he fe lt w ell enough. 
A n d  he w anted to  kn ow  about a lot o f  
things.

B etw een his last recollection  and the 
present lay a blank w hich  he wanted filled 
at once. H e  surm ised that neither the 
d octor n or the nurse cou ld  close  that gap. 
S o  he fo rbore  question.

T h e  m edico  told  him  that his w ound had 
produced  trem endous tem porary  shock, 
but that since he was stron g  as a horse 
he had rallied quickly. In  a short tim e he 
w ould  be on  his feet again. H av in g  de
livered h im self o f  this, the d octor  went 
away.

Johnny stared out the w in dow . H e  
cou ld  see chim neys, bits o f  street. H e  
cou ld  hear the w hir o f  passing m otors. 
A cross  the ro o fs  on  a slope that pitched 
north to  a hroad harbor filled w ith ship
p ing  he got a glim pse o f  m ountaintops 
that w ere fam iliar. H e  knew  w here he
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w as but he w ondered  h ow  he g o t there. 
A n d  w hile he was w onderin g  a  telephone 
on  a stand b y  his bed began to buzz. T h e 
nurse took  dow n  the receiver.

“ Y es , this is room  n ine,”  she said. “ O h, 
splendidly. Q uite conscious, and not s u f
fe r in g  at all.”

Joh n ny grunted. It seem ed a trifle too  
optim istic to  him . T h e  nurse continued 
talking.

“ O h , I ’m  a fra id  not to-day . E x cite 
m ent o f  any kind is bad fo r  a patient, you  
know , and visitors are always exciting. 
W ell, y ou  m ight ask D octor  H all. O h , 
yes, h e ’s w ell out o f  danger. In  fact--------”

“ S om e one wants to  see m e ? ”  Johnny 
cut into what he considered  unseem ly gar
rulousness.

“ Y es. A  lady ,”  the nurse told  h im  w ith  
a sm irk.

“ W h o  is sh e ? ”  H e  had a hope— but 
there w ere w om en  in V a n cou v er  w h o 
m ight inquire fo r  him.

T h e  nurse asked the ca ller ’s name.
“ A  M iss A llen .”
“ G ive m e that ph one,”  Joh n ny  com 

m anded w ith  such determ ination  that the 
nurse gave in under protest. I t  cost him  
a pang to sh ift his arm s, but he d idn ’t 
m ind  that.

“ H ello , Jess.”
T h at w ell-rem em bered voice  answ ered 

him  over the w ire. H o w  w as h e ?  C ould  
she d o  an yth ing? W a s  there any on e he 
wanted to  see?

“ Y es . Y o u ,”  Johnny answ ered briefly.
“ W h e n  can I  com e u p ? ”
“ R igh t n ow . C om e running. I  can ’t 

hold  this phone long. H urts. A n d  there 
are a lot o f  things I w ant to  talk about.”

“ I ’m  on ly  a couple o f  blocks aw ay. I ’ll 
be right there. B y -b y .”

Joh n ny gave up the telephone. H e  was 
glad to  lie still. H is  chest w a s  sore. T h e  
nurse fussed. She dem urred against v isi
tors. T h e  d octor--------

“ I ’m  the d octor so  fa r  as this is co n 
cern ed ,”  Johnny shut her o ff. “ W h en  
M iss A llen  com es sh ow  her in o r  there’ ll 
be a vacant cot in this hospital right aw ay. 
I ’m  not too  sick  to  w alk  ou t o f  here, i f  I  
can ’t have w hat I  w ant.”

“ E ven  i f  it ’s bad fo r  y o u ,”  the nurse 
railed. “ T h a t ’s ju st like a m an.”

N evertheless she sh ook  up Joh n ny ’s p il
low  and m ade him  com fortab le , and w hen 
Jess w alked in she w ith drew  w ith  a know 
ing  smile.

J O H N N Y  look ed  at his v isitor. H e  had 
never seen her in city  clothes. T h e 

gray  tailored suit and tight little round 
bonnet m ade her seem  sm aller than ever. 
W ith  her round, piquant face  and big, 
dark eyes, she look ed  like a little g irl, de
m urely sw inging  her tiny feet that w ere 
inches o f f  the floor w hen  she sat in an 
ord in ary  chair. B ut that im pression  o f  
childishness was an illusion, Johnny k n e w ; 
the sort o f  illusion  that led a m an astray, 
since it m ade him  w ant to cherish  and p ro 
tect her and she neither w anted the one 
n or  needed the other. H e  was so  intent 
on  his thought about her that he d idn ’t 
speak.

“ W e ll ,”  Jess echoed  the d o c to r ’s in
qu iry  at last. “ H o w  d o  you  feel ?”

It w as on  the tip o f  his tongue to  reply 
tru th fu lly , “ L ik e  the very  dev il,”  but he 
chose instead to  sa y : “ O h , I ’m  all right. 
H o w  about you . W h a t happened after  I 
faded  out o f  the picture. W h a t ’s the 
latest ?”

“ I t ’s all over but the sh ou tin g,”  she told  
him  rather soberly. “ T h e  trouble ended 
w hen y ou  and D ew ey  went dow n. W e  
put you  and H e lb y  aboard the W e s t  b y  
N o r t h .  I broke his arm  w hen I  shot him  
w hile you  w ere raiding the yacht.

“ O ’ Connel and the fisherm an cam e as 
soon  as they heard the shots. H arper 
know s wireless. H e  got P oin t G rey  sta
tion  w ith  the yach t’s outfit and started the 
provincial po lice  m ov in g. T h ey  locked 
H e lb y  in a stateroom , le ft  the others 
shackled to  the mast, le ft  O ’ Connel and 
the fisherm an to  guard  the C ave o f  the 
Bats. H arper fou n d  the govern or  bolt 
in  y ou r  coat pocket and his engineer 
started the m otor.

“ W e  le ft  H idden  B ay  at once. W e  
scraped bottom  on ce or  tw ice  in W h isp er
in g  Pass. W e  g o t in here about s ix  this 
m orn ing  and brou gh t y ou  right to  the hos*
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pital. H arper phoned m e a w hile ago that 
he had m ade a fly ing trip w ith a steam er 
chartered by the authorities and had 
brought in all those Chinese and those 
three w e put in the cave. T h e  steam er 
A l b a c o r c  is under arrest. T h e y ’re all in 
ja il hut G entry— and he will be as soon  
as they can get to  Sentinel Island. M c- 
N aughton  is dead. Sparks is dead.”

“ W h at about S au n ders?”
‘ ‘ D ead too. I  think he was dead when 

he hit the floor ,”  she muttered.
“ W a s  U n cle  Ben still g ibbering  w hen 

he went o f f  to c lin k ?”  Johnny asked. “ H e 
sure gave a grand im itation o f  a deflated 
tire  w hen I  fou n d  him  hiding below . 
W h a t ’ll be done w ith the bunch, d o  you  
su ppose? A n d  did you  have a chance to  
use that club y ou  w anted on  U n cle  B en  
to  make him  com e through  w ith  you r 
m oney  ?”

“ H e  was a burst balloon , w asn ’t h e ?  
I ’m very  unfortunate in m y relatives, I ’m  
afra id . N o , Johnny, I ’ll never get any
thing m uch out o f  U n cle  Ben. H e ’s done. 
H e  con fessed  his sins to me and an agent 
fr o m  the U n ited  States departm ent o f  ju s 
tice in ja il this aftern oon .

“ It w as a very  pretty plot. U n cle  Ben 
and D ew ey  cooked  it up to recoup  them 
selves fo r  losses on  other crook ed  ventures 
that went aw ry. A n d  D ew ey  double- 
crossed him  near the end. T h e  A l b a c o r e  
brought over a hundred and ten Chinese 
coolies fo r  them. But what was w orse, 
they had a b ig  shipm ent o f  coca ine as 
well. T h e  b ig  m anufacture o f  coke is in 
G erm any, y ou  know . I t ’s sim ple to trans
port it from  E u rope  to  any A siatic port.

“ W ell, they got it o f f  the A l b a c o r e  all 
right. T h e steam er cam e dow n  and the 
W e s t  b y  N o r t h  met her right outside H id 
den Bay and tran sferred  the Chinese to 
the Cave o f  the Bats. T h en  she loaded 
half the Chinese and m ade a run to a sa fe  
landing som ew here near Seattle. T h ey  
got a thousand dollars per head fo r  de
livering  them. U n cle  Ben swears that 
D ew ey  must have collected  at least sixty  
thousand fo r  the cocaine, from  the Seattle 
dope ring.

“ W e  got a lot o f  inside in form ation

that is go in g  to  s low  up the illicit drug 
business on  the coast. B ut D ew ey  depos
ited all the loot in a Seattle bank, and 
calm ly told U n cle  B en  he ’d split w hen he 
got g ood  and ready. A ll U n cle  B en ’s re
sources are gone. It took  the last m oney  
they had to  finance this deal, and m ine 
w ent w ith it. H e ’s surely a craw ling  sp eci
m en. H e ’s g o in g  to  turn State ’s evidence 
in the hope o f  getting o f f— if  the Canadian 
authorities return them  to the U nited 
States fo r  tria l.”

“ W ill th e y ?”  Johnny w ondered.
“ I think so— on the principle o f  letting 

everybody  scotch  his ow n  snakes. But 
there’s enough against them either side 
o f  the line to  bu ry  them in the peniten
tiary fo r  l ife .”

“ Y e s ,”  Joh n ny m uttered agreem ent. 
“ It cost enough life . It was just luck none 
o f  us got it in the neck. Y o u r  friend  
Saunders certainly meant to  get m e.”  

“ H e ’s dead ,”  she m urm ured. “ L et him 
be.”

H e r  v o ice  was troubled, w istfu l, and 
she shivered once as i f  the m em ory  o f  that 
lam plit room  disturbed her. Joh n ny star
in g  thou gh tfu lly , visualized it fo r  h im self 
w ith  appalling vividness. H e  saw  Jessie ’s 
eyes fill. She blinked at him, and he 
looked  at her silently, soberly.

“ Y o u  look  at m e as i f  I w ere a m u r
derer,”  she reproached.

“ G o o d  L o r d !  no, Jess,”  he protested. 
“ I w asn ’t thinking anything o f  the sort. 
Y o u  had to  shoot, ju st as you  w ould  have 
to  shoot dow n  a w o lf  that attacked you . 
H e  was a w o lf . H e  w ould  have hum ped 
us all o f f  i f  you  hadn ’t hum ped h im .”

“ I  d idn ’t really ,”  she said. “ I m eant to. 
I  thought I had. B ut I was getting shaky. 
I  m issed him . L larper fired at the same 
time. H is shot killed D ew ey .”

“ T h en  w hy the w e e p s?”  Johnny asked 
irritably. “ H e  had it coin ing  and he got 
it. I d on ’t see you  shedding any tears 
over putting a slug through  H elby, fo r  in 
stance.”

“ T h a t ’s d ifferent,”  she w hispered. “ It 
w ould  have been an everlasting h orror  to  
m e to have killed D e w e y .”

“ W h y ? ”



HEAD WINDS 59

“ H e  w as my. husband— on ce ,”  she m ur
m ured.

Joh n ny  blinked. I t  was like a b low  in 
the face . Y e t  it m ade certain things a 
little clearer.

“ I never lived w ith  him ,”  Jess con 
tinued m ood ily . “ I was an im pressionable 
kid, and D ew ey  was both  fascinating and 
persuasive. T h ere  was a certain am ount 
o f  opposition  at hom e. S o  w e ran away 
and w ere m arried. But the ink w asn ’t 
dry  on  the m arriage certificate b e fo re  m y 
father appeared.

“ H e  w as a real person , that dad o f  
m ine. H e  was very, very  w ise. H e  had 
a  w ay  o f  getting things don e w ithout stir
ring  up a great fuss. H e  m ade D ew ey  
and m e prom ise not to  see each other e x 
cept in public fo r  one year. T h en , i f  w e 
still w ished to  g o  on , he w ou ld n ’t ob ject. 
H e  w as killed in  a m otor accident b e fo re  
the year was out.

“ But in that tim e I ’d learned a lot about 
m y  husband-in -nam e-only , and I knew  it 
w ou ld n ’t do. B ut D ew ey  d idn ’t see it that 
w ay. H e  w as determ ined to  have me. I 
w as partly  running aw ay fro m  him  and 
his im portunities w hen  I first cam e to H id 
den Bay— as w ell as taking a vacation  
fr o m  this jo b  that I ’d  already been at fo r  
tw o  years.”

“ W h y  d idn ’t you  get a d iv o rce ? ”  Johnny 
grum bled.

“ I did  w hat am ounted to  the sam e; I 
g ot the m arriage annulled,”  she said w ea
rily. “ B ut that d idn ’t m ake any d ifference 
to  D ew ey . H e  alw ays declared that I be
lon ged  to  him — and that he w ou ld  som e 
day have m e. Y o u  see, D ew ey  was the 
sort o f  m an w h o  is very  persistent in try 
ing to  get w hat he w ants, and w h o doesn ’t 
value it very  m uch on ce he ’s g ot it. H e  
hated to  be beaten. P robab ly  he liked me 
as w ell as it w as possib le fo r  h im  to  like 
any  one w om an. A t  any rate he was a 
trouble to  m e. I  w as always m eeting him  
and being plagued by  him .”

“ Y e t  y ou  w ent aw ay fro m  H idden  Bay 
w ith  him  as soon  as he crook ed  his finger 
a fter— after------- ”

Joh n ny cou ld n ’t finish. Som ething 
sw elled in his throat and choked him.

Som eth ing in his breast hurt m ore than 
his w ound.

“ N ot w ith  him , Joh n ny ,”  she said 
quickly. “ H e  had m y m other always on 
his side, fo r  one thing. H e  had m oney. 
W e  d id n ’t. T h ree  o f  us had to  live on the 
incom e from  the funds m y  father left to 
me, and that was a g o o d  deal less than 
w e w ere used to.

“ M am m a and D ew ey ’s sister w ere 
aboard his yacht w hen she steam ed into 
H idden  Bay. T h e y  had com e fo r  me. 
T h ere  w ou ld  have been m ore or  less d is
agreeableness i f  I ’d re fu sed  to  go  hom e
w ith them. A n d — and------- ”  She hesitated
a little. “ I ’m  try ing  to be frank, Johnny. 
I ’d got in pretty  deep at H idden  B ay m y
se lf. I was getting a fra id  o f  w here I was 
going . Y o u  were a nice boy , but you  w ere 
on ly  a boy  then, and y o u ’d never been 
out in the w orld . I  had. I d idn ’t know —
som etim es I --------  O h , fid d lestick s !”  she
broke o ff. “ W h a t ’s the use m e try ing  to 
explain  anything like that? I ’d been 
through  the mill even then, and m aybe I ’d 
got a little hardened.

“ Y o u ’ve accused m e m ore than once 
this sum m er o f  being  self-cen tered  and 
fickle— and several other things. But 
d o n ’t y ou  see that it w ou ld  have been 
rather terrible fo r  m e to  have shot D ew ey  ? 
A n d ,”  she concluded , getting to  her feet, 
“ I ’m  a fra id  all this isn ’t g o o d  fo r  you . I 
should never have excited  you  by talking 
about all this. I t ’s all over and done any
w ay .”

“ I  suppose so ,”  Johnny m uttered. 
“ W h a t are y ou  g o in g  to  d o  n o w ?  G o  
back  sou th ?”

“ I  expect. Sam e o ld  th ing in the same 
o ld  w ay ,”  she m anaged to  sm ile again. 
“ I ’ve been a sort o f  prop  fo r  a lon g  time. 
M am m a, w h o is a rather neurotic sort 
o f  a person , has very  conveniently  m an
aged to  get herself m arried  to  a m oderately 
w ealthy m an, I find, since I ’ve been on 
this trip. S o  the fa ct that U n cle  B en  has 
got aw ay w ith  m y little inheritance doesn ’t 
m atter so m uch. I  earn a fa ir  salary. I 
can live well on  m y  pay  and still save 
som ething fo r  a rainy day .”

“ A n d  y o u ’re through  up here n o w ? ”
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She nodded.
“ I ’ve o ften  looked at y ou  this sum m er 

and thought to  m yself that y ou  w ere about 
as self-cen tered  a piece o f  hum anity as I ’d 
ever encountered .”  Johnny tried to m ake 
his tone m atter o f  fact, but it cost him 
an effort. “ I guess m aybe I w as w rong. 
I think m aybe it ’s ju st that y o u ’re se lf- 
sufficient. T h ere ’s a d ifferen ce .”

Jess stood beside his bed, a trim , dainty 
figure. H er  dark eyes regarded him  seri
ously.

“ I ’ve had to  b e ,”  she said sim ply, co n 
v incingly. “ I ’ve had to stand on  m y ow n  
feet, or  fall pretty  hard. I ’ve g row n  used 
to  it. E ven  i f  things g o  badly I get along. 
I ’d rather laugh than cry , any tim e.”

“ Y o u ’re a fu n n y  little fe llow , Jess, o ld  
dear,”  Johnny said w ith  a sudden, in ex 
plicable w ave o f  tenderness. “ W ill you  
com e and see m e again b e fo re  y ou  go 
aw ay ?”

“ I f  you  w ant m e to ,”  she answ ered 
evenly.

“ D o  y o u  w ant t o ? ”
“ I f  y o u  want m e to, I d o ,”  she repeated, 

faintly sm iling.
“ Y o u ’re the m ost casual person  I k n ow ,”  

he said, sm othering a little touch o f  resent
ment. “ Y o u  w ander into a m an ’s life  
and m ake him  love you . Y o u  drop  out, 
apparently not caring  a dam n. Y o u  com e 
w andering back  a fter  a lon g  time, just as 
casually. A n d  y o u ’ ll g o  again the same 
w ay. I suppose.”

'T 'H E  red flashed in Jessie ’s cheeks. H er 
fingers plucked nervously  at the white 

counterpane. She looked dow n  at Johnny, 
with those tw o brilliant dabs o f  color  
w idening on  her cheeks. She stood  silent

fo r  m any seconds, and Johnny suddenly 
put his hand ov er  his eyes to  shut out the 
sight o f  her. She turned a w a y ; w alked 
to  the d o o r ;  stopped w ith  her hand on  the 
k n o b ; then very  slow ly  cam e back to  his 
bedside.

“ Y o u ’re a p rou d  and stubborn devil, 
aren ’t y o u ? ”  she breathed. T h e  touch  o f  
passion  in her vo ice  m ade Joh n ny start. 
But he lay quiet, coverin g  his face . H e  
w ou ldn ’t look  at her.

“ L isten  to me, Johnny A k h orn . I  d id n ’t 
g o  aw ay casually. A n d  I d id n ’t com e back 
so casually as you  think. I meant to  com e 
back. I fibbed to y o u  that night on  shore, 
the night you  sw am  ashore.

“ I fo llow ed  you  because I w anted to  talk 
to  you . I knew  y ou  all the tim e. I  knew  
you  w ere in com m and o f  the W e s t  b y  
N o r t h  b e fo re  I cam e at all. It  d oesn ’t 
m atter h ow  I knew. A n d  I knew  w hat 
you  w ere thinking w hen y ou  sat on  that 
block  in the m oon light. W h en  I asked 
you  to  kiss m e, it w asn ’t ju st a w him . I f  
you  w eren ’t a--------”

But Johnny A k h o rn ’s hand cam e o f f  his 
eyes and clutched her so  that she stopped 
short in the m iddle o f  the sentence.

A n d  w hen the prim , m iddle-aged  nurse 
quietly opened the d o o r  som e fe w  m in 
utes later she was properly  scandalized to 
find a dangerously  w oun ded  m an holding 
betw een his hands the tear-stained but 
happily sm iling face  o f  a y ou n g  w om an  on 
her knees beside his bed. In  fact, said 
dangerously  w oun ded  m an w as in the act 
o f  bestow ing  a kiss upon  said sm iling 
countenance. A n d  w hen they looked  up 
neither seem ed particularly to  care what 
the nurse thought. T h ey  really seem ed to 
consider her an intruder.

Hk
M R .  M E L L O N ’S C O M M E N T

MR . M E L L O N , secretary o f  the treasu ry , m any times a m illionaire and a 
business genius, was discussing business p sych o logy  recently at a luncheon  
in the national capital.

“ T h e  d ifference betw een a business and a religious revival,”  he e x 
plained, “ is that y ou  d on ’t m ake a business revival a  success b y  crow d in g  to  the 
m ou rner ’s ben ch .”
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What “ Loosh” wanted was an automobile. What he got was a plenty.

O U  ch ea ted ! C h eated ! C h eated !”  
“ D id n ’t !  D id n ’t ! ”
C h e a t! L i e ! H ot vituperation 

passed the fighting point. T h e 
m assive m ulatto crou ch ed  as i f  he meant 
to spring  upon  and overp ow er the small 
w hite b o y ;  yet the dauntless little fe llow  
held his g rou nd  :

“ D are y o u ! D o u b l e  dare you  to  s h o o t !”
E ye to  eye the fierce antagonists glared 

at each other in D o cto r  L am ar’s garden, 
w here yellow  L u ciu s had hoed o f f  a 
sm ooth  space fo r  their m arble gam e. A  
thick hedge o f  m ock  orange concealed the 
vegetable patch fr o m  Lam arsdale resi
dence, and gave the little b oy  his chance 
to play m arbles w ith the gardener, craw l
ing in the dust and squabbling like ch il
dren o f  the same age, though  “ L o o sh ”  was 
three times as o ld  as R anny L am ar, and 
fou r  tim es bigger. T h e  tom ato plants 
that L oosh  should have been setting out 
lay w ilting  in the sun.

N either o f  the w ranglers saw D octor  
L am ar step d ow n  fro m  his rear porch , nor 
suspected that he saw th em ; so  w hen his 
fo rb o d in g  shadow  fell across their m arble 
ring, L oosh  d idn ’t even glance up, but

scram bled around on  all fou rs  and grabbed 
his trow el, exh ib iting  to  the boss noth ing  
but the vast dusty  seat o f  his overalls, and 
the great blue X  o f  his suspenders.

A cco rd in g  to  L o o sh  H a v e r ’s notion  
there ought to be som e law  against any
bod y  w ork in g  on  F rid ay  a ftern oon s, so  
n igh to  Saturday. Y e t  here he was, sw eat
ing at hard labor, and w hile the boss hung 
around, w atering  his y ou n g  plants, L oosh  
hadn 't a d o g 's  chance to  escape.

“ L u ciu s ,”  the d octor  rem inded him  as 
he led aw ay his m eddling heir, “ w e want 
to  get ou r tom atoes in the grou n d  b e fo re  
night, so they ’ll catch  a rain .”

“ W e !  W e ! ”  L oosh  snorted to  h im 
self. “ W e  d o n ’t w ant to  g it n o th in ’  set 
out. I t ’s je s ’ h im . H ear d a t?  D ere ’s de 
locus train .”

B oth  ears pricked  up like a  rabbit’s as 
the ba by -faced  gardener stood  listening to  
the southbound local w hich  blew  fo r  their 
plantation stop. E v ery  tenant w ou ld  be 
perched on  the edge o f  the store gallery 
w atch ing to  see w ho w ent traveling and 
w h o g ot o f f ;  but L o o sh  w ou ldn ’t see a 
th ing except w ork , w ork , w ork .

T h e  local continued  its jou rn ey  w ithout
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his assistance, and le ft  L oosh  staring 
across the fields to  the State h ighw ay along 
w hich  an insolent little red auto went 
w hizzing  southw ard fro m  R o llin g  F ork .

“ G e e !”  he grinned. “ I ’d love  to  ride 
in one o ’ dem  things— on de back seat—- 
sm okin ’ seegyards— w id  b o fe  legs dan
g lin ’ out, like ’twas m ine.”

T h e  picture tickled him . H e  cou ld  
visualize his Sunday gray suit, spraw ling 
on  the rear cushion, surrounded by  m ore  
sm oke than a levee m achine, hanging his 
legs over either door  that suited him, w hile 
country  negroes dodged  out o f  the road 
and sw allow ed his dust.

“ I ’m  g o in ’ to  have a r e d  un ,”  L oosh  
chuckled and nodded. “ A n y  co lor , je s ’ 
so it ’s r e d .”

T h e bon dm an ’s im agination soared 
am ong a fre e d o m  o f  cigars and w hirring 
wheels and scuttling pedestrian s; his face  
brightened like an am iable fu ll m oon , then 
w ent dark again w hen he saw  a gray 
derby hat bob  up suddenly fro m  behind 
the garden fence. A t  first glim pse L oosh  
recognized  the derby  o f  a certain brow n 
skinned stranger w ho scouted by  night, 
exh ortin g  Lam arsdale tenants to  leave the 
plantation fo r  easy job s  and big  pay in 
Chicago.

“ S h !”  T h e  brow n-sk inned  stranger 
beckoned. “ D o n ’t m ake no fuss, M r. 
H aver. C om e here.”

“ W h a t y ou  w a n t?”  L oosh  queried cau
tiously over the fence.

“ H a s .y o u  decided to  g o  w ith  u s ? ”  C ray  
D erb y  w hispered fro m  his h iding place 
in the w eeds.

“ Som etim es I is  ’c id e d ; den ag 'in  I a in ’ t 
’c id ed .”

“ F o ’ dollars a day to start o n ,”  the labor 
agent pattered. “ T hen  six, ten, tw elve 
dollars an ’ up. E asy hours, seven ontil 
f o ’ . A ll w ork  in the shade. Theayters, 
dances. C ircus s ix  m onths at a time.

“ A ll y o u ’ve g ot to  do  is catch the north 
bound local to -m orrow . D o n ’t let n obody  
see y ou  get on  here. G o  up to  R o llin g  
F ork . I ’ll be aboard w ith  y o ’ ticket. R e 
served seat n igh the w in dow . F ree  ex cu r
sion--------”

“ I  ’zires one o ’ dem  red autom obiles,”

L oosh  observed  irrelevantly, g iv in g  his 
s low  head a je rk  tow ard  the road w here 
the sam e seductive car again went dash
ing past, ju st to tantalize him.

“ H u h !”  G ray D erby  scorned cheap fliv
vers. “ Y o u ’ll drive a heap finer car.
F o ’teen dollars a day, an ’ up--------”

“ L o o k  o u t ! G it a w a y !”
Scared  by  L o o sh ’s w arning, G ray  D erby  

vanished am ong the J im son  w eeds, while 
the gardener h im self tum bled backw ard 
and w as bu sy  setting out tom atoes w hen a 
little g irl raced along  the w alk, sh ou tin g : 

“ O h , L o o s h ! L o o s h ! G uess w hat? 
Ju lia ’s com e back. Ju lia ’s com e back. O n 
the local. R un  qu ick .”

R apturous M arion  L am ar w as thirteen 
n ow , her blue eyes sparkling w ith  delight 
as she w hirled  and w ent fly ing through  
the garden gate to  w elcom e a beloved  
nurse.

In  a m aze o f  fuddlem ent L oosh  stood 
gazing  a fter  the child. Surprises w ere 
double team ing on  him. H e  w as still un
settled in m ind about believing G ray 
D erby, still shaking his head ov er  a sus
p icion  o f  city  n egroes that sold  anti
kink m edicine and took  orders fo r  B ibles, 
w hen here cam e Julia, back fr o m  C hicago.

Julia cou ld  tell him  the truth, so L oosh  
shuffled his sluggish  b od y  around a corner 
o f  the b ig  house and w atched the nurse 
as she cam e in at the fron t gate, clasping 
the tiny M argaret b y  one hand and M arion  
by  the other.

D o cto r  and M rs. L am ar w aited on  their 
porch , ready to  shake hands. A n d  L oosh  
took  particular notice that Julia had hired 
a n egro  b oy  to  carry  her suit case. But it 
was Julia ’s stylish clothes that m ade his 
eyes pop. E ven  w hen she used to p ick  
cotton , the g ir l ’s dresses had alw ays fitted 
her slim  y ou n g  figure, fo r  Julia sew ed 
every  stitch h erself. N o w  she w ore  a 
m ost incredible stripety silk, w ith  fu rs, a 
pock etbook  sw inging  by  its golden  chain, 
and jin g lin g  contraptions at her belt. Julia 
sure w as dolled  up, w hile L o o sh  surveyed 
his ow n  tattered overalls.

It m ust be grand to  live in C h icago. T h e 
gardener halted, trow el in hand, his m outh 
propped  w ide open , en vyin g  Julia ’s recep
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tion. D o cto r  L am ar m ade her sit right 
d ow n  in  a rock in g -ch air, w hile M rs. La
m ar called a house girl to  fetch  som e ice 
w ater. A n d  L oosh  blinked as he w it
nessed the city  nonchalance w ith  w hich 
Julia tossed the boy  a dim e fo r  totin g  her 
gripsack.

E verybod y  on  Lam arsdale, w hite and 
black, knew  h ow  m uch sense Julia had. 
T h e g irl w as sharp as tacks and kept the 
white fo lk s laughing at her m anagem ent 
o f  a dressm aking departm ent— tw enty-tw o 
w om en w ork in g  under her. Julia got 
th irty-five dollars a w eek, and chattered 
so sw iftly  that it was a lon g  tim e b e fore  
D o cto r  L am ar fou n d  his chance to sa y :

“ O h, L ucius, y o u ’d better finish plant
ing you r tom atoes. T h en  com e and listen 
to  Julia.”

A n y  boss can drive a m ule to  w ater. In  
the garden L oosh  stood  g low erin g  dow n  
upon the tom atoes. T h ose  plants w ould  
ju st be m ean enough  to g row . H e  must 
cut stakes and tie them  up. P o le  beans 
w ere peeping through the grou nd . S oon  
they ’d need an arbor. A n oth er  jo b . C orn  
to  be chopped out. N o  end o f  jo b s  fo r  
L oosh . A n d  there sat Julia, in fine clothes, 
drinking ice w ater on  the w hite fo lk s ’ ga l
lery.

L oosh  considered. H is  arm s began to 
droop . F rom  relaxed fingers the trow el 
fell, and stuck up. H e  le ft  it sticking up, 
beside a pile o f  shriveling tom ato plants, 
and clim bed the back  fence.

H E I R  train bow led  on  at th irty miles 
an hour, and L o o sh  bragged  on  at the 

rate o f  s ixty  about the red autom obile that 
he aim ed to  buy. “ Jes ’ w atch me. Y o u  
n iggers is been in  de cou n try  all y o ’ life , 
an ’ d on ’t k n ow  nothin ’ .”

R ed  w as his ob jective  w hen G ray  D erby  
unloaded them  in the black night at a place 
w hich  everybody  supposed to  be Chicago. 
Stupefied by  sleep, the squad o f  stum 
bling field hands went tram ping, tram p
ing, tram ping, until their herdsm an deliv 
ered his gang in a bunk house w here they 
sat dow n  to  eat at a lon g  table.

“ W h a t ’s I  d o in ’ h e re ? ”  L o o sh  w on 
dered. B e fo re  his breakfast had settled

he fou n d  out. A t  daylight he fou n d  h im 
se lf in  a vast fire -scorch ed  hole, d igg in g  
am ong  the stones w ith  a p ick ax . A ro u n d  
him , through  sm oke and fo g , he cou ld  
d im ly  discern  the shapes o f  about a m il
lion  other negroes, m aybe seven or  eight 
m ore ’n a m illion . A n d  w hite  m en, t o o ; 
m en that d id n ’t talk our regular U nited 
States talk. A b o v e  him a flock  o f  flying 
buckets kept L oosh  du ck in g  his head, 
buckets b igger than w agon  bodies, 
that sw ooped  through  the air like bu z
zards.

“ L o o k  o u t! B l a s t ! ”  som ebody  hollered, 
and fo lk s dodged  every w hich  w ay w hen 
all one end o f  the hole b lew  up.

“ G o lly ,”  L oosh  groaned. “ D is m us' be 
dat tow n what dey  calls ‘ F ran ce .’ ”

T h e sky com m en ced  raining rocks, and 
L o o sh  wanted to  quit, but a bristly  bearded 
forem an  yelled  fo r  their crew  to  start 
w ork  again. T h at forem an  had the w hole 
cro w d  bluffed .

“ I d on ’t like dis p lace,”  L oosh  m ut
tered.

“ Y o u  an’ m e b o fe ,”  w hispered a bandy
legged , b lue-capped negro beside him. “ I ’d 
ruther g o  back  to  ja il in C hicago— e f I 
had m on ey  to  git there.”

“ C h ica g o ?”  L o o sh ’s face  contracted 
w ith  in fantile  bew ilderm ent as he asked, 
“ A in ’t us in  C h ica g o ?”

“ See here, C ou n try ,”  the blue cap 
sneered, “ can ’t y ou  tell C h icago fro m  a 
hole in de g rou n ’ ?”

A s they w ork ed  side by  side w ith  pick 
and shovel, b lue-capped H en ry  put the 
country  negro w ise that, fo r  such danger
ous labor, agents like G ray  D erb y  fo o le d  
the m en here fr o m  a distance. A n d  when 
L oosh  eagerly suggested that he had 
m oney  to  pay railroad fare  fo r  both, they 
put their heads together— m ainly blue 
cap ’s head, fo r  L o o sh  d id n ’t have m uch 
head.

A ll day L oosh  d rove  d ow n  a nervous 
p ickax , his white eyes g lan cing  sh iftily  
around to  dod ge  the fly ing buckets, both  
ears cock ed  up to  catch  the slightest w arn
ing o f  a blast, and tw o  n im ble legs on  the 
hair trigger, ready to  ju m p  backw ard, f o r 
w ard o r  sidew ise. D aytim e w as h arrow 
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ing enough, but w hen night cam e, am idst 
the uproar o f  m any explosions, he w as 
w orse stam peded— hiding in a gully  w hile 
H en ry  stole their baggage, then running, 
staggering, blundering am ong  the blasted 
pits until H en ry  dum ped him  in a seat on  
the train.

A fte r  sitting on  so m any hard rocks, 
a s o ft  plush cushion  felt p ow erfu l g ood . 
L oosh  w riggled  around, got lu xu riou sly  
com fortab le , and c o n fid e d : "H e n ry , I ’m
g o in ’ to buy m e a red au tom obile.”

" Y o u  is, is y o u ?  H o w  m uch m oney 
you  got n o w ? ”

“ P len ty .”  L oosh  slapped a hand on  his 
pocket, then sprang up, slapped every 
pocket he had and w as fix in g  to yell when 
H en ry  pulled him  dow n.

“ Shet up I H e re ’s y o ’ wad— I sw iped 
e v ’yth ing you  had in y o ' c lo ’es. L et dat 
l ’arn you, never take up w id no strange 
nigger. I ’m  crook ed  m yself, but I 'm  g o in ’ 
straight w id  y o u .”

C rooked  o r  straight, L oosh  fo llow ed  
him blindly, dazzled by C h icago lights, 
until his guide w hispered at the shutter o f  
a da rk -fron t house. L o o sh  d id n ’t see any
bod y  u nlock  the door. It ju st clicked and 
let them up three flights o f  steps, w here 
H en ry  pushed him  into a stuffy  little room  
and lighted the lamp.

“ N ow  gim m e ten dollars.”
“ T e n  d o lla rs?”  L o o sh  balked. “ F or  

what ?”
“ Rent. In  advance.”
F rom  a qu ick  sale o f  his m ule at hom e, 

L oosh  had upw ard o f  fifty  dollars left, 
and doled  out the ten gru dging ly  as he 
o b s e rv e d :

" N o w ! D o t 's  over w id. Settles me fer 
dis year.”

“ I)is  year?  D is w e e k , ”  said H en ry , 
nodding  tow ard the bum py bed. “ L ie  
dow n fer  a hour, den I 'll help you  fin ’ a 
jo b .”

“ A  h o u r ?  Pay te n  dollars rent, an ’ 
sleep a h o u r ? ”

It d idn ’t seem  nigh an hour, but less 
than a m inute, w hen he was dragged out 
o f  b e d ; and a fter  their long, lon g  car ride 
L oosh  w as still w alking in his sleep when 
H en ry  leaned him against a wall that

show ed a sign  ov er  a d o o r :  “ E m p loy 
m ent.”

M obs o f  shabby m en, w hite m e n ,. black 
men, fou gh t and scuffled to  squeeze in 
first, and the w hole  bunch  w ent bu lging 
through w hen the d o o r  opened. B y  H en ry  
know ing the ropes so w ell he grabbed 
corn er seats in a room  full o f  benches, 
like church pew s, w here the hiring boss 
cou ld n ’t help seeing L oosh . A n d  L oosh  
being the biggest m an in  sight, it d idn 't 
take the h iring  l>oss tw o  seconds to  pick 
him out. “ C om e h ere ! Y o u ! ”

“ N o w  den ,”  H en ry  w hispered, “ m e V  
y o u ’s square— an ’ th rou g h ."

A  F A T  G erm an led L o o sh  dow nstairs 
in to  a cellar that fe lt co ld er  than an 

ice b o x , and show ed his new  stacker how  
to catch each m ilk case as it cam e dow n  
a conveyor, like sacks o f  cotton  seed slid 
ing dow n  a skidw ay. E ach  case held six  
em pty b o tt le s ; they w ere light, and the 
con veyor  fetched  them . L o o sh  d id n ’t 
even have to  m ove  out o f  his tracks.

“ L ordee , boss,”  he grinned, “ dis here 
contraption  does a ll  de w o rk .”

“ Y a h ,”  the forem an  agreed. “ D er 
m achine does every t’ings. Y o u  m ust on ly  
stack.”

T hat was all that L o o sh  did , stack, 
stack, s ta ck ; finish one row , sh ift his co n 
v eyor, and begin  another row . A  case o f  
bottles was alw ays there, w aiting to  go  
011 it. Stack, stack, stack. Cases poured 
dow n  upon him from  a cubby-hole  in the 
wall, up near the ceiling, a ceaseless to r 
rent o f  m ilk cases, m ore cases, m ore  cases. 
I f  L oosh  fum bled, or  lost a  second, they 
liegan to  pile up.

H e  got scared. Suppose he cou ld n ’t 
handle ’em fast enough, h e ’d be mashed 
to death, sm othered by  m illions and m il
lions o f  m ilk cases. Stack, stack, stack.

A n oth er n egro  passed through  the room , 
shoving a funny little cart. L oosh  had no 
tim e to  turn his head, but inquired over 
his sh ou lder: “ Say, don 't dese bottles
n e v e r  s to p ? ”

“ Y o u  stops. A t  f o ’  o ’c lo ck .”
“ D en I ’ll g it a g ood  rest, S addy  an ’ 

S unday.”
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“ H u h !”  T h e  city -broke negro passed 
on  w ith  his cart. “ D is boss ain ’t never 
even heard o ’ Christm as.”

Stack, stack, stack.

I T  was well into the night, a fter riding 
, all the w ron g  cars that he cou ld  catch, 

w hen L oosh  dropped  lim p upon his ow n 
fron t step, rested a w hile, then hobbled 
across the street and dow n  an eating- 
house stairw ay, w hich  sm elled much 
stouter than other stairw ays. T h e hungry 
stacker craved som ething stout.

“ W h a t ’s y o u r n ? ”  dem anded a short- 
skirted quadroon , w ith  her gold  tooth  and 
chew ing  gum .

“ K in  I g it a bite o ’ su p p er?”
“ T h is  is ou r d in n e r  h our,”  the waitress 

lo ft ily  in form ed  him.
“ A in ’t you  got no scraps le f ’ o v e r? ”
“ P o rk  chops, ham ’n ’eggs--------”  She rat

tled o f f  her bill o f  fare, to  each item o f  
w hich the ravenous L oosh  assented.

“ W h a t ’s y o ’ o rd e r?  T a lk  q u ic k !”
“ Please m a ’am, fetch  dat grub w hich  

you  say.”
“ A ll o f  i t ? ”  H er  gold  tooth  flashed, 

and rations began to  arrive. T h e diligent 
feeder ate what cam e and sopped all dishes 
until he’d  polished the bottom  o f  his very 
last plate. T h en  the waitress dropped  a 
ticket b e fo re  him.

“ N o  m o ’ .”  H e r  custom er rose and gave 
the girl a quarter.

“ T h an k s,”  she snapped, and L oosh  had 
started out w hen  she grabbed his elbow . 
“ P ay  y o ’ ch eck .”

“ D on e  pa id ,”  L oosh  answ ered firmly.
“ T h at’s m y tip. G it m e, fa r m e r !”  H er 

go ld  tooth  glittered in L oosh ’s face. “ Y ou  
ain ’t try in ’ to settle fo r  all y ou  et w id  no 
tw en ty-fi’ cen ts? C ough  up one ninety. 
Sudden .”

B ehind him L oosh  heard a snicker, saw 
a room fu l o f  black faces turned tow ard 
him , a room fu l o f  rolling white eyes, o f  
g leam ing teeth, and the grins o f  sophisti
cated diners. T h ey  riled him. H e bayed 
their jeerin g  pack.

“ D at’s right, n iggers! L a f f !  L a ff an ’ 
show  y o ’ ign ’ance. P m  got plenty m oney. 
C o in ’ to buy m e a autom obile.”

5A—POP.

N o, siree, he d id n ’t let those city  ne
groes bullyrag him , not a bit, but paid his 
check, stalked across the street, and groped  
his w ay  upstairs.

“ H u h ! D ollar ninety, w id  tw o  bits ex - 
try, jes  fo r  a snack. N o w  den, I 'll git 
ten dollars ’ w uth out o ’ dis bed .”

T en  dollars. T h e  long-d istance sleeper 
had already collected  ten dollars’ w orth , 
m aybe eleven, and was still getting value 
fo r  his m oney w hen the landlady sh ook  
him.

“ G it u p ! G it u p !”  the scraw ny w om an 
ordered . “ L em m e clean dis room . I t ’s 
w ay atter three o ’ c lock .”

“ T h re e ? ”  L oosh  rolled  over. “ D en I 
better hurry to  m y  jo b .”

“ D at you  needn ’t. Y o u  ain ’t g ot nary 
jo b .”

A  L O S T  jo b  is a lost jo b , and w ou ldn ’t 
have bothered L oosh  i f  he cou ld  on ly  

find som ebody to listen w hen he talked. 
It w as m ighty lonesom e fun , prom enading 
the streets fo r  a week, buying  all co lors 
o f  red autom obiles through  the w indow s, 
and bragging  to  h im self how  sw ift he 
meant to travel.

C hicago fo lk s d id n ’t behave sociable. 
T h ey  w alked right aw ay fro m  him  w hen 
he began to  tell about it. H e  failed  to 
locate the store gallery on  w hich  they sat 
and argufied as the steam  cars passed by. 
E ven  his board ing-house neighbors 
slam m ed their doors in L o o sh ’s face  to  
keep fro m  open ing  their m ouths.

Suppressed conversation  sizzled inside 
o f  him like a pop  bottle, and was bursting 
out w hen he d iscovered  an open  door , 
and heard voices. H e  m eant no harm , he 
on ly  yearned fo r  com panionship  in the 
board ing  house w hen he ram bled in no
cently to  the open  d oor  and peered w ist
fu lly  within.

“ H o w d y , f o lk s !”
H e  saw the scraw ny w om an  in her rock 

ing-chair, sitting opposite a b ig -fa ced  black 
man, flabby jaw ed , w hose w ooden  leg 
stuck out straight in fron t o f  him . T he- 
couple d idn ’t appear to  be doin g  a th ing 
except ta lk ; and that’s all that L oosh  de
sired to do, talk.
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“ H o w d y , f o lk s !”  H is  fr ien d ly  face  
beam ed upon  them, but clouded  w hen the 
p eg -legged  m an spoke so b r ie fly :

“ W h a t y ou  w a n t?”  .
“ I  b o ’ds here,”  the intruder sm iled m ost 

affably.
“ Y o u  d on ’t board  in d is  ro om ,”  his ow n  

landlady took  sides against him. “ Can’t 
y ou  see dat m e an ’ P er fessor  K illian  is 

.con versin ’ ?”
“ P rou d  to  m ake y o ’ ’quaintance, ’F es- 

sor K illian .”  L oosh  advanced w ith ex 
tended hand w hen the scraw ny w om an 
leaped up and stopped him. “ I w a ’n ’t 
in terju cin ’ you  to  de perfessor. G it ou t.”

“ I jes  thought-------- ”
“ D o  y o ’ th inkin ’ in de s treet!”
“  ’ Scuse m e,”  L oosh  retorted. “  ’ Scuse 

m e, ‘ B utterm ilk ,’ I d idn ’ t know  you  was 
sou r .”

T h e  scraw ny w om an bristled like an in 
furiated cat, w hile peg -legged  K illian  
opened  his b lue-gum m ed lips and laughed.

“ B u tterm ilk ! B u tterm ilk !”  he roared 
at the w om an. “ H ere, stranger. C om e 
b a ck ! C om e b a ck !”  B ut L o o sh  had al
ready started dow nstairs, and never even 
turned his head.

C :A D D L I N G  the m erry  horse laugh upon 
^  his landlady m ade L oosh  step proud  
as he strutted forth  from  the boarding 
house and purchased a w alk ing stick with 
a blazing ruby  in its handle.

“ D at co lo r  je s  m atches m y autom obile. 
N o w  I done got rested fr o m  stackin ’ all 
dem  m ilk bottles, I ’ll p ick  m e out a easy 
jo b — f o ’teen dollars an ’ u p .”

B y  this enlightened period  in his city  
career, “ E m ploym en t”  signs had becom e 
fam ilia r; but such increasing crow d s o f  
scrouging, pushing, jos tlin g  m en sur
rounded  them  that L o o sh  cou ld n ’t draw  
nigh. B ig  as he was, fo lk s kept shoving  
h im  to  on e s id e ; and i f  the “ E m ploym en t”  
d o o r  opened at all, it w as on ly  fo r  a man 
to  poke out his head and holler, “ N oth in ’ 
d o in ’ .”
. N oth in g  doing. N oth in g  doin g  all that 
week, and on  M on da y  m orn ing, w hen the 
scraw ny w om an  cam e to  his room  fo r  her 
ten dollars in advance, L oosh  cou ld  on ly

d ig  up s ix  eighty-three b y  scraping  every 
pocket.

“ I  ain ’t p ro jick ed  aw ay no change,”  he 
blandly assured the lady, “  ‘ cept f o ’ bits 
here an ’ tw o  bits dere. D is pock etbook  
useter be plum  full o ’ m on ey .”

“ D o n ’t m ake n o  d iffunce w hat u s e t e r  be 
in it, e f  dat’s all y o u  got n o zv .”

T h at night L o o sh  toted his gripsack  to 
a bed house— tw enty-five cents.

T h e  bed-house m anager had on ly  one 
e y e ; he saw  on ly  one thing, the quarter 
that L oosh  gave him , and pointed to a 
bed. “ N o w  w atch y o ’ step.”

A n y b o d y  w ou ld  have suspected this fo r  
a deadfall w here the cra ftiest stepper must 
w atch his step in a b ig  room  fu ll o f  eots, 
w ith on ly  space enough  to  squeeze be 
tween. U n der  the single light and 
am ong the m any shadow s, L oosh  cou ld  
see a half acre o f  m en ly in g  still as logs. 
H ere  and there a haggard, sleepless one 
sized up the n ew com er w ith  appraising 
eyes, L o o sh  being  w ell dressed, and a cot
ton  p low  line tied round his suit case 
advertising him  fo r  innocent prey.

H e  d id n ’t step far, on ly  to the cot, 
kicked his suit case underneath and 
prom ptly  died aw ay, com in g  to  h alf life  
w hen he fe lt som ebody  fu m bling  at him 
w ith  the sooth ing  touch  o f  an O riental 
servant w h o m assages his m aster’s feet. 
In  a state o f  sem iconsciousness it m ade 
L oosh  m ore  d row sy , and he grunted like 
a sow  in  a w allow  having her back 
scratched by  a corn cob . T h en  a rough  
jerk , and on e shoe nearly cam e o ff. T h e 
th ie f w aked L oosh , and L o o sh  w aked the 
bed  house. “ K etch  dat n ig g e r ! Y o n  he 
g o !  Y o n  he g o ! ”

“ Shet up, f o o l !”  T h e  on e-eyed  m an
ager tried to  m ake h im  hush.

“ H e ’s g ot m y  grip sack ! A n ’ a ll  m y 
m o n e y !”

“ H u s h !”  A  on e-eyed  m an cannot 
w atch everybody . "D id  y o u  think you  
was registered at the B lackston e?”

P \ E R E  n o w ! P icked  cleaner’n a ja y 
b ir d !”  T h e  Lam arsdale im m igrant 

tottered in to C h icago ’s streets w ith  no 
place to  g o , so unattached and foo t-loose
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that it scared him . E ven  his gripsack, 
a link that had fo rm erly  bound him  to  the 
scraw ny w om an ’s kennel, that, too , w as 
gone.

“ L u ck y  I g ot dese shogs— an’ dis 
w alk in ’ s tick ; ’cause I  sh o ’ is ’bleeged to 
d o  s o m e  w alkin ’ .”

L oosh  was thinking n ow , th inking w ith 
his stom ach, and he started north. T h e  
instinct o f  em ptiness gu ided  him  in that 
direction . T o  the north  lay his best chance 
fo r  breakfast, in the white fo lk s ’ part o f  
tow n, around the hotels w here Southern 
ers congregated.

It was a lon g  and lim ping jou rn ey  be
fo re  L oosh  reached the A u d itoriu m  H o 
tel, in fron t o f  w hich  he took  his stand 
and began to  w atch, but m ainly to  listen. 
B y  the ear can a Southerner be in fa llib ly  
detected, though  his N orth ern  m asquerade 
m ay deceive the eye. S o  L o o sh  held open 
his ear like a sh ip ’s funnel, catch ing every 
sound as tw o  y ou n g  m en strolled out.

T h ey  w ere strangers, and the so ft  syl
lables o f  their speech rippled like m olasses 
being pou red  on  hot biscuit, like grits and 
gravy , like all the sub-trop ica l delicacies 
that L oosh  never heard o f  in Chicago. 
H om esick , sm acking his lips, he fe ll in 
behind and trailed them  to  a corn er w here 
they stopped to  argue about w hich  w ay 
to  go.

“ Y o u  wants to  fin ’ de Sally  H o te l? ”  
L oosh  stepped b e fo re  them  w ith  his m ost 
engaging grin. “ Jes fo lle r  m e .”

T h e  strangers sm iled and sauntered 
along, chatting w ith  L o o sh  about their 
crops back  hom e, until they reached the 
L a  Salle, w here the taller you n g  m an took  
one real g o o d  look  at their pilot. L oosh  
w ore  his on ly  rem aining clean shirt, a 
white collar and sporty  necktie. H is  gray  
suit was quite presentable. H e  carried a 
cane.

“ Y o u  seem  to  be do in g  pretty  w ell in 
C h ica g o?”  the Southerner rem arked w ith 
am used am iability.

“ F ine, boss. F ine. I ’m  fix in ’ to  buy m e 
a autom obile— a r e d  un .”

Instantly L oosh  cou ld  have bit o f f  his 
boastfu l tongue, fo r  the breakfast p ros
pect, instead o f  g iv ing  him  a quarter,

handed him  a cigar, w ith  congratu lations 
on  his prosperity .

“ T h an k  you  very  m uch. G o o d -b y .”  
“ D ere  n o w !”  L oosh  collapsed  on  the 

hotel steps. “ D id  y ou  ever hear de beat 
o ’ dat fe r  a f o o l ? ”

B ut L o o sh  never put his fo o t  in that 
hole again. T h e  next easy m ark  in a 
Panam a netted him  fifty  cents, w ith  the 
suggestion  that h e ’d better g o  South. S o  
L o o sh  im m ediately hustled southw ard, 
clutch ing the coin  in  his palm  until he 
fou n d  a sign, “ C o ffee  & S andw ich  15c.”  

F rom  the street it seem ed no m ore  than 
ju st a com m on  gru b-in -th e-cellar jo in t, 
dow n  som e trash-strew n steps w hich  
L o o sh  w arily  descended, then edged him 
se lf on to  a stool at the oilc loth  counter. 
H is  cup o f  slops disappeared at a gulp, 
the sandw ich in tw o  bites.

“ G im m e another sa n d w ich !”
B y  lin gerin g  over the second  course  

L o o sh  cou ld  hold his seat, to  rest and look  
around. N ot m uch  to  see, on ly  a vague 
and vacant room  at the rear, the m iddle o f  
its floor being  cleared fo r  d a n cin g ; tables 
a long  the side, a piano.

“ H on k y ton k ,”  he decided w ithout en
thusiasm , fo r  noth ing can be sadder than 
a honkytonk in daylight. T h en  out o f  the 
g loom  som ebody  called him  : “ H ere , you  ! 
H aver. C om e back  here.”

T h e voice  sounded friend ly , and L o o sh ’s 
loneliness turned eagerly tow ard  it.

“ W h o  dat know  m e so g o o d ? ”  he que
ried, then saw  a m an, the on ly  person  in 
the room , sitting alone at a table near the 
f r o n t ; and L oosh  m ight not have recog 
n ized him  except fo r  his w ooden  leg.

“ L o r d e e !”  H is b ig, round face  illum i
nated. “ D ere ’s ’F essor  K illian .”

“ M e, an’ n obod y  else. C om e back
here. Y o u  sholy  handed m e a laugh on  
that ‘ B utterm ilk ’ w om an . Sit dow n.
W h e re  are y ou  liv ing n o w ? ”

“ A in ’t liv in ’ no place. I  don e m ov ed .”  
T h at m ade the p ro fe sso r  laugh a heap 

louder, and one w ord  brou gh t on  another 
until L o o sh  told  about h ow  he w as robbed 
in  the bed house.

“ B um ped y o ’ head fo r  a sucker, did 
h e ? ”  K illian  haw -haw ed, and- slapped
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L oosh  on  the back, w hich  m ade all the 
em pty insides o f  him  rum ble like a drum . 
“  ’ S all right, H aver. T h is  is m y  place, 
an ’ you  w on ’t sleep in the street.”

“ D is y o ’ place ?”
“ M y  caffay. S u re .”  T h ere  cou ld  be 

no m istaking the tone o f  proprietorsh ip  
in which K illian  shouted fo r  his counter 
m a n : “ J a k e ! J a k e !”

“ W h a t you  w ant, b o s s? ”  H is counter 
man bent respectfu lly  over K illian ’s table, 
a  saddle-colored  thug in a red-striped shirt 
w hose open collar show ed the scar w here 
som ebody had unfortunately  failed  to  cut 
Jake’s throat.

“ Jake,”  the boss com m anded, “ let H aver 
sleep here. In  the m orn ings h e ’ll sw eep 
ou t to  pay fo r  his lod g in g .”

“ S h o w ill,”  L oosh  agreed.
It m ade L oosh  feel settled to  have n ice 

lodg in gs ju st fo r  a little sw eeping up. 
T h at arranged all his business, he thought. 
B ut L oosh  had another think com in g, and 
kept thinking, thinking all day as he hung 
around the lunch counter and gave the 
peg-legged  p ro fe sso r  plenty o f  chances; 
yet K illian  never spoke one single w ord  
about rations.

N either did Jake. Jake fo rg o t  to  call 
the lodger w hen dinner tim e ca m e ; and 
likew ise overlook ed  him  at supper, lo o k 
ing ov er  the top  o f  L o o sh ’s head w hile 
L oosh  stood  there in the m iddle o f  the 
floor w here a blind m an cou ld  see him.

l^ T L L I A N ’S honkytonk stank o f  stale 
tobacco, fo g g y  in its pall o f  dead 

sm oke, and fou l w ith  the overn ight od or  
o f  m any dancers. A s  Jake opened its 
fron t d oor  fo r  business, a m orn ing  fresh 
ness crept w ithin, but on ly  a little w ay. 
It seem ed to  stop, to  bank up like a wall 
against the atm osphere o f  the tango room . 
E arly  custom ers at the counter sw allow ed 
their co ffee  and rushed out. G rouchy 
Jake kept busy slid ing dishes across the 
oilcloth . Presently  he paused to  b e llow : 
“ H e r e ! Y o u !  B ack  y o n d e r !”

B ack  yonder, in a m urky corner, a hud
dle o f  som ething barely stirred upon  its 
bench, and Jake yelled im patiently : “ G it 
up, I  s a y !”

L oosh  roused h im self fro m  a hard 
board  on  w hich  he had slept w ith  his 
w added  coat fo r  a p illow , roused h im self, 
sat up, blinked stupidly, and m u ttered : 
“ F o ’teen dollars— an ’ u p .”

“ Sw eep  o u t !”  Jake shouted.
T h e  lod g er ’s toilet w as already m ade. 

H e  had slept in it. N o w  he need on ly 
p ick  up his b room  to  sw eep out a bushel 
o f  cigar stum ps and litter fr o m  last n ight’s 
revelry.

“ M o rn in ’ , Jake-------- ”
“ M i s t e r  W a l t e r s , ”  Jake scow lin gly  c o r 

rected him  from  behind the counter. 
L o o sh  sw ept on  in silence, gathered his 
garbage into the can, and put aside the 
broom .

“ N o w  den, M ister W a lters ,”  he tried  to 
sm ile, “ I ’se through .”

“ T h rou gh , is y o u ? ”
“ U hu. F in ished  up je s  in  tim e fer  

break fas ’ , d idn ’t I ? ”  T o  w hich  Jake re
turned no encouraging reply.

F olk s cam e in, gobbled  their grub and 
le ft , never saying “ b o o ”  to  L oosh . H e  
sim ply did not understand this tow n. A t  
meal tim e on  Lam arsdale no stranger 
cou ld  pass a cabin w here they neglected 
an invitation  to  their table. M aybe L oosh  
w asn ’t dressed slick enough  fo r  a city—  
he fetched his hat, sw ung his cane, and 
waited.

“ H u h ! I ’m  je s ’ bound to know  whar I 
gits sum p’n ’ t ’eat.”

H e  glanced at the scar on  Jake’s throat, 
w hich seem ed redder, angrier, m ore  hos
tile. But L oosh  h a d  to  eat. P ossib ly  they 
expected  him  to help h im self, as a m em 
ber o f  the fam ily.

W h en  this happy inspiration  daw ned 
upon L oosh  H aver, his broad  face 
beam ed. T h a t ’s it. O f  course he ought 
to save M r. W a lters the trouble o f  serv
in g  him . S o  L oosh  grinned, kind o f  
hom elike, and sidled to  the counter. T h e  
nighest ration was je lly  roll. N on ch a
lantly and casually, as i f  he w eren ’t study
ing  w hat he did, L oosh  lifted  a b ig  glass 
th ing that covered  the rolls and took  tw o.

“ D rop  th a t !”
Startled by  the abruptness, L oosh  did 

exactly  w hat Jake told  him  to do— dropped
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the glass thing. O n  the floor. I t  broke. 
T h en  Jake m ade it plain, p ro fan e ly  plain 
to  the precinct, that h obos w h o slept on  
a bench in the honkytonk w ere not enti
tled to privileges at the lunch counter—  
not w hile M r. W a lters  stood  behind it.

O f  course  L oosh  had already decided 
to  leave, and w as go in g  anyhow  w hen a 
bottle  o f  tom ato ketchup slipped from  
Jake’s hand and sm ashed against the door. 
T h at hurried  h im  som e, and L oosh  kept 
going .

V I 7 H A T  happened to  L oosh  on  a seat in 
the park  was no strained coincidence. 

I t  w as bou n d  to  occu r, sooner o r  later. 
A t  a certain  corn er in P aris the A m erican  
m ay sit and sip his aperitif w ith  the ab
solute assurance o f  seeing his friends. 
E v ery  g lobe  trotter ultim ately passes L a 
rue ’s. A n d  w hite fo lk s fro m  the L am ars- 
dale neigh borh ood , w hen  they visit Chi
cago , w ill soon  o r  late pass the bench  on  
w hich  L o o sh  H av er  sat, m op p in g  his face  
w ith  a d irty  handkerch ief.

N o  end o f  strangers w ent by, but em pty 
and faint as L oosh  w as he scarcely  glanced 
up. E v ery bod y  look ed  alike, until L oosh  
glim psed on e stalw art figure that w as d i f 
ferent. H ere  cam e salvation. Salvation 
approached him  in a broad -brim m ed  hat, 
salvation  w ith  linen breeches that flopped 
about his sturdy legs. L o o sh  sprang up 
and squatted to  squint again, to  lo o k  real 
g ood , to  bat both  eyes, to  m ake sure.

“ L a w d G a w d ! D e je d g e !  Jedge H am 
ilton  !”

“ W h a t the devil, L o o s h ? ”  T h e  genial 
Southerner halted and stuck out his hand. 
“ G lad to  see y ou . B een  here tw o  days 
and haven ’ t laid eyes on  a soul I  k n ow .”  

“ M e neither, je d g e .”  L o o sh  pum ped 
at the H am ilton  hand som e m ore, held 
on , clung to  it, and laughed hysterically. 
“ Jedge, is de bass strik in ’ in P in ta il?”  

“ T h ey  ought to  be n ext w eek. I ’m  lay
in g  in som e tackle.”

T h e  tw o  sat dow n  together on  their 
bench, ju st as m any, m any times they ’d 
sat in  either end o f  a fishing boat, L oosh  
at the paddle, Judge H am ilton  w ith his 
rod.

Fisherm en d o  not talk. T h ey  think. 
W o r d s  on ly  m u ddy their lim pid lake o f  
thought transference. T h ey  understand 
each other in silence. W h e n  the ju d g e  
w ould  cast his dow agiac at the fo o t  o f  a 
sh jd y  cypress, L oosh  alw ays knew  pre
cisely w hat he was thinking to  h im s e lf : 
“ G rab it, y ou  o ld  trout. G rab it.”  A n d  
w hen L oosh  w ou ld  back his paddle, noise
lessly in the w ater, Judge H am ilton  knew  
what L o o sh  w as saying in tern a lly : 
“ Jedge, a in ’t w e gittin ’ to o  n ig h ?”

S o  H am ilton  never questioned h o w  
L o o sh  was farin g. T h e  rum pled clothes 
to ld  h im ; the dirty shirt to ld  h im ; the 
d roop in g  shoulders to ld  him. A n d  
L o o sh ’s eyes told  him  som ething m ore, 
som ething that his  ̂ sym pathetic sou ! al
ready knew , that L oosh  w ou ld  starve here 
rather than return to  the plantation, 
w hipped, w ith  his tail betw een  his legs. 
A b o v e  all things L o o sh  wanted to  save 
his pride, and his fr ien d  m ust find a w ay.

T h e  ju d g e  thought a w hile and then 
con fessed . “ I ’m  up against it. Y o u ’ve 
g o t to  help m e ou t.”

“ S h o will, je d g e .”
“ Y o u  see,”  H am ilton  explained, “ I ’ve  

bought a  carload  o f  ju n k  fo r  the m issis 
and the girls. G ot it stu ffed  in  a bran d- 
new  suit case, b ig  as a  trunk. T h e  girls 
w ant to  w ear their new  dresses on  Sun
day, and the express w ou ld  not be deliv
ered. S o  L oosh , y o u ’ve g o t to  take that 
suit case hom e fo r  m e .”

“ W e ll, jedge-------- ”  A pp arently  he con 
sidered his business appointm ents. “ W e ll, 
jed ge , e f  de y ou n g  ladies is je s ’  ’ b l e e g e d
to  have dem  dresses-------- ”

“ G ood . Y o u r  train leaves in  fifty  m in 
utes. H u rry . G et you r  things packed .”  

“ H u h !”  L o o sh  grinned. “ I ’m  done 
already packed .”

“ T h en  g o  fo r  y ou r  baggage— in a ta x i.”  
“  ’T a in ’t no baggage, jed ge . Jes ’ m e.”  
“ T h at’s fine. But you  w ant a bath—  

first.”
“ S econ ’ , jed ge , secon ’ . I ’zires dat bath 

secon ’ .”
“ O h !”  H am ilton ’s eyes tw inkled as he 

skinned a ten -spot fr o m  his roll, sa y in g : 
“ B u y  a new  shirt and underclothes. D ress
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up. P ut it all over those negroes w hen 
you  g o  hom e. H ave  you r suit pressed. 
T hen  meet m e at this bench, qu ick  as you  
can. A n d , L oosh , by  the w ay, d on ’t fo r 
get to eat a g ood , substantial lu n ch !”

“ Y as, suh, jed ge . D at lunch ain ’t lia
ble to  slip m y ’m em brance.”

‘T 'H E  L im ited sped southw ard. O n  the 
seat in fron t o f  Lucius H aver a huge 

and expensive suit case seem ed to p rove 
that he had prospered. T h rou gh  Illinois, 
K entucky, Tennessee, M ississippi, the 
traveler bought peanuts, popcorn , striped 
candy, drank free  ice water, and fe lt like 
a fighting chicken when the porter 
sh ou ted :

“ R ollin g  F o r k ! A ll out fo r  R ollin g  
F o r k !”

T h e  L im ited does not even whistle fo r  
Lam arsdale. A cco rd in g  to Judge Llam il- 
to n ’s instructions, L oosh  w ould  change at 
R o llin g  F ork  and take the next local. But 
Judge H am ilton  d idn ’ t realize half o f  the 
w hole truth about the intentions o f  L oosh , 
fo r  L oosh  never had a notion  o f  rid ing 
on  an ybody ’s local. N o , sir, he sw aggered 
o f f  the L im ited  and signaled with his ruby- 
handled w alk ing stick fo r  Curt— Curt, the 
runty chauffeur w ho drove  the little red 
roadster.

“ H ey , Curt, I wants you  to ride me 
h om e.”

“ F o ’ d o lla rs !”  C urt answ ered w ith a 
’ “T h at ends it”  expression .

“ H uh. Is dat all ? I m ought ha’ paid
mo.

“ S h ow  m e y o ’ m o n e y !”
A fte r  exhib iting his cash L oosh  clim bed 

into the car and dispersed h im self p ro 
m iscuously  throughout its interior.

“ N o w  den, C u rt,”  he ordered  grandly, 
“ step on  dat gas. Step on  it strong. I  
can ’t skacely ketch m y b re f w hen I  rides 
s low .”

L ike a sw ift red com et trailing its dusty 
tail the roadster w hirled  into sight o f  
Lam arsdale store. O n  the fron t seat 
rested a m agnificent leather suit case, 
brand-new , its brass trapperies glittering 
in  the sunshine. O n  the rear cushion 
L oosh  took  his ease, one fo o t  dangling

over the car d o o r  and on e hand sw inging  
out to  display his ruby  cane. Plantation 
darkies scuttled fro m  the road, and a 
sw arm  o f  gasping tenants on  the store ga l
lery  began to  take notice.

“ L o o k  at L o o s h ! L o o k  at L o o s h !”  a 
shirt-tailed youngster yelled w hen  his 
sn ortin g  car halted at the store steps, 
w here L oosh  stretched h im self indolently 
and o b s e rv e d :

“ W h y n ’t you-a ll have a fust-class h otel? 
A n ’ som e caffays ?”

T h e returning prodigal put it all over 
those stay-at-hom es. W ith  bu lg ing  eyes 
they w atched his lavish expenditure as 
L oosh  counted out the fare  to  his ch a u f
feur.

“ H ere , Curt, take y o ’ little dab o ’ m oney  
— one dollar, tw o  dollars, three dollars, f o ’ 
dollars. D a t’s a heap less’n w hat I pays 
fo r  taxis in C hicago. B o y ” — to the shirt
tailed youngster— “ tote m y  gripsack  in de 
sto ’ . I d o n ’t feel like ’zertin ’ m y se lf.”

W h ile  the b oy  struggled up steps w ith  
Judge H am ilton ’s bulky suit case, L oosh  
strutted behind, tw irlin g  his jew eled  cane 
and pu ffed  at a h igh ly com bustible cigar.

“ L o o sh ,”  U n c ’ A n d y  M cG ill ventured 
to  rem ark, “ y o u ’s got a m ighty fine g rip 
sack .”

“ H u h ! D a t ’s pocket size. Y o u  oughter 
see m y  trunks. D e y ’s ’ r iv in ’ on  de 
fre igh t.”

“ B ut, L o o sh ,”  the patriarch  persisted, 
“ us w a ’n ’t look in ’ fe r  you  to  com e back 
no m o ’ .”

“ W e ll ,”  said L oosh , “ c o ’se I  ain ’t blab- 
bin ’ all m y  bizness, but dem  theayters an ’ 
dances in C h icago is got m e p lu m ’ w ore  
ou t. S o  I  je s  took  a flyer d ow n  here to  
’ suit w id  m y  d octor .”

'T 'H E  consultation  betw een patient and 
physician  occu rred  in  the garden, 

w here fo r  som e tim e D o cto r  L am ar had 
k n ow n  that L oosh  was diligently  tying up 
tom ato plants. A n d  L oosh  knew  that the 
d octor knew.

W ith  both  o f  them  k n ow in g  so  well 
that L oosh  had com e hom e, w hat w ou ld  
be the sense o f  gabbling about it ?  T h ey  
did not gabble. D o cto r  Lam ar m erely  ap
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peared on  his back p orch  and called across 
the h edge :

“ O h , L uciu s !”
“ Y as, suh .”
“ S u pper ’s ready .”  T h en  D octor  Lam ar 

turned back into the house.
“ S u pper ’s ready. H u h !”  L oosh  

straightened up and chuckled. “ D a t ’ s  de

w ay I  loves to  hear a m an ’spress h isself. 
H u h ! Jake m ought stan’ bellin ’ dat 
counter till G abriel b low s, an’ w ou ldn ’t 
n e v e r  learn h ow  to say, ‘ S u pper ’s ready .’ ”  

S o  L oosh  w ashed h im self in the rain 
tub and w ent to  supper, certain  that n o
bod y  w ould  pester him  w ith  questions 
about Chicago.

A  M O D E R N  B R U M M E L  PASSES

TH E  M arqu is de la H ou din iere  is dead. F rance w ill raise n o  m onum ents to  him . 
It is d ou btfu l i f  the F renchm an  in  the street cou ld  tell y o u  w h o he w as, what 
he stood fo r — or even know s that h e  has gone.

Y et, obscurely , and in his o w n  peculiar w ay, he was a great m an. H e  
was one o f  the princes o f  rom antic fu tility , one o f  the last o f  the B rum m els, although 
the com parison  does him  in ju ry  perhaps, f o r  he was n o  sycophant o f  dissolute royalty, 
and lie did not ruin his tailor in order to  p a y  his debts at cards.

H e  was o f  that dead school o f  exqu isites w hom  the gay  boulevards on ce  honored  
fo r  their eccentricities. Such  a one as, f o r  instance, the fam ous old  P rince  B ibesco 
w ho, a fter  the opera, p roceeded  gravely , alw ays w ith the same cab and coachm an, to 
the C a fe  N apolitain  w here he supervised the pou rin g  o f  a trayfu l o f  w ines and liqueurs, 
the costliest to  be had, w hich  he sent to  h is  cabby by  the hand o f  none other than 
A lex is , the im peccable d irector o f  that brilliant establishm ent.

D e la H ou d in iere  did even better than B ibesco. E rect, sternly a lo o f, impassibld 
behind his m onocle, his face  som ew hat seam ed w ith  age but his hair dyed a youth fu l 
brow n, he was the center o f  interest in w hatever resort he singled out fo r  patronage. 
O nce  seated he sum m oned the proprietor, the head w aiter, and the entire staff o f  the 
w ine cellar. T h u s surrounded by  the experts  he proceeded  to  m ake selection  o f  a bot
tle. T h is process never consum ed less than h a lf an hour. F rom  an array o f  dusty 
o fferin gs he w ould  at length select one. T h en  w ou ld  fo llo w  lengthy w arnings about 
how  Lest to  draw  the cork . A n d  w hen th is w as accom plished to his satisfaction , and 
the w ine poured, he w ould  sit in  m agn ificent isolation , contem plating the m idnight 
diners through his inscrutable m onocle. F in a lly  he w ould  pay the check  and make 
sedate exit. But not on ce  did  he ever tou ch  bottle  o r  glass, not so m uch  as w ith the 
little finger o f  his w h ite-g loved  hand.

F o r  years this w as his nightly p rogram .
T h e w ar ruined him . T h e  bou levards saw  him  no m ore. B ut in obscure drin k 

ing places he w as observed  fro m  tim e to  tim e. A n d  his program  had not varied . E x 
cepting, p itifu l detail, that the untouched d rin k  he le ft  behind w as no lon ger som e 
priceless vintage, but a hum ble glass o f  b e e r !

Fate outraged but never hum bled him. H e  ow ned  a house, that w as half palace, 
in Paris. Its sale w ould  have enriched h im . H e  starved rather than g ive  it up. It 
w as there, a pauper in the m idst o f  em p ty  sp lendor, that he died. A n d  his hair was 
still a youth fu l b row n  w hen they took  h im  to  his g ra ve !
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S w a n ’ s S o n g
By C. S. Montanye

Author o f  “ The House That Black Built," "Jack and the Jills," Etc.

The special deity that watches over squirrel fodder rewards the 
greatest nut of them all in a manner befitting his greatness.

I n t o  th e  l i v e s  o f  e a c h  o f  u s  
F o r t u n e  m a y  c o n ic  a ll u n a w a r e .

TH E  talented com poser o f  this w ise 
crev ice  coy ly  conceals his identity, 
but the fact he le ft  his little w it- 
icism  uninitialed fails to disguise 

the guarantee that there’s m ore truth than 
blank verse in the statement.

A n y  su ccessfu l bank president, bootleg 
ger, cabinet officer, railroad official or  
m erchant prince w ill undoubtedly  s co ff at 
the idea that luck had anything at all to 
do w ith their rise to  riches, but d on ’t let 
them  kid you. A  m illion  or  m ore obscure 
w age slaves are do in g  tw ice as m uch w ork  
as the b oy  w ho hands them their pay en
velope, and that t h e y  are not at the helm 
instead o f  being at the wheel is m erely  a 
question o f  luck, believe it or  not.

L u ck  is the selling plater that w ins in 
the last ju m p , the som ething that keeps 
a w ife  sound asleep w hen her better half 
steals in fro m  a club dinner, the tw enty- 
dollar case note floating p eacefu lly  dow n  
the gutter and the im pulse that prom pts

any one to insure his property  the day be
fo re  the baby plays w ith  matches.

I f  luck isn ’t luck neither is con som m e!
It was D am e F ortu n e and n o  on e else 

that gave O ttie Scandrel, the su persix  o f  
conceit and the Shah o f  Slapstick, a l ift  
under the chin, and it w as the sam e lady 
w h o handed him  a m erry sm ile a fter  a 
round o f  circum stances had taken the b ig  
squarehead fo r  the bundle and had le ft  
him  as clean as a soup bon e in  the paw s 
o f  a ravenous terrier.

T h is excitin g  fa iry  tale, in  n o  sense a 
treatise on  poverty , has to  do  w ith the 
cham p chu m p ’s battle to  com e back, a f o x 
trot song, a couple o f  ice yachts, a dizzy 
debutante and a w ealthy y ou n g  h a lf-w it 
w ho rom ped around under the general 
title o f  R eginald  Custis Barrington.. Just 
so there’ll lie n o  m istake w e hope to  p rove  
b e fo re  the last round that F ortu n e draw s 
no co lo r  line and balks not at stupidity, 
age, nationality, size, w eight o r  d isposi
tion.

Y a w n  over this.
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O n e frosty  m orn ing  in m ercenary M an 
hattan w hen the therm om eters w ere low , 
very  low , and the B ro n x  gym  as chilly  as 
the m aster’s bed room  in an E sk im o ’s ig 
loo , the d oor  o f  m y  private sanctum  
opened and one o f  the d ice  experts w ho 
m ade the studio his headquarters, stuck his 
knob in.

“ S om e banana w h o registers as A lg e r 
non  M cG on ig le  look in g  to  see you , M r. 
O ’G rady. H e  tells m e that his business 
ain ’t none o f  m ine, so w hat’ll I d o ? ”

“ S h ow  him  the fron t d o o r ,”  I directed.
T h e  iv ory  shaker disappeared, a couple 

o f  m inutes elapsed, the d oor  opened again 
and the w o r ld ’s m ost celebrated bu ffoon  
ankled in, grinn ing  like a sea lion  at the 
sight o f  salm on. H e  blew  on  his knuckles, 
helped h im self to  a  glass o f  w ater and 
shook  his head.

“ S h ow  m e the d oor , e h ?  M istakes w ill 
happen, Joe. T h a t ’s w hy  every  stenog
rapher ow ns her ow n  eraser.”

L I E  helped h im self to  a chair and put 
what bore  som e resem blance to  a 

derby under it.
“ A lg ern on  M cG o n ig le ? ”  I  m urm ured. 

“ W h a t does this mean— the chorus, at 
la st?”

O ttie  yaw ned.
“ B e you rse lf, pal. T h at handle is the 

one I  hand out so  I  can get in. W h en  
y o u ’re d ow n  and the w orld  thinks y o u ’re 
look in g  fo r  a n osefu l o f  nickels you  never 
w ant to  try  and see no on e on  the name 
you  w ere sprinkled w ith. I  use M cG o n i
g le  w hen I get tired o f  A s to r  and V a n d er
bilt. E r— pick  out y ou r  w arm est ov er
coat, put on  you r fav orite  ear m uffs, look  
up you r knitted w ristlets and com e w ith  
m e. W e ’re g o in g  places.”

“ W h e r e ? ”
Scan drel’s fr igh tfu l pan, a positive rea

son fo r  insom nia, w as lighted by  a sneer.
“ I f  y o u  cou ld  cash them  questions at 

the bank, Joe, y o u ’d be rich  enough  to  
a ffo rd  a clean collar tw ice a w eek. L isten. 
I  g ot an appointm ent betw een ten o ’c lock  
to  see R egin ald  Custis B arrin gton  dow n  
at his P ark  A ven u e  shack. G u ffa w  that 
o f f  i f  y o u ’re able.

“ E r— I'm  g iv in g  y ou  perm ission  to  roll 
m e up to  R e g g ie ’s fron t d oor  in the sw eet
est taxi that ever com e out o f  Irelan d .' 
I t ’ s dow nstairs right n ow , but d o n ’t get 
nervous. T h ere ’s on ly  one fish and eighty- 
five sardines on  the cash register. D o  w e 
g o ? ”

T h e  name o f  R eginald  Custis B arrin g 
ton  w as as fam iliar to  m e as it was to 
those w h o g ot a k ick  out o f  the society  
colum ns o f  the m orn ing  dailies and a thrill 
fro m  the “ B lue B o o k .”  B arrington , a de
lirious dilettante w h o led a cruel cotillion  
and threw  a terrible b o x  party, was not 
on ly  one o f  the rich  little rich  boys o f  
the big  city  but the greatest in door  sports
m an the upper crust had ever flashed an 
orb  at.

F ro m  what I understood  vaguely , B ar
rington  shot m ore  parlor lions, caught 
m ore  d raw in g-room  fish and braved m ore  
dangers w hen com forta b ly  seated on  a 
divan than any tw o  others w h o took  their 
excitem ent in the w ilds o f  A fr ic a  or  the 
Canadian R ock ies. C uriosity, then, i f  
noth ing  else, m ade m e reach fo r  m y  fu r - 
lined ju m p er, look  up a tile to  m atch and 
take the bou levard  w here, as green  as a 
coun try  b o y  on  B roadw ay, the gasoline 
fiacre that O ttie  had chartered stood  w ait
ing.

Scandrel supplied an address, w e  piled 
in and im m ediately he tried  to  shut one 
o f  the w in dow s up. F iv e  m inutes o f  this 
and then O ttie  threw  the strap aw ay in 
disgust and borrow ed  a cigarette fro m  the 
chauffeur.

“ T o  shave a lon g  story ,”  he explained, 
“ I  w as hepped to B arrington  by  a little 
stiff called E dd ie  Sw an w h o tunes pianos 
fo r  a liv in g  and w rites songs to  keep h im 
se lf am used. T h is  here Sw an  party while 
fix in g  up the strings in  on e o f  B arrin g 
ton ’s m usic box es the other day overheard 
a fistfu l o f  gab and passed it on  to m e fo r  
w hat I  cou ld  m ake it w orth .

“ It seem s that this sam ple o f  b lue hos
iery  has a b ig  estate up on  L ake Sunapec 
know n as L in ger  a W h ile  and has a  ta ilor- 
m ade ice yacht fo r  w hich  h e ’s searching 
f o r  a  skipper. E r— to m ake an im m acu
late breast o f  it, I w rote  B arrington , g ot
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an answ er o f f  h im  and a date fo r  this 
a. m. G et m e ?”

“ Ice  ya ch t?”  I m urm ured. “ W h a t d o  
y ou  kn ow  about ice boating— if  any
th in g?”

Scandrel looked  at a pair o f  brogans he 
cou ld  on ly a fford  to  have quarter soled 
and curled an im m ediate lip.

“ W h a t did N apoleon  know  about R u s
sia until he got there, Barnum  about lobs 
until he stung them or  Colum bus about 
circles ? A n d  how  do I know  I can ’t 
handle a dangerous rudder until I  try it?

“ I know  you  d on ’t g ive me credit fo r  
nothing and, accord in g  to you, I think the 
Latin  Q uarter is w orth  tw enty-five cents 
in R om e, but that’s on ly  the h a lf o f  it. 
S o  m uch fo r  that. I ’m bringing you  w ith 
m e this m orn ing  on  account o f  that w ell- 
pressed suit y o u ’re w earing. Y o u  stand 
a little in fron t o f  m e when w e get in 
R e g g ie ’s parlor and leave me do the talk
ing. R ig h ty ? ”

F orty  m inutes or so later we pulled into 
the gilded confines o f  Park A venue, 
nudged the curb in fron t o f  a brow nstone 
private dw elling  that had regular w indow s 
and went up som e real fron t steps. Scan 
drel kept his thum b on  the bell until w e 
g ot service.

“ In  f r o n t !”  he hissed when the d oor  
opened. “ G et in f r o n t !”

A  footm an  peered out at us suspiciously.
“ T h e m arster,”  he w hined, “ d on ’t want 

no books to-day, w e have a vacuum  cleaner 
and w e subscribe n ow  to  ten charities. 
W e ’re not interested in m agazines, w e ’ve 
been trading w ith  the same m arket fo r  
years, and--------”

“ P ipe dow n , w ill y o u ? ”  O ttie inter
rupted w ith  a bellow . “ T ell R eginald  
Custis B arrington  that M r. Scandrel is 
here to  see him  and get going . W h a t do 
you  mean— w e d on ’t want no books and 
have vacuum  clean ers?”

O nce  in receipt o f  the know ledge that 
w e had an appointm ent, the lackey con 
ducted us into a parlor that was as b ig  as 
a dance hall and requested that w e wait.

“ T h e m arster,”  he explained, “ is finish
ing his breakfast but I w ill have him dow n, 
sir. H ave a chair.”

W e  did , O ttie accidentally tipping over 
a Japanese vase in his rush to  the so fa . 
H e  had hardly th row n  the last p iece o f  it 
out o f  the w in dow  w hen footsteps sounded 
in the outside hall and the n ext m inute 
R eginald C. B arrington  lim ped in.

F lam ing d a ch sh u n d !
T h is hot heir to  nearly all the wealth in 

the w orld  was rid icu lous in m ore  w ays 
than one. S o  anaemic that a dash o f  o rd i
nary co lor  w ould  have m ade him  suspect 
a fever, B arrington  had a head shaped 
like a co ld -stora ge  egg, fo x -te rr ie r  eyes 
and a h an g-dog  expression . H e  w ore  an 
excu se fo r  a m ustache that had enough  
w ax  on  it fo r  a dance floor, m anicured fin 
gers and a collection  o f  cloth ing  that 
m ight have been stolen outright from  the 
w ardrobe o f  the P rince o f  W ales.

" S o  this,”  B arrin gton  began in his best 
P iccad illy  accent, at the same tim e present
in g  m e w ith three lim p fingers, “ is the 
M r. Scandrel w h o  is an authority on  ice 
yachting. O h , yuss. Charm ed, y ’know , 
o ld  thing, absolutely. I see,”  he added, 
tossing a supercilious look  at the am azed 
and sm oldering  O ttie, “ that y o u  brought 
you r  chauffeur in doors. O h , yuss. I t ’s 
so beastly co ld  in the street, is it n o t? ”

“ W h ich  d o  y ou  m ean— chauffeur— it’s 
so  beastly co ld  in the street?”  O ttie 
baw led. “ C hauffeur m e and I ’ll drive you  
plenty. Y o u  m ay be able to bleed indigo 
b lood  but you  ain ’t g ot the politeness o f  
an ord in ary  roughneck . T rap  som e sense. 
’A t  job b ie  y o u ’re hold in g  hands w ith  is 
Joe O ’G rady fro m  the city  lim its. H e ’s 
not Scandrel. I ’m  him . I  mean that I ’m 
not him but I ’m  me. T hat is, he a in ’t me
but I ’m  him. I  m ean--------  Y o u  tell him ,
J o e !”

T h e  error  w as corrected  and w e all sat 
dow n  again.

“ R eally , y ’k n ow ,”  B arrington  went on , 
trying to  catch a glim pse o f  the shoes that 
O ttie had pushed half under the so fa  to 
hide, “ o ffe rin g  you r services to me at this 
tim e is fate, noth ing m ore  n or less. It so 
happens that m y new  racing ice boat was 
delivered lawst w eek  and n ext w eek I 
shall be face  to  face  w ith  a vastly im por
tant issue. Shall I tell y ou  about it ? ”
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“ W h y  n o t? ”  was O ttie 's  careless an
sw er. “ W e  can listen to  anyth ing.”

B arrin gton ’s broadcasting w as along  the 
fo llo w in g  lin es :

H e  began by  adm itting free ly  that he 
was m ore than ord in arily  interested in a 
you n g  society  bud w hose name was M ary  
M ortim er. T h is  you n g  lady, he to ld  us, 
had been introduced to  him  a fe w  m onths 
previous at the R itz -P la za , where, the silly 
set had put on  an am ateur play called 
“ T en  B arroom s in O n e  N ight— A  C om 
edy o f  E arly  A m erican  C ustom s.”

F rankly  con fessin g  h im self to  be badly 
sm itten, the w ealthy you n g  blade e x 
plained that he had cut largely  into his 
social engagem ents in order to  m ake room  
fo r  seeing M iss M ortim er, w ith  the result 
that som e fe w  w eeks a fter  their first m eet
ing he had aw akened one bright m orning, 
pulled a B alboa and d iscovered  he had 
fallen deeply in love w ith  the fa ir  daugh
ter o f  F ifth  A venue.

“ S u ch ,”  B arrington  sighed, “ was the be
g inning !”

“ K eep  spreading y ou r stu ff and let’s 
have the ending,”  Scandrel w hinnied. 
“ W h a t happened in the n ext chapter?”

Plenty.
It appeared from  the rem ainder o f  B ar

rington ’s narrative that M iss M ary  w as 
also being chased by  another society  hound 
w hose mail m an knew  him  as A m os R u th 
e r fo rd  Chandler, and fro m  ’ listening in 
betw een the lines w e gathered the im pres
sion that Chandler to  B arrington  was the 
same thing as slavery had been to  A b ra 
ham L in coln  and the com in g  o f  the horse
less carriage to the livery-stable industry.

W ith  Chandler a hated rival and the 
pace tw ice as rapid as sw ift, B arrington  
had fou n d  the hurdles high and the go in g  
tough. H e  m ade n o  bones about adm it
ting the fact that Chandler had severely 
defeated  him  at m ah jon g , bridge, tid - 
dledyw inks and charades. N ot alone this 
but the other had outdanced him , out- 
suppered him and outtheatered him , w ith 
the result that the M ortim er girl favored  
him  greatly.

“ But n ow ,”  B arrington  declared stoutly, 
“ m y  hour o f  revenge approaches. T h e

unspeakable Chandler ow ns an ice boat 
w hich  he had the audacity to  renam e the 
M a r y  a fter  having called it the G e r t r u d e  
fo r  on e season, the H o r t e n s e  fo r  another 
and the L il lia n  fo r  the first w inter it was 
out. P ie ’s w on  quite a fe w  races w ith  the 
cra ft  and has been loudly  boasting that 
at the annual Sunapec Ice  Carnival, next 
w eek, he w ill again be trium phant. Chan
dler--------”

“ S top  right th e re !”  O ttie yelped. “ I 
get it a ll! Y o u ’re g o in g  to  send in you r 
new  tug against this g u y ’s fem inine d irec
tory  and trip him  fo r  a spill. A m  I right 
or  w ro n g ? ”

B arrington  sat up straighter.
“ D eucedly  clever, o ld  th in g !”  he said 

w ith  genuine adm iration. “ R igh t-o . I ’m  
open ing  L in ger  a W h ile  and will have a 
house party  there. D u rin g  the first hour 
o f  it I w ill publicly  challenge Chandler to 
a race, and he dare not re fu se  because 
M ary , deah g irl, w ill be there, too . T hen, 
on  Saturday, y ou  w ill sail the F .  O .  B .  
and w e w ill severely trounce this r o tte r !”

“ F .  0 .  B . f ”  Scandrel m um bled. “ W h at 
does that m ean— F u r O n  the B o tto m !”

B arrin gton  coughed .
“ N o t exactly . T h e  initials stand fo r  

F leetest O f  Boats, w hich  the jo lly  old  
cra ft  is. A ll the w orld  loves a w inner and 
M ary  is no exception  to  the rule. She 
has seen m e ignom in iously  hum bled at 
m ah jon g , but w itnessing m y boat tri
um ph is sure to  rem ove the m em ory  o f  
that dread fu l hour. A m o s  Chandler 
shall never m arry h e r ! I ’ll pay  y ou  five 
thousand dollars if ,  b y  y ou r  ingenuity and 
skill, y ou  w ill bring  m y boat in first at 
the fin ish !”

It took  five m inutes or  m ore  to  revive 
O ttie. H e  snapped out o f  it eventually, 
pushed the sm elling salts aside and b o r 
row ed  a h andkerch ief to  m op  his m oist 
brow .

“ F ive  g ra n d !”  I heard him  m um bling. 
“ F iery  m on g re l! I f  I  d on ’t crash this 
baby fo r  a loss I ’ll exercise a p iece o f  pipe 
on  the back o f  his conk  directly  a fter
w ard, and th a t ’ s  a p ro m is e !”

B arrington  glanced at the tim epiece he 
had chained to his vest and stood.
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“ Y o u  and y ou r  fr ien d  m ust com e to  
L in ger a  W h ile  and be m y  guests fo r  the 
carnival, y ’ k n ow ,”  he invited cordially . 
“ M eanw hile, meet m e to-n ight in  the fo y e r  
o f  the C a fe  Chien Chaud and w e ’ll g o  
deeper into this m atter at dinner. 
R igh t-o  ?”

O ttie  licked his lips.
“ Y uss, yu ss.. C om e, Joe. T e n  m ore 

m inutes o f  this and h e ’ll make m e break 
dow n  and cry . D inner, too. T h is  strain 
is te rr ib le !”

O ut on  P ark  A ven u e, Scandrel secured 
his overcoat w ith the on ly  button  le ft  on 
it and shot his one cu ff.

“ N o w  that’s ov e r ,”  I  said, “ w ould  you  
m ind telling m e what you  know  about ice 
boating that g ives you  any license to  un
dertake a position  like th is? T h e  chances 
are y o u ’ll not on ly  help B arrin gton ’s rival 
to  w in  but w ill lose the g irl fo r  him  in 
the bargain .”

“ Y e a h ? ”  he sneered. “ D o n ’t be w o rry 
ing  about me. E ver  since E dd ie  first told 
m e about this jo b  I ’ve been studying up 
on  tw o books. O n e ’s put out b y  the g o v 
ernm ent and is called ‘ H o w  to  B e a 
S a ilor.’ T h e  other one I  borrow ed  o f f  the 
pu b lic ’s library and it ’s entitled ‘ Sailing 
Ice  Boats in Sw itzerland.’  F ive  thousand 
cakes, R eggie  said, did h e?  W e  w in from  
here to S ia m !”

/M A T T E R S  w ere arranged betw een B ar-
4 rington  and O ttie, and the next T u es

day at noon  Scandrel chanced across me 
in  a T im es Square chophouse w here I  was 
engaged w ith  a steak. H e  was not alone. 
T read in g  on his run -dow n  heels was an 
ignoran t-look ing  dum b D anny attired in 
what w ou ld  have been a T u x e d o  i f  It 
hadn ’t been a business suit. T h is num ber 
had an expression  as vacant as a lot, a 
goo fie  grin , carried a small bag in  one 
hand and a m usic p o r tfo lio  in the other.

Scandrel docked  at m y table and 
dropped  anchor.

“ M eet E dd ie  Sw an, Joe. E dd ie  lives 
in  B ayonne but h e ’s com in g  to  A m erica  
soon  now . Y o u  w ou ldn ’t think it to look  
at him  but he w rites swell jazz. D id  you  
ever hear ‘Y o u  C an ’t T ak e a Bath W ith

S p on ge C ake’ ? E d d ie  w rote  that one 
Saturday night and already they ’ve  sold 
m ore  than s ix  copies. S it dow n , kid. 
T ak e the card and -order w hat y o u  want. 
R em em ber, y o u ’re treating us.”

A ft e r  a  coup le  o f  glasses o f  w ater out 
o f  the m ilk  bottle and a helping o f  B oston  
beans that must have com e to  N ew  Y o rk  
by  slow  freigh t, Sw an  grew  m ore  ani
m ated. I learned that his father had been 
on e o f  the few  A m erican  m issionaries to 
W h ite  Plains, that at an early age he had 
displayed m arked m usical talent and had 
been sent to  study w ith the forem ost in 
structor in P aris— K entucky. Sw an
claim ed that on ce  he had received  his 
d ip lom a and had stepped out into the big  
w ide w orld  he had qu ick ly  d iscovered  that 
as a com poser he w as the same kind o f  a 
success in the sphere o f  m elody  that F irp o  
was in the p ro fess ion  o f  swat.

N o t so g o o d !
T h en  he explained that w ith  a few  

w olves at the fron t d o o r  o f  his attic stu
d io  and w ith  noth ing in the house to  eat 
except a couple  o f  d og  biscuits and a can 
o f  condensed  m ilk, he had been fo rce d  in 
se lf-d e fen se  to  enter the busy m arts o f  
trade and snatch a jo b  tuning pianos.

“ I t ’s a tough  life , m ister,”  Sw an  sighed. 
“ I  can w rite rings around these here guys 
that ride up and dow n  B roadw a y  in ten- 
thousand-buck  m achines, but the m usic 
publishers must have a gru dge against me. 
M y  harm ony is ov er  their heads like a 
som brero .”

Scandrel, speaking a g o o d  w ord  fo r  the 
m an w ho invented tom ato soup, used his 
napkin on  his eyebrow s and sh ook  his 
head.

“ D o n ’t be like that, kid. Y o u ’re un
usually thick, but d o n ’t fo rg e t the old  say
ing— opportu n ity  knocks like an ounce o f  
prevention  w hich  is w orth  a stitch in tim e 
any day. I  d idn ’t m ean to  tell you  this 
n ow , but rather than have y o u  be lo w  and 
m oan about it I ’ll crack  it.

“ I w as talking to m y new  friend , R egg ie  
B arrington . It seems that he ow ns the 
M usic P ublishers’ B u ild ing , and he says 
that i f  w e w ill g ive  h im  the m anuscript o f  
ou r new  son g  he’ll take it ov er  to  M ilton
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M in ash ifsky  to -m orrow . I guess you  
know  w hat that means— the same as i f  
K in g  G eorge  requested Parliam ent to  take 
a day o f f .”

“ M ilton  M in a sh ifsk y ?”  Sw an hollered. 
“ W h y , he’s the biggest publisher in A m e r
ica to -d a y ! H is  latest hit, ‘ L et M e M ake 
Y o u r  B lue E yes B lack ,’ has sold  fifty  m il
lion  copies. E xcu se  m e w hile I dash dow n 
to m y board ing  house and m ake a change 
in the first coupla  bars. I  think possibly 
they ’re a trifle too  m oderato to be alle
gretto .”

“ K eep  you r seat o r  I ’ll flatten y o u !”  
O ttie hissed. “ I want Joe to hear this 
new  num ber w e w rote  together. H o w  
does the tune o f  it g o ? ”

“ Y o u  d on ’t m ean to  tell m e y o u ’ve w rit
ten a so n g ? ”  I cut in.

O ttie m ade an easy gesture.
“ I ’ll not on ly  tell it to  y ou , but w e ’ll sing 

it to  you. T h e  other a ftern oon  S illy  here 
p ilfered  a m elody  fro m  the classics, threw 
a little jazz at it and I p lum bered som e 
w ords. I g ot a cop y  o f  them  with me 
n ow . G rab this w hile it ’s hot, Joe .”  

Sorting  through  a pocket that contained 
everyth ing fr o m  fo u r  cigarette coupons to 
a burned m atch and a letter he cou ld  not 
a fford  to  m ail, O ttie  finally produced  a 
m u ch -corrected  lyric. H e  kicked Sw an in 
the shins to get service and both  began to 
sing in voices that m ade h a lf o f  the res
taurant’s custom ers drop  their table tools 
in startled dism ay.

T h e  w ords o f  the touching Scandrel 
c h e f-d ’ceuvre w ere as fo l lo w s :
When I took a slant at your beautiful face, 

Sweetie, I started to slip,
’Cause you are the winner in life’s human race, 

Baby, a regular pip,
You got manners like pi-an-ers,

| I love both your eyes so blue.
Be my pal all through life,
Be my sweetheart, my wife—

For even my arches have fallen for you 1

► T h e  roundelay was finished at the same
minute thre« waiters and the m anager 
rushed up.

“ O u ts id e !”  the latter ordered . “ W e  
d on ’t allow  no drunks in here and you  
ought to be asham ed o f  you rse lf fo r  break
ing the prohibition  law .”

H an din g  Sw an a platter, O ttie grabbed 
a plate.

“ Y o u  take the three little ones and I ’ll 
take the big  one, E d d ie !”  he scream ed. 
“ W e ’ll break som ething else except the 
law and no m istake th e re !”

W h en  I le ft  hastily the battle was still 
raging, w ith  fo rty  dollars’ w orth  o f  ruined 
crock ery  on the floor, tw o waiters and 
M aster Sw an, w hom  O ttie was carelessly 
stepping on in his anxiety  to  get set to 
take the m a n a ger !

T w o  days later I  learned that S w an ’s 
song had not on ly  been accepted fo r  im 
m ediate publication  by  the house o f  M il- 
ton  M inash ifsky , but that the fam ous pub
lisher had m ade arrangem ents to  have the 
song interpolated into the score o f  the 
revue at the Sum m er G arden, and adver
tised it as the sw eetest ballad o f  hum an 
heart throbs ever written.

“ Y u ss ,”  O ttie adm itted, “ this num ber is 
g o in g  to be as catching as the canine de
partm ent o f  the S . P . C . A . T o  change 
the subject. D id  I tell y o u  I ’ve w ished 
dum b E dd ie  up to  L ake Sunapec fo r  the 
ice m an ’s carn iva l?  R eg g ie  w as look in g  
fo r  an entertainer and that w as m y cue to  
speak up and sell hint. I f  Sw an  keeps 
his hat on  so the w oodpeckers d o n ’t get 
him and d on ’t w ise crack  around, he’ll get 
by. W e ’ re leaving F rid ay  night about 
n oon .”

T o  resume.
L in ger a W h ile  and L ake Sunapec 

proved  to  be in the distant reaches o f  M r. 
A d iron d a ck ’s popu lar m ountains. It w as 
reached by  a Pullm an train. D u rin g  the 
jou rn ey  O ttie  and Sw an  tossed aw ay sev
eral carefree  hours by singing the fo x -t ro t  
song. W ith  no casualties other than the 
dam age done to  a traveling salesman w ho 
cam e around and m ade both  a present o f  
tw enty cents a fter  the concert, L ake Su n 
apec was finally reached, and w e fou n d  
one o f  B arrin gton ’s station w agons w ait
ing  fo r  us at the depot.

“ F o r  cry in g  out lo u d !”  O ttie m uttered 
w hen this vehicle gassed us aw ay. “ I t ’s 
so co ld  here that it ’s nickels to nosegays 
they use icicles fo r  hot-w ater bottles. 
K eep  your hands in y ou r  pockets, kid— I
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said y o u r  pockets— or y o u ’ll have to  play 
the p iano w ith  you r ankles. W a rm  kit
tens ! I ’ll bet the fe ller w ho invented re
frigerators has a sum m er hom e up this 
w a y .”

L in ger a W h ile , as expected, was a 
ram bling stone bu ild ing as F rench  in 
architecture as a handfu l o f  francs. It 
w as built directly  on  the shore o f-th e  lake 
itself, and fro m  a distance looked  som e
thing like the T om bs.

Inside, to  the le ft  o f  a foy er  b ig  enough 
to  stage a public lynching, w as a regula
tion bar w ith  a brass footra il, p lenty 
cracked ice and a couple o f  busy boys in 
w hite coats. W e  learned later that the 
on ly  tim e B arrin gton ’s guests w eren ’t 
drinking  cocktails w as w hen they w ere 
putting aw ay highballs or  sam pling the 
cham pagne that flow ed  like w ater and 
tasted practically  the same.

A  dim e m useum  w ou ld  have fou n d  e x 
hibits am ong the guests.

T h e  crow d  that B arrington  had dragged 
up to  the chateau w ere draw n fro m  all 
sections o f  the F ou r  H u ndred  and looked 
it. T h ere  w ere blase youths w hose chins 
cou ld n ’t have been located w ith m aps, 
elderly  gentlem en w ith  w ater on  the knee 
and alcohol in  the hand, blah flappers 
w earing diam ond handcuffs and boyish  
bobs, their m others and grandm others, 
w h o cou ld n ’t be told  from  them, to  say 
nothing o f  a few  W a ll Street m em bers and 
som e o f  the fox -h u n tin g  and trotting set 
from  L o n g  and B lackw ell’s Islands.

A m o n g  these gilded  nonentities, Scan- 
drel w as as m uch at hom e as a m oth  in 
the lapel o f  a  fu r  coat. H e  talked to  the 
ladies and back  to  the m en, used the bar 
as i f  it had been m ade to  order fo r  him , 
discussed the intricacies o f  ice boating as 
i f  he understood  every w ord  he was say
ing  and loved  every  m inute o f  it !

E dw ard  Sw an, on  the other hand, was 
as lost as a quarter in the subw ay and, 
a fter  w andering aim lessly about, tuned the 
piano in the m usic salon three times the 
first day  he w as present!

R eginald  Custis B arrington, as busy as 
a host should be but seldom  is, had little 
time to discuss either ice yachting o r  re

venge until a fter  dinner that night. Then  
he drew  us confidentially  aside in the 
lounge room  and nodded  tow ard  a youn g  
m an w ho, tacked dow n  in a w in dow  seat, 
was gazing  w itlessly out into the night. 
T h is  youth  ow ned  up to  a w hipped-cream  
com plex ion , ears like w indm ills, fee t like 
a couple o f  deep-sea cruisers and w as so 
thin that he w ou ldn ’t have w eighed ninety 
pounds w ith a rock  in  each hand.

“ T h at’s A m o s  Chandler, y ’k n o w !”  B ar
rington  w hispered hoarsely. “ T h e re ’s m y 
rival, the despicable bounder w ho im agines 
that M ary  will be his som e d a y !”

“ I ’m  glad y ou  told  m e !”  Scandrel g ig 
gled . “ But w hy on ly  beat him  at ice boat
in g ?  T h e  next tim e he gets rosy  with 
y ou , hit him  w ith  a p iece o f  m acaroni and 
y o u ’ll bend him  in t w o !”

J-JE  was about to add som ething to  his 
statement w hen one o f  the s ix  best

look in g  girls in the w orld  tripped lightly 
into the room , nodded  to B arrington  and 
crossed  to  Chandler. T h is w as a b ig - 
eyed brunette w ith  m ore curves than a 
bugle, a face  that w ou ld  have been a f o r 
tune behind the footligh ts and a grace and 
anim ation that m ade her stick out from  
the rest o f  the flappers like a flagpole on  
a public school. She w ore  an expensive 
evening gow n , shoes and h osiery  to m atch 
and a com b studded w ith  diam onds.

O ttie  took  on e look  and w ent in over 
his head.

“ W ill y ou  please notice w h o ’s h e re !”  he 
yelped. “ Snapping tu rtles! Sh e ’s the 
very  gal I had in  m ind w hen  I  w rote  the 
son g  w ith E d d ie ! I  w on der w hat her 
m other calls her.”

“ S h e ,”  B arrington  coughed , “ happens to 
be M iss M ortim er, h erse lf, y ou  know . 
Isn ’t she sim ply terr ific?  But look  at her 
chatting w ith that cad Chandler. T h is 
makes m y b lood  boil. M o re  so, w hen  I  
have no time n ow  to  in terfere . Phelps, 
the butler, m ade a slight m istake in the 
guest list and has assigned eight people to 
the same room . Y u ss, as a host I ’m  called 
aw ay to  straighten m atters ou t.”

W ith  a lon g  look  in the d irection  o f  
the w in dow  seat B arrington  tottered ou t,
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w hile O ttie  buttoned his w aistcoat, sent 
Sw an  rushing up fo r  the on ly  pair o f  spats 
he had saved fr o m  the financial w reckage 
and donned  them  the m inute he cam e 
dow n .

“ S o  that’s C handler and she’s M a r y !”  
the b ig  num skull m um bled. “ W h a t a 
grand o ld  nam e that is, I ’ll tell the con 
fu sed  u n iverse ! N o  doubt she’s dy in g  to 
dance, so w atch m e kill her w ith a tango.”

S topp in g  m erely  to  hide the frayed  
edges o f  his cu ffs  Scandrel sauntered non 
chalantly across to  the w in dow  seat, 
breezed up to  the charm ing M iss M orti
m er and gave her a bow  a vaudeville act at 
the Palace cou ld n ’t have equaled.

“ T h ree  guesses w ho I am, A d ora b le ,”  
he began.

“ O n e w ill be sufficient,”  the girl sm iled. 
“ Y o u ’re the fam ous Sw iss p ilot w ho is 
g o in g  to sail R e g g ie ’s boa t.”

“ D o  w e d a n ce?”
“ I f  M r. Chandler w ill pardon  m e, and 

I ’m  sure he w ill,”  w as the answer.
“ S o  am I !”  Scandrel gu ffaw ed. “ O th er

w ise I ’ll be carry in g  his nose around in 
m y cigarette case to -m orrow  as a souvenir. 
E r— I believe the ballroom  is to the left, 
is it n o t? ”

H elp in g  h im self to an arm , he escorted 
her out, leaving the astonished Chandler 
as stupefied as the am azed Sw an.

“ S u fferin ’ ca tfish !”  the son g-w ritin g  
piano tuner finally stam m ered. “ Can you  
tie that b ig  eggp lan t? H o w  does he get 
that w ay— w alking o f f  a sm art doll like 
her ?”

A m os  Chandler sh ook  his head w eakly.
“ I think,”  he said, arising, “ that I  need 

a drink. O n  second thought I ’m  certain 
o f  it. B lig h te r !”

W h ile  O ttie d iv ided  his tim e equally be
tw een learning h ow  to  chauffeur an ice 
boat and M iss M ary  M ortim er, w ho 
seem ed to  love to  dance w ith him , R e g i
nald B arrington  waited a propitious m o
m ent b e fo re  flinging dow n  his gauntlet. 
Chandler, evidently expectin g  the chal
lenge fo r  a race, accepted it eagerly and 
im m ediately there was as m uch excitem ent 
as the loss o f  a ten -dollar bill creates in  
the center o f  a R ia lto  crow d .

R eally , D elirium  never threw  a better 
trem en !

W ith  the conversation  o f  the guests 
con cern in g  noth ing but the g o o d  ships 
F .  O .  B .  and M a r y  and w ith  the thrilling 
contest scheduled fo r  that M on d a y  m orn 
ing, bets on  the final results w ere m ade 
w ith  so m uch enthusiasm  that the draw in g
room  o f  the chateau bore a strik ing resem 
blance to the law n at B elm ont P ark .

B arrin gton ’s fr iends d iv ided  them selves 
into tw o classes— those w ho took  w agers 
and those w h o m ade ’em. B y  a L o o k  T o u r  
o f  the low er floor  I w as able to  u nder
stand that the Chandler vessel, because o f  
its consistent success in the past, w as very  
m uch a favorite .

H ow ever , there w ere som e w h o had 
overheard Scan drel’s g u ff and b lu ff about 
the sport as condu cted  in Sw itzerland and 
w ho, p ick in g  him  as a skilled skipper, at 
on ce sent in half o f  the m int to  support 
their opin ions.

D ollars at L in ger  a  W h ile  w ere as loose 
as the bod y  bolts on  a th ree-year-old  fliv
ver.

U ntil M on da y  arrived  the care free  
crow d  present entertained them selves in 
various w ays. S om e put on  skates at the 
lake and others at the bar. T h ere  w ere 
som e cruel bridge battles, terrible m ah
jo n g  duels and not a little backbiting.

R u n nin g  true to  fo rm , B arrington  
am used w ith his parlor  sportsm anship. 
T h e  youth  w h o had been reared in the 
lap o f  lu xu ry  slaughtered dozens o f  tigers, 
caught hundreds o f  sw ordfish  and told 
h ow  he had g iven  m any a m ountain  a head 
start in som e lon g  and dangerous clim b. 
I f  his m on ologu e bored  his guests B ar
rington  had at least one interested listener 
in  the person  o f  Phelps.

F o r  a fact, the butler hung on  every 
w ord , his eyes out so fa r  you  cou ld  have 
flicked them  o f f  w ith  a yard  stick, his 
m outh w ider than w ide and his co lo r  that 
o f  a Sunday tablecloth !

r \ U R I N G  this period  o f  entertainm ent 
the talented E dd ie  Sw an am used h im 

self by  taking out the upper treble o f  B ar
r in gton ’s p ia n o  and putting it back, O ttie
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continued to hang around Mary Mortimer 
like a fly at a kitchen door and dashes of 
excitement were supplied by Chandler and 
the proprietor of the chateau himself. 
These two deadly enemies and rivals in 
love scorched each other with continual 
glares, wore their fingers out snapping 
them in each other’s faces and once, when 
left alone in the billiard room, came to 
blows.

That is, Barrington savagely tossed his 
perfumed handkerchief at Chandler and 
the owner o f the Mary retaliated by throw
ing it back and showing his teeth.

It was all play.
On Sunday afternoon while Swan was 

at the pianoforte, our host drew Ottie 
aside, put points on his waxed mustache 
and coughed.

“ I say, deah old thing. Y ou ’ve taken a 
good look at the F. O. B. but don’t you 
think you should take her out for a trial 
trip, y ’know? Chandler has just brought 
Captain Izard, his skipper, up from the 
Shrewsbury. All morning they have been 
checking up on their rigging and at twi
light they are going to take her out and 
tune her up.”

“ Tune her up?”  Ottie sneered. “ What 
are they sailing— a piano on runners? 
Leave them monkeys get their skiff out 
and run the chance o f breaking an axle 
or something— not me. I do my stuff to
morrow and not an hour quicker, if you 
break down and soak me with tears. 
Which is that. Right now I ’ve got a yen 
for a dash o f ankle exercise. Don’t 
worry, eat slowly and keep out of drafts. 
W e shall meet again if not sooner.”

He sauntered away leaving Barrington 
to follow and Eddie Swan to creep in. The 
young gentleman o f notes looked more 
cheerful than at any time since tying up 
at the Linger a While wharf.

“ Listen, Mr. O ’Grady, don’t say noth
ing but I ’m cutting a slice o f the big ship’s 
private graft. I meet the Mortimer frill 
making a snow man out in the back yard 
this morning and after I give her my pipe 
and hat we talk about music.

“ To-night, when the gang goes to drag 
a  sled, I'm  playing some o f my choice

stuff for her. Milt Minashifsky has al
ready planted the song in the Summer 
Garden show, so I guess I got plenty rea
son to ace around with this high-class doll 
if I like. What do you think?”

“ I think you’d better put your hand out 
— you’re on a dangerous curve. Where 
do you come off to rush in where mil
lionaires are treading?”

“ Millionaires?” Swan giggled. “ Them 
two put together wouldn’t make half a 
real man between them— the lobby larks! 
Say, speaking of Chandler reminds me. 
Last night I seen ‘Skinny’ out in the ga
rage talking to Scandrel and I wouldn’t be 
surprised if there’s something doing.

“ I dope it like this. Ottie wins for Bar
rington but the gal blows with the other 
guy. Mebbe that’s why Scandrel’s been 
fussing so much. I f  I get a chance to
night I ’ll play ‘Tell Me, Pretty Maiden’ 
and find out. This is all under your felt 
shed, Mr. O ’Grady.”

Whatever was brewing and whatever 
plots were afoot, nothing suppressed the 
excitement o f the next morning.

Those who were usually so somnolent 
they couldn’t roll off the pad until around 
noon, beat the alarm clock to it and were 
up with the dawn. Reggie Barrington, 
tricked out in an Alpine costume that only 
needed a chorus carrying spears, was all 
set to sail his boat from the veranda of 
the chateau while Amos Chandler, as nerv
ous as a speed demon in the presence o f a 
heartless magistrate, split the breakfast 
hour up by patting the lily-white hand of 
Mary Mortimer and darting contemptuous 
glances at his rival.

Probably the coolest person present was 
the egotistical Ottie who, robed in some
thing that was a cross between an aviator’s 
costume and evening clothes, tied into the 
morning meal enthusiastically and only 
came out o f the cups and saucers long 
enough to smack Swan when the other ac
cidentally dropped a thumb in the cream 
pitcher.

“ Phelps,”  Barrington declared when 
breakfast was over, “ tells me that the bally 
old temperature is two degrees below. I ’m 
having steamer rugs brought out on the
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porch as well as foot warmers. I am 
seating you all in alphabetical order with 
one single exception. That is, deah Mary
will be seated at my right and-------”

“ Haw-haw! Stupid mistake!” Amos 
Chandler interrupted. “ Deah old Mary 
will be seated at my left! W on ’t you?”  

Barrington immediately snatched up a 
handful of crumbs and flung them across 
at Chandler, but an outbreak of open war
fare was averted by the young lady her
self.

“ If it’s all the same to you,” she de
clared in a voice that should have had the 
sterling mark on it, “ I ’ll camp on the rail
ing and swing my little feet.”

The crowd rushed for the veranda, 
where field glasses were distributed. I 
found an empty chair beside the laconic 
Swan and sat down a minute or two before 
Ottie, smoking a cigar half as long as the 
Lincoln Highway, swaggered out, his vol
ume on ice boating under an arm.

“ Well, Joe, we’re off now. Do me a 
favor and paste any of these here cash 
kids who slander me when I ain’t around 
to hear them. And watch me run the 
C. O. D. Y ou ’ll be amazed!”

The statement was no idle boast.
Ten minutes more elapsed and then the 

Chandler yacht made its appearance and 
with all canvas set heeled away up Lake 
Sunapec for an exercise spin.

The graceful lines and the jaunty tilt 
o f the craft inspired a cheer and made 
Barrington ruin the nails on his right 
hand. He had finished with the last finger 
when there was another cheer and his own 
boat zigzagged erratically into view, Scan- 
drel madly trying to get the flapping main 
sail up completely.

“ H a-ha!”  Edward Swan roared. “ The 
way ’at bim handles the sheet ought to 
sign him with a laundry. W hy don’t he 
peg the Mary a pillow and give it the slip ? 
I ’m going to enjoy every minute o f this!”  

From what I had gathered, the race 
between the two boats was to be over a 
course that ranged from the starting line 
in front o f the chateau across to the oppo
site side o f the lake. The second leg o f 
the trip was north to the upper end of 
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the Sunapec, down around its lower bend 
and then back and up to the finish. Be
cause it was a match race, pure but not 
so simple, a number o f regulations had 
been dispensed with and save for the faith
ful Phelps, hanging over a rusty cannon 
with a box o f matches, and a collection o f 
stop watches there were none o f the usual 
formalities observed.

The Mary came back, Ottie managed to 
get his sail up and both boats tacked for 
the start, Scandrel with the tiller in one 
hand and his book in the other.

“ This is h ot!” Swan snickered. “ Look 
at that conceited tomato doing it with lit
erature. I ’ll bet all my royalties on the 
song that he thinks you anchor one o f 
them boats with an ice pick. I really-------”

B o o m !

The ancient cannon that Phelps touched 
off shook the glass out o f two windows 
and threw the butler back and into a ditch, 
but both yachts received an even break for 
a start and the next minute the porch 
hounds had hurled aside their steamer rugs 
and at the railing were loudly calling for 
the boat they had plunged on to come 
through and co p !

LJO W  Scandrel managed was more o f a
1 mystery than cosmetics but with the 

wind behind him and all canvas taut on the 
F. 0.  B. he tore away at a perilous angle. 
At the first turn the speedy ice boat lunged 
to the touch o f the rudder and Ottie went 
overboard while the gang on the veranda 
had a touch o f hysteria. The big buffoon, 
however, had taken the precaution o f se
curing himself to the boat with a rope 
knotted about his middle and, after bump
ing over ice worth five or six dollars to 
any pushcart dealer, hauled himself aboard 
again and continued the race.

“ Glorious hour!”  Reggie Barrington 
bawled. “ Nothing can defeat me now !”

Whatever strange fate worked in the 
Scandrel interests the fact remained that 
with no further mishaps the F. O. B. flew 
along, gained the lead and held it. I could 
see Mary Mortimer swinging her little 
feet excitedly while Chandler, his face as 
black as a felon’s record, tore out a hand-
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ful o f his well-parted hair and groaned 
aloud. In his elation, the owner o f Linger 
a While broke three highball glasses in 
succession, waved two steamer rugs at the 
same time and yelled his silly head off.

This is what happened.
At the lower end o f the lake Ottie, try

ing to find a chapter in the book that ex
plained how to go about, blundered, ran 
half up on shore and lost precious minutes 
while he jumped out and pushed the 
F. 0 . B. back on the ice again. In some 
perplexing fashion he got started again, 
straightened out and sailed fast.

In the charge down the lake to the fin
ish the F. 0 . B. forged steadily ahead and 
it looked like a certain triumph for the 
Barrington romance until the unforeseen 
occurred. Within an eighth o f a mile o f 
the finish itself the stiff wind that had 
been tumbling out o f the east suddenly 
swung directly around to the west, hit 
Scandrel’s mainsail like an eighteen-inch 
shell, whirled him around like a corkscrew 
opening a quart bottle of wood alcohol and 
then, in a direct opposite line, sent the 
boat flying back toward the lower end of 
the lake.

Everything would have been good look
ing had not the Mary, coming on, been 
directly in the way. Like a five-ton truck 
giving a secondhand can everything it had, 
the F. 0 . B. smacked into the other ice 
boat, and together, closely locked, the two 
craft slid across to the opposite shore 
where Ottie, the rope still around him, and 
Captain Izard finished it on foot with their 
fists.

“ You and your Swiss pilots!”  Amos 
Chandler shrieked, throwing his field 
glasses at Barrington. “ He’s ruined my 
boat!”

The owner o f the chateau cleverly 
dodged the binoculars, shook off a dozen 
restraining hands and threw himself for
ward with a bitter cry o f rage and hate.

“ Confounded cad! Impossible rotter! 
I intend to strike y ou !”

There was a little frozen hygeia on the 
top step o f the veranda. Barrington 
slipped on it and with Chandler in his arms 
took the stairs hastily and disappeared in

a snow bank, leaving Eddie Swan to laugh 
like a maniac.

“ Honest, this is worth ten bills a seat! 
Look at them two babies going to the 
bank! And treat yourself to a stare at 
that Ottie parsnip. The skipper just 
sloughed him a couple and he’s out like a 
cook on a Thursday o f f !”

'T 'H IR T Y -O N E  days, or a month, later 
Scandrel, in some stylish raiment he 

had retrieved from those shops that guard 
your goods for a certain annual percent
age, invaded the Bronx and my private 
office, hung his walking stick on the hat- 
rack and put his nifty castor in the um
brella stand.

“ Mr. Prosperity, himself again, Joe! 
You can’t keep a good man down— as any 
elevator operator will admit under pres
sure. I didn’t bring that scow in and the 
rope I had on kept me from clouting Chan
dler’s skipper cold, but that cuts no ice 
here nor there. Like a broom I cleaned 
up on i t !”

The look I gave him was as sharp as a 
school-teacher’s tongue.

“ You clean up? H ow do you mean?”
He pulled down the cuffs o f a lavendar 

shirt and smirked.
“ Up at the chateau that Sunday night 

our thin friend, Amos Chandler, traps me 
in the garage where I went to grab a lit
tle gasoline to clean my spats. Chandler, 
on the verge o f sobs, tells me that Bar
rington must never have Mary and hands 
me a roll o f money, begging me not to try 
too hard to win.

“ So much for that. Yesterday, Reggie, 
y ’know, gives me a buzz on the machine 
that made Mr. Bell famous. I do a lunch 
with him at the Top-hat Club and Reggie 
not only makes me a present o f the five 
grand he promised but tries to kiss me in 
the bargain. Go get that!”

“ Do you mean to tell me that after you 
ended all o f Barrington’s fondest hopes 
he actually gave you what he had prom
ised for winning? W hat’s the idea?”

Ottie tried out one o f his best grins.
.. “  ’A t’s what I wanted to know and 
that’s what I found out. Listen, there’s
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a streak o f the same thing in all o f us. 
A in ’t it so? I f  I can’t have what you’ve 
got I don’t want you to have it neither. 
Thus with the ridiculous Reggie. He 
didn’t get the Mortimer rib but he didn’t 
want Amos Chandler to get her and when 
Chandler didn’t-------”

“ Didn’ t?”
Scandrel chuckled.
“ I f  you don’t hear me it’s your fault—  

your ears are large enough. The song 
Eddie Swan and me wrote is a million- 
dollar comedy hit and I practically own 
Broadway. Eddie tried out Mary’s voice, 
learned that she’s been stage-struck ever 
since she was in that show at the Ritz- 
Plaza and got Milton Minashifsky to stick

her into the cast at the Summer Garden, 
and is writing the music for a new show 
she’ll be in next year.”

I waited.
“ W hat’s the rest?”
“ Not a whole lot,”  Scandrel murmured 

with a glance at his solid-gold watch. "E d
die and her are engaged to be married— to 
each other. Right now I ’ve got an invite 
to have lunch with them. A fter that I ’ve 
got a date to see Chandler at the Waistcoat 
Club. Er— he writes that he feels that I 
kept Mary from marrying Barrington and 
he wants to present me with a little token 
o f his appreciation in the form of a check. 
Tell me, what could be sweeter!”

I ’m asking you!
Another story by Montanyc in the next issue.

A  D I F F I C U L T  JOB

FU R N IF O L D  M. SIMMONS, United States senator from North Carolina and 
one of the Democratic leaders in the upper house o f Congress, has an eye like 
an eagle’s and a backbone like an elephant’s. He is one o f nature’s strong men 
in the matter of character and temperament. Consequently he has no patience 

with the quitter and the man who will not “ stay put.”
“ Trying to find out how some men stand on important questions,”  he said recently, 

“ reminds you o f Theodore Roosevelt’s illuminating remarks about the difficulty o f 
nailing cranberry jelly to a wall.”

IBtlliJIllllIlllIllliliraillWttllll!

S U P E R I O R  T O  F L A T T E R Y

IN his younger years William J. Harris, United States senator from Georgia, took a 
whirl at the insurance business and hung up a great record in that as he has in 
everything he has tackled. The big factor in his insurance success was his gift o f 
sizing up people and immediately acting on his judgment.
“ Don’t start to jollying me,”  a hard-boiled citizen told him one morning. “ You 

ought to be able to see that flattery won’t move m e! I like hard, cold facts. I feel
like throwing these bull artists out o f my office. I-------”

“ That’s exactly what I told my partner before I came around here,”  broke in 
young Harris. “ When he suggested you as a prospect, I said: ‘There’s one man, Tom, 
who won’t listen to soft soap and hot air. I ’ll have to sell him on facts and figures!’ 
And he agreed to it. Everybody knows your reputation, Mr. Jones. And you don’t 
know what a relief it is to call on a man who doesn’t expect to be flattered and praised. 
There are mighty few like you. Most men want to be told what wizards they are, 
how rich they’re supposed to be and what shrewd traders they are. But you’ve the 
name o f being above all that. And I can see at a glance that you are. And it’s re
freshing to me. It puts me on my mettle. A  man like you is the best-------”

Twenty minutes later the man who couldn’t be flattered took up his pen and asked - 
the future senator to show him the dotted line.
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ONE o f Abraham Lincoln’s most recent biographers, Nathaniel Wright 
Stephenson, illustrates the unique quality of that great man’s leadership 
by a story in which General McClellan, then commander in chief of the 
Federal armies, figures with little credit.

Late one night the president and his secretary of state, Seward, went to 
McClellan’s quarters. The general was not at home, but was expected momen
tarily. Lincoln and Seward sat down to wait. In a little while McClellan came 
in. He was in a rage about some plan that had gone awry, and on being told 
that the president was waiting to confer with him he stamped off and to bed 
without so much as a by your leave to his chief. Instead of resenting the boor
ish slight, Lincoln took his hat and went home. Secretary Seward’s remonstrances 
were of no avail. The president explained that he preferred to ignore the discour
tesy because he did not believe it a time for making points of etiquette and per
sonal dignity. “ I will hold McClellan’s horse,” he said, “ if he will win me vic
tories !”

History offers few examples of men so great in leadership and yet so ready 
in humility. Lincoln, the captain of state, the heroic martyr who piloted his coun
try safely through such a coincidence of storm and reef as few nations have 
ever survived, remained a simple brother in the brotherhood of man through it 
all. Other great men have confounded their personalities with the greatness of 
their stations. Lincoln never did. He saw himself as a man o f common clay, 
sorely tried, subject to error, susceptible of temptation. Because he could thus 
keep a human perspective on himself, he was able to see his fellow workers, his 
people, even his people’s enemies, with the eye of tenderness and understanding.

McClellan had slighted him. What of it? McClellan’s business was not to 
be polite to the President of the United States. He might be as boorish as he 
chose so long as he won battles for the people o f the United States. Lincoln 
was the peerless leader because, in his humility, he could forgive anything but 
failure to serve the cause to which the country was committed.

T O U G H  T IM E S  F O R  T H E  B O O K  O F R O Y A L T Y

MA N Y  wars have come and gone since the founding o f the Almanac!i de 
Gotha in 1763— the book of blue blood and crowned heads, the gilt-edged 
leader and model o f all social registers— but no war ever affected its 
contents and fortunes like the last international upheaval. In fact, the 

wholesale dethroning of kings, princes and dukes in Germany'alone almost ruined
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its prospects except for the happy thought o f still including its titled victims, with 
new designations describing their abdication or exclusion from succession.

And, incidentally, the ex-royalties in their altered circumstances have appar
ently taken advantage o f their downfall by obtaining divorces, for many of them 
have parted— some to live in second-rate neighborhoods, others to vanish into 
convents or monasteries. So, for the first time in its history, the old Almanack 
de Gotha records the troubles and unhappiness o f its high-born ladies and gentle
men.

Also, its publishers have been compelled to change a fundamental policy in 
their most exclusive book. Time was when the aristocratic Almanack defied 
the great Napoleon and continued to include the rulers he had deposed as if noth
ing of the kind had taken place. And it used to relegate the royalty o f Asia and 
Africa to the subsidiary section reserved for high officials merely, and statistics.

Now the publishers o f this bluest of blue-blooded books have turned to 
crowns wherever to be found. This is particularly noteworthy in the case of 
Japan For fifty years the Japanese royal family have fought the Almanack de 
Gotha people, insisting on a proper place among the European potentates, and 
bitterly complaining o f being given secondary position. Until 1922 the publishers 
refused to heed Japan’s protest, but at last the family of the mikado have won 
out. Others, too, will be promoted to first rank, no doubt, and the Almanack 
compilers, formerly so snobbish, will, like Lewis Carroll’s smiling crocodile, “ wel
come the little fishes in.”

T H E  T H R E E  PIGS

ONCE upon a time— runs a modern French fable— there were three pigs in 
a sack. Their situation was lamentable. Each of the pigs had a different 
theory to account for their plight.

The first pig said: “ This crowding is terrible; it is because we are
in a sack.”

The second pig said: “ This crowding is a calamity; it is because we are
pigs-”

The third pig addressed the company in these terms: “ This crowding is un
doubtedly frightful, but you are both wrong as to the causative factors underlying 
it. Our hideous predicament results neither from the fact that we are in a sack 
nor from the circumstance that we are pigs. The calamity is the logical result, 
direct and inevitable, o f certain spasmodic variations in the great law governing 
economic utility.”

This sapient discourse made a profound impression on the first two pigs and, 
with one voice, they elected the third pig to be their leader.

This done, the crowding continued as before.
The moral o f this brief satire is visible in the life all around us. Everywhere 

people originally gifted with common sense are being hypnotized into a surrender 
o f reason by large words strung together in resounding periods that mean noth
ing. W hy a man, who sets forth sound ideas in clear and simple language that 
anybody with a grammar-school vocabulary can understand, should receive less 
consideration than an animated dictionary, who utters the purest nonsense in cross
word-puzzle jargon, is one o f those human mysteries that psychologists will never 
solve— although no doubt they will claim a solution.

Yet it is so. The world is full o f people who will adulate and follow any up
start demagogue with a well-developed talent for incomprehensibility. Tell one 
o f these people that two and two make four and you will receive a shrug and a 
lofty stare for your pains. But say that by a delicate and recondite process o f
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logarithmic manipulation you have achieved the interesting conclusion that five is 
the sum o f two and two, and you will win immediate consideration and respect.

It is our observation that the harder it is to understand a man the less there 
is about him worth understanding. Large words do not necessarily mean great 
learning and intellectual power. They may be the sign o f nothing more than a 
retentive memory. It is the easiest thing in the world to befog a simple issue with 
complex rhetoric. The really difficult and impressive feat is to state a complex 
proposition with such skillful clarity o f phrase and such economy o f words that 
it seems a simple matter.

W H E N  T H E  R E D  B A L L  IS UP

K
IP LIN G  says somewhere in one o f his books that he carries around with 
him a priceless picture gallery— the memories o f sights seen on the Seven 
Seas and in the lands that border them. W e go Mr. Kipling one better. 
With us we carry around a collection o f memory-phonograph records of 

sounds we have heard and hope to hear again. It would be nice if we could say 
that these sound memories were of a wonderful orchestra playing Tschaikowsky’s 
Symphonie Pathetique, or of Mr. Paderewski playing Chopin’s Etude in G Sharp 
Minor, or— well, it" would be nice, but it wouldn’t be true. The sounds that we 
like best to remember are strictly lowbrow sounds— the slap-slap o f ripples against 
the bottom o f a lightly laden canoe as a six-foot paddle sends it skittering over a 
still lake, the clatter of troop horses’ hoofs on a hard road, the soul-satisfying 
thud o f a tennis ball that a perfect smash— the only one of the season—-has sent 
to that place from which no short lob returns, and— to come to the point at last 
— the zip-p zip— zip-p zip o f a pair o f well-sharpened skate blades over hard 
smooth ice.

All over the part o f the country where Jack Frost can be expected to provide 
ice, the red ball that means skating is awaited eagerly by youngsters whose ages 
range from seven to seventy— with an occasional enthusiast under or over those 
limits no novelty. Where on the long list o f amusements can you find a pastime 
that is jollier, heartier, more blood quickening than ice skating? Grandpa, ear 
tabs snugly in place and a pair of club skates o f the vintage of 1875 clamped 
to his shoes, cutting figure eights that would astonish his office boy; the youth 
who, hands clasped behind his back and his upper body parallel to the ice, glides 
along with long strokes on his first pair o f racing skates; the schoolgirl who comes 
down in a flutter o f bright-hued skirts, rolled sport socks and sheer silk stockings 
— which is oldest? When the red ball is up every one is young.

O f course, ice skating, like everything else, has degrees of excellence. There 
is skating in an indoor rink, where young men who wear derby hats and stiff 
collars, and young ladies who are dressed as if for a dance, go round and round 
to the strains of jazz. None o f that for us! Give us a good big pond, with a 
full moon gleaming down on the black ice and the snow banked white at the sides; 
the night cold, but not too co ld ; a girl who doesn’t have her skates come off more 
than once every ten minutes— and watch us go!

lUiinnigniiiiBfliiiiataafflmniaBBnsBiBffiaHB
P O P U L A R  T O P IC S

F r o m  Berlin comes the startling news that the Krupp works are busy 
making artificial teeth o f the steel that they used to use in the manufacture of 
sword blades and gun barrels.

Is this the newest German war weapon?
Perhaps, after all, the French military experts have been correct In their 

opinion that Germany is armed to the teeth.
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A nother bit o f news from Germany is more reassuring. A  man who 
stepped out into the street and gave three hearty cheers for the ex-kaiser was 
adjudged insane.

D espite the opinions o f veteran commuters on other roads, the Death Valley 
Railroad is the lowest railroad in the United States. It is the lowest in altitude 
and the lowest in earnings. Although its net profits jumped from  $1.32 in 1922 
to the huge sum of $23.78 in 1923, the company that operates it is seeking per
mission to abandon the line because “ it isn’t worthy the distinction o f being desig
nated a common carrier.”  Officials explained that the increase o f earnings was 
unnatural and temporary, being caused by the peak-load business o f motion-pic
ture companies who have been using the Death Valley as a background for their 
desert thrillers.

Slowly but surely the civilization o f the white man is conquering the world. 
China is the latest victim. Back in 1910, you will remember if you are interested 
in such things, Jack Johnson knocked out Jim Jeffries in a fight in Reno, Nevada, 
thereby winning the world’s heavyweight championship. As the showing o f the 
motion pictures o f the fight was barred in the United States, the films were shipped 
to China, and were popular with the Chinese movie fans for several years. This 
educational enterprise bore fruit, for not long ago a Chinese heavyweight who 
staggers around under the name o f Long Fong Lee knocked out an American 
fighter in the first round of a bout.

It is quite likely that Mr. Tex Rickard will feel that this blow to the pres
tige of the Nordics should be avenged, and that Mr. Long Fong Lee will be in
vited to visit Madison Square Garden to engage in fistic debate with some of 
the exponents o f American culture. There is an opening in the swat industry 
for another earnest young business man now that the W ild Bull o f the Pampas 
has been tamed. W hy not the Mad Monster o f Mongolia?

T he treasury department is trying to “ sell”  the silver dollar to the American 
people. One o f the cartwheels was placed in the pay envelope o f each o f five 
thousand treasury employees recently. During the last twenty years a stream of 
silver dollars has poured into the treasury to be exchanged for paper money. Now 
Uncle Sam has become economical, and as paper money wears out so quickly that 
it costs the government three per cent o f its face value for upkeep and replace
ments, the watchdogs of our national money chests are trying to get the public 
to use the dollar o f our daddies once more.

A n im al  conservation pays. In 1912 there were only 32,000 fur seals re
maining in Alaska. The great herds had been thinned almost to the vanishing 
point by poaching and indiscriminate slaughter. Then the government enforced 
careful methods o f conservation. To-day the seal population is estimated at 
600,000.

T he Prince o f Wales has shocked conservative Britishers by telling the world 
that he prefers the new-fangled American belt to the safe-and-sane John Bull sus
penders for the upholding o f the princely trousers.

W e hope that the prince doesn’t go to the extreme o f the Ritsie-American 
college boy, who has accepted so fully the doctrine of nonsupport that he has dis
carded his no-metal-can-touch-yous and let his sox roll unconfined at his ankles.

The entire question o f men’s clothes has become precarious. Every time 
we see a garterless, suspenderless youth whose wide-bottomed trousers are trailing 
at his heels we feel like sending in a hurry call for the National Security League.



Getting Close to Nature
By Ralph D. Paine

Author o f  "So This Is Cairo!" “ King Neptune Takes C o m m a n d E t c .

Shore leave in East Africa brings a thrilling adventure featuring an earnest phar
macist’s mate, a determined hippo, a fateful saxophone, and the prettiest girl in port.

H
E N R Y  W E X T E R  was a phar
macist’s mate, first class, in the 
Scout Cruiser Toledo. To explain 
the naval term, he was a compe

tent nurse and doctor’s assistant in the 
ship’s sick bay or hospital. Not much ro
mance o f the sea in that. None o f your 
dashing-bluejacket stuff. Henry was a 
serious-minded youth who saved his pay 
and hoped to go to a medical school later 
and become a real M. D. W ith his gold- 
rimmed glasses, pale complexion, and stu
dious air, he could not be said to resemble 
a seagoing gob.

His duties absorbed his attention. He 
was happy in his work. The doctor called 
him his right-hand man. Henry Wexter 
would not have swapped places with the 
brass-bound captain.

He complained that the cruiser did not 
stay long enough in the various ports o f 
this African voyage for him to make a 
thorough study of the diseases o f the coun
try and the habits o f the natives. He did 
the best he could, however, by making a

bee line for the hospitals whenever shore 
liberty was granted him. The restaurants, 
curio shops, dance halls and motor rides 
which attracted his flighty shipmates were 
so much wasted time to Henry Wexter. 
He preferred to investigate cases o f lep
rosy, black-water fever, or bubonic plague.

Returning to the ship, he was likely to 
bring off, not baskets or strings o f beads 
and carved ivory elephants, but micro
scopic slides o f strange and fearful bac
teria, or a deadly tsetse fly in a tiny bottle, 
or a drop o f some peculiarly fatal snake 
venom.

These pastimes amused his comrades 
who poked good-humored fun at Henry. 
After one o f his scientific tours, they were 
careful not to joggle him in a crowded 
launch. He was like a depth bomb with 
a contact fuse. One never felt quite cer
tain that Henry was not loaded with 
devastating germs or bugs.

Apart from this failing, the pharma
cist’s mate was human and well liked. He 
would sit up all night with a sick man
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and forget his weariness. Patient and 
cheerful, they called him a good scout.

The Toledo was steaming at an easy 
cruising speed o f fifteen knots to pick up 
a landfall on the coast o f Portuguese East 
Africa. In the dusk o f a humid evening 
the men were lugging their hammocks to 
the upper deck to swing them from stan
chions, davits, and ventilators. Down be
low the heat was intolerable. Some of 
them spread blankets wherever there was 
room to sprawl on the steel deck.

Henry W exter came up to enjoy an 
hour’s leisure. For once his nose was not 
buried in some abstruse medical treatise. 
The weather had wilted him. Seaman 
William Sprague found him gazing at the 
shadowy sea and asked:

“ What about this next port, Plenry? I 
don’t mean hospitals and clinics. Delagoa 
Bay is a fine harbor— I heard the naviga
tor say that— but is the town any good ?’ ’ 

“ Lourenco Marques? Quite civilized 
and up-to-date, I believe, ‘Kid,’ ”  answered 
Henry. “ I am disappointed. I want to 
get some glimpses of the real Africa, 
where it is wild and primitive. Did I ever 
tell you I was crazy to be a naturalist 
when I was a boy?”

“ How to tell the bees from the butter
cups and what makes the wild cat wild ?”  

“ More or less. I was always collecting 
something or other.”

“ Too bad you can’t go roaming in the 
jungle,” said William.

“ Great stuff,”  exclaimed Henry. “ Get
ting close to Nature. It surely does appeal 
to me.”

“ Not too close,”  the Kid objected. 
“ Lions, Henry, and bugs that bite while 
you sleep! Haven’t you been scaring us 
most to death for the last month! I am 
strong for this Lourenco Marques if it has 
paved streets and taxis and a sewer sys
tem. No more tropical dumps for me. 
You go cuddle as close to Nature as you 
like.”

“ But I can’t ask for overnight liberty, 
Kid, to make a little trip into the back 
country. There are two serious cases in 
the sick bay and the doctor needs me on 
the iob.”

“ You take life too darned hard, boy. 
Ease up on yourself. Let George do it 
once in a while. Join the gang this time. 
Lay off the nature stuff and the Portu
guese hospitals.”

Henry W exter showed no responsive 
enthusiasm. He could not be lured from 
his narrow path. In his opinion, these 
feather-headed young sailors lacked ambi
tion. They showed too little interest in 
improving themselves.

Early the next morning the cruiser 
passed in between the distant green shores 
o f Delagoa Bay. Rolling hills, smooth 
fields, cultivated orchards made the land
scape look more like home than like A f 
rica.

The approach to the city was indicated 
by a new hotel of imposing size which 
stood upon a bluff. It suggested Atlantic 
City or San Diego. Golfers were play
ing on a course that skirted the bay. An 
elaborate bathing pavilion and casino faced 
the beach.

Rounding a headland, the Toledo came 
to anchor in a spacious harbor where a 
dozen large cargo steamers flew their flags. 
Soon after midday, the liberty boats were 
called away.

Henry W exter was still deaf to the per
suasions o f his frivolous shipmates. All 
he felt interested in was the hospital oper
ated by the Portuguese administration. 
The pretty town failed to attract him. It 
had fine retail shops, pretentious govern
ment buildings, wide, shaded streets, and 
homes set in gorgeous gardens. But a fel
low couldn’t get very dose to Nature in a 
spick-and-span place like this, grumbled 
Henry, as he trudged off alone.

A F T E R  weeks of sultriness and discom- 
fort in other ports nearer the equator, 

the weather had turned wonderfully cool 
overnight. The wind that swept across 
the wide reaches o f Delagoa Bay had the 
tang of September in New England. It 
was like a tingling tonic. It made Henry 
W exter step along with his head in the 
air.. He had a bit o f a swagger, like a 
proper young seaman. The jolly wind 
whipped color into his cheeks. In his
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fresh white clothes, with the round hat 
perched on three hairs, he was a credit to 
U. S. S. Toledo. Something had hap
pened to Henry Wexter. He was sur
prised to hear himself exclaim:

“ The stuffy old hospital be jiggered! 
Let it wait. Here is where I ramble.”

He swung along with no destination in 
mind. It was the spirit o f rebellion. A u
tomobiles buzzed by him and dark-eyed 
Portuguese girls glanced with approval at 
the Yankee bluejacket. Henry actually 
took notice of them. It was almost scan
dalous.

After a while he came to the fashion
able Plotel Poiana which had been seen 
from the ship. Boldly he strode into the 
lounge and ordered a claret lemonade. 
Sipping it through a straw, he listened to 
the orchestra and wished he might dance 
with some nice girl who spoke English. 
Henry was coming to. Most decidedly.

From the hotel he drifted to the golf 
course. It seemed ages since he had 
stretched his legs in this carefree, leisurely 
manner. He was enjoying it. Perhaps 
lie had been letting himself get stale.

It was too early in the afternoon for the 
golfers to turn out. Henry appeared to 
have the course to himself. Pie loafed 
along on the smooth turf until he came 
to a rustic bench near the eighth green. 
Here he could look out over the noble ex
panse o f the bay and feel the joyous rush 
o f the keen, invigorating wind. Henry 
whistled a snatch o f ragtime. This was 
the life.

Presently he spied a girl who was play
ing around alone. Her caddy was a lit
tle Kafir boy as black as a crow. The 
wind bothered her. On the long shots it 
deflected her ball into the rough grass. 
She was poking about to help the caddy 
find it when Henry heard her scream. 
He rushed to the rescue. She aimed her 
club at a clump o f dried grass and gasped:

“ It—-it went in there. I almost stepped 
on it. Snakes don’t often scare me, but 
this— for Heaven’s sake, do be careful! I 
just saw it wriggle. They run after you, 
so the natives say.”

A  supple, clear-eyed damsel of eighteen

or so, she was so agitated that Henry 
felt perplexed. He had never taken care 
o f a patient with hysterics. They were 
seldom found in a man-of-war.

“ This snake isn’t going to run any
where,”  said Henry. “ Lend me your club 
and I ’ll kill it. What kind is it?”

“ A  g-green mornba,”  she faltered, 
wringing her hands. “ And it almost bit 
my ankle.”

“ A  green momba ? H ow  interesting,” 
calmly observed Henry. “ I never saw 
one alive. I wish I had a bottle o f alco
hol. The bite o f the green momba is said 
to be fatal in never more than seven min
utes. No serum has been discovered to 
neutralize-------”

The girl stared at him. Her lips parted 
in a smile. The strain relaxed. “ For the 
love o f Pete, how do you get that way?” 
she cried. “ I never heard a sailor talk 
like this. Are you a professor in dis
guise ?”

“ You talk like an American girl,” re
torted Henry. Apparently they had for
gotten the green momba and its deadly 
seven-minute schedule.

“ You guessed it,”  said she. “ My fa
ther is a mining engineer in Johannesburg. 
W e are spending a couple o f weeks at the 
Hotel Poiana.”

There was a rustling noise in the clump 
of grass. Henry dashed forward with 
golf club upraised. The girl grasped his 
arm to drag him back.

Meanwhile the sensible Kafir urchin 
had found a heavy stick. W ith this he 
poked the grass clump. The green momba 
glided out and was promptly smashed by 
a stone which the caddy hurled with the 
precision of a trained marksman. Green 
mombas were nothing to make him nerv
ous.

“ Thank you just as much, Mr.— Mr.
------- W hat’s your name?” exclaimed the
fair young golfer.

“ Henry Wexter, U. S. S. Toledo,”  he 
told her.

“ I am Edith Earle,”  said she, offering 
her hand like a frank comrade.

“ I hope you will call at the hotel and 
meet my father. He had a fit o f rapture
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when he saw your beautiful ship pass by 
this morning with the good old Stars and 
Stripes flying.”

Henry blushed and explained that his 
hours o f liberty were limited. The ques
tion o f naval rank troubled him. He 
wanted to invite Mr. Earle and his charm
ing daughter to visit the ship. But they 
were the kind o f folks who would expect 
to be entertained by the officers. An in
visible social wall stood between the offi
cers’ wardroom and the berth deck where 
the four hundred men o f the crew lived. 
Reading his mind, Miss Edith Earle 
quickly exclaimed :

“ Oh, pooh with that! Forget it. What 
do we care if you are an enlisted man ? 
Heaps o f nice boys join the navy to see 
the world. Awfully sorry I am dated up 
for the rest o f this afternoon. When can 
you come ashore again?”

“ Day after to-morrow— until ten o ’clock 
at night, Miss Earle.”

“ Oh, that reminds me, Mr. W exter,” 
she cried, with her jolly smile. “ Some of 
the English people o f Lourenco Marques 
are planning a picnic for that afternoon, 
with forty enlisted men as guests. I have 
been invited. They say your officers get 
plenty o f attention— the British Club, the 
Portuguese Military Club, the Golf Club, 
a dance at the Polana to-night, and so on. 
It’s time somebody did something for the 
sailors. H ow will the forty men be se
lected? Do you happen to know?”

“ It will be left to the division officers,” 
answered Henry. “ So many men from 
each division— those with the best records 
and who know how to mind their man
ners.”

“ Then you will surely be on the list,”  
said Edith Earle. “ That’s a perfect 
cinch.”

This compliment embarrassed modest 
Henry to such a degree that he was 
speechless. The girl glanced at her wrist 
watch and discovered that she ought not 
to linger. Henry walked back with her 
but could not be coaxed inside the hotel. 
His courage was oozing. Finally he made 
a bold effort and ventured to say:

“ I f  you care to see the ship, Miss Earle,

I ’ll be glad to show you around. O f 
course I can’t entertain you, for I am just 
a plain gob— pharmacist’s mate, first 
class.”

This confession appeared to make her 
like him none the less. It explained his 
scientific interest in the green momba.

“ My uncle is a very distinguished sur
geon,”  said she. “ I may be a trained 
nurse some day. A  girl ought to know 
how to do something useful. Thanks 
awfully for the invitation to go out to your 
ship, Mr. Wexter. I ’ll tell dad about it.”

Left deserted and alone, Henry placed 
a finger on his wrist. The manner was 
gravely professional. His pulse was sev
eral beats faster than usual. It was a 
symptom agreeable and fascinating.

Here was a malady which he knew to 
be epidemic among the younger generation, 
but his own knowledge had been merely 
hearsay. His emotions veered to acute 
distress as he said to him self:

“ Good Lord, that green niomba might 
have bitten her ankle. What a frightfully 
narrow escape!”

Absent-mindedly he wandered back into 
the town. There he was unlucky enough 
to encounter Kid Sprague with three pals. 
They had been riding for miles in a taxi. 
After paying the bill, they were broke, as 
usual. Henrv lent them money, also as 
usual. They adjourned to an outdoor 
cafe and ordered food. They were always 
hungry.

“ What about the hospital, Henry, old 
top?”  asked the Kid. “ Did you find any 
nice disgusting cases?”

“ Disgusting? I should say not. Don’t 
get so blamed fresh,”  violently ejaculated 
Henry, jarred out o f his trance.

“ H ere! W hat’s happened to you ?”  de
manded one o f the others. “ W hy the vile 
temper ?”

“ None of your fool business,”  was the 
discourteous reply.

“ Our Henry must have swallowed a 
naughty little germ, boys,”  suggested Sea
man Sprague. “ Stand him on his head 
and shake it out o f him. He acts mighty 
queer.”

With one accord they laid brutal hands
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upon Henry W exter and turned him up
side down, with his legs waving in air. It 
was first aid to the injured. Sputtering his 
opinion of such a bunch o f hoodlums who 
disgraced the uniform, Henry broke away 
and fled to the boat landing. He desired 
to flock by himself.

That night he was in a restless mood 
and slept poorly. The clinical thermom
eter registered one half a degree o f fever. 
A  new microbe was playing the mischief 
with the steady-gaited composure o f the 
pharmacist’s mate.

Seaman William Sprague persistently 
practiced on the saxophone. His favorite 
melody was “ Yes, W e Have No Bananas." 
It annoyed Henry, who wished to sit and 
dream in quiet. It was even worse when 
the blithesome Sprague strolled in to an
nounce :

“ I am elected for that picnic, you 
grouchy old pill box. And your name is 
on the list. The executive’s yoeman 
slipped me the word. You will be the life 
o f the party, I don’t think. The Toledo 
Orioles will furnish some o f the dance 
music. There is one classy, seagoing out
fit o f jazz babies, if I do lead ’em myself.”

“ That means spoiling a perfectly good 
party with your infernal saxophone,”  
groaned Henry Wexter.

“ Listen, ‘Iodoform  Hank,’ there will be 
girls. I have the dope from an English 
guy that came out to sell fuel oil to the 
paymaster. Nice girls. And one of ’em 
is a pippin. Johannesburg is her home 
port— name is Earle. Make way for the 
good-looking gob that shakes a mean foot 
and toots a wicked saxophone. That’s me, 
Henry.”

“ No girl with any sense would fall for 
your line, ’Kid,”  replied the disgruntled 
pharmacist’s mate. “ You surely do hate 
yourself, don’t you?”

“ They like my style, indeed they do. 
Leave a broken heart in every port. That’s 
my motto. I f  you don’t brace up and 
show some pep, Henry, you will be left 
flat on your back at this African picnic. 
Take it from a friend.”

Henry spurned this counsel and told the 
insufferable nuisance to go fall overboard.

Alas, there was something in the Kid’s 
idle words. This much Henry W exter 
sadly admitted to himself. He could not 
expect to shine in such beguiling company. 
And William Sprague was already setting 
his sights for that lovely creature at the 
Hotel Polana— Henry’s friend, with the 
green momba as a bond between them.

However, Henry shoved the clouds 
away in the afternoon and felt suddenly 
radiant. He was on deck and off duty 
when he saw a ship’s boat coming out from 
the pier. Beneath the awning was none 
other than the dearest o f her sex. Beside 
her sat a solidly built gentleman with a 
clipped mustache who looked the part 
o f a successful mining engineer.

Henry hovered near the gangway, suf
fering waves o f diffidence and thrills o f 
audacity. The spruce young officer o f the 
deck, a telescope under his arm, greeted 
the visitors and asked if they wished to 
see any one in particular. Loyally Miss 
Edith Earle explained that she and her 
father would like to be shown about by a 
friend o f hers, Mr. Henry Wexter.

'"PH IS was the beaming Henry’s cue. He 
stepped up and was cordially pre

sented to Mr. Earle o f Johannesburg. The 
officer o f the deck was a susceptible junior 
lieutenant with an eye for beauty. His 
duties detained him at the gangway. He 
cast an envious glance at the pharmacist’s 
mate and paced to and fro, reflecting that 
some gobs were shot with luck.

Henry thought so, too. Leave it to him 
and Miss Edith Earle would have received 
a salute o f fourteen guns. Conscientiously 
he escorted his guests from one end o f the 
crack cruiser to the other. The Toledo 
was the very latest thing in war vessels 
o f her type. Her prodigious speed and 
horse power, the intricate electrical equip
ment, the catapults for launching air
planes, these and other gadgets o f modern 
naval efficiency keenly interested the min
ing engineer. He bombarded poor Henry 
W exter with technical questions and 
monopolized the conversation. The two 
young people could do no more than ex
change an occasional word.
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Henry was no expert in fire control, tur
bine engines, or navigation. He did his 
best to supply the demand for informa
tion but he perspired freely and frequently 
confessed that he didn’t know. The girl 
would think him a dumb-bell. It was ter
rible !

His confusion was perceived by Seaman 
William Sprague, purposely loitering 
within earshot, who felt no sympathy 
whatever. He snickered audibly. It was 
inhuman o f him. Henry’s predicament 
offered a perfectly good excuse to step 
up and answer the bothersome questions. 
As a member o f a deck division, he had the 
details at his fingers’ ends. It was all in 
the daily routine o f drill and instruction.

Henry had to introduce him to Edith. 
There was no way out o f it. The beans 
were spilled, but Henry doggedly hung on. 
He still had a chance, if Mr. Earle would 
only keep Kid Sprague engaged in in
specting gun mounts and torpedo tubes.

Edith was gracious and seemed to feel 
sorry for her flustered pharmacist’s mate. 
Just when they were left alone together 
and Henry was doing nicely, an impudent, 
freckled messenger came up from below 
and sang out:

“ Hi, W exter! The doctor wants you 
in the sick bay. Emergency case. Some 
guy in the black gang tried to smuggle 
a bottle of booze aboard in his sleeve. He 
fell down the gangway and smashed the 
bottle. It cut him in seventeen places. 
It’s up to you to help pick the glass out o f 
him. Make it snappy.”

“ Well, I will be-------”  Henry almost
bit his tongue.

“ Say damn. Don’t mind me. This is 
the limit,”  consoled Edith Earle. “ Good- 
by, Mr. W exter, and thank you so much. 
See you at the picnic.”

“ Perhaps,”  said Henry as they shook 
hands. To him it seemed like a tragic 
farewell. Fate had thwarted him and 
smiled upon the perfidious Kid Sprague 
who was a fast worker. Henry Wexter 
had never learned the trick o f leaving a 
broken heart in every port.

A fter mess gear had been cleared from 
the supper tables, Henry might have been

seen to wander to the seclusion o f the 
after deck. He was tired and low in his 
mind. Picking glass out o f the bibulous 
fireman had been a long and difficult task. 
It had banished romantic reveries.

Kid Sprague discovered the melancholy 
pharmacist’s mate but forbore to taunt 
him. It was unfair to hit a man when 
he was down. Taking a friendlier tack, 
William soothingly remarked:

“ She admires you, Henry. She gave 
:me an earful. A  girl o f bang-up good 
judgment, too. Brains as well as good 
looks.”

“ Quit your joshing, Kid. I am out. 
You win. I was mistaken when I said 
a girl like that wouldn’t fall for your 
line o f bunk. It’s natural for her to be 
attracted by the kind o f gink she can play 
up as a hero. Y ou ’re not so much but 
you do throw a front. You know what I 
mean. Strike up the band, here comes 
a sailor! I am just a plug.”

“ Pipe down. Don’t take it so darned 
seriously,”  laughed William. “ I can’t help 
strutting my stuff, but honest virtue holds 
the high cards.”

“ Not when the navy is doing social 
stunts,”  disagreed Henry. “ Well, I guess 
I ’ll go below and dress the chief carpen
ter’s carbuncle. You ought to hear him 
cuss.”

O f course Henry went to the picnic. 
He could not have been kept away, al
though he looked forward to a harrowing 
afternoon. His mind would have been 
more at ease if he had not been diverted 
from hospitals and germs in the first place.

When the launch shoved off with the 
forty sailor guests, he wore an air o f resig
nation. Whatever torments might be in 
store for him, he would bear them like a 
man.

The automobiles were waiting near a 
little park in the heart o f the town. Henry 
caught a glimpse o f Edith Earle, but, alas, 
the English people in charge o f the affair 
had no idea o f the pharmacist mate’s 
serious condition.

The chairman was a methodical person 
who read the names aloud from a type
written list and assigned the guests to the
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various cars. Henry was tucked in with 
an elderly lady, quite deaf, and her portly 
husband, a shipping merchant o f Lourenco 
Marques, who yawned a good deal and 
seemed to miss his afternoon nap.

Henry tried to be entertaining but his 
thoughts wandered. He scowled bitterly 
when Edith Earle rolled past. Beside her 
sat Seaman William Sprague who blew an 
insulting toot on the saxophone.

The road led inland. Luxuriant ver
dure crept close to it. The breeze was left 
behind. The air became heavy and hot. 
In this lush tropical world, Henry W ex- 
ter began to feel the ardor o f the natural
ist.

H e was getting close to Nature. The 
birds and insects interested him. He ex
pected to see monkeys swinging by their 
tails. This vcas something like the real 
Africa.

At a leisurely pace the procession of 
cars covered several miles before com
ing to a halt. The picnic party left them 
and strolled down to the bank o f a small, 
muddy river. A  dozen natives were wait
ing with a rudely built scow as a ferry.

They were wiry black men, almost 
naked, who laughed and chattered inces
santly. As soon as the scow was filled 
with passengers, these Kafirs splashed 
alongside and shoved ahead in water to 
their waists. The turbid current dragged 
the scow this way and that, but the cross
ing was made without mishap. The noisy 
boatmen returned for another load.

From the river the picnickers walked 
along a grassy trail chopped out o f the 
jungle until they came to a brick build
ing with a tall chimney. This was the 
pumping station for the water supply of- 
Lourenco Marques. Near by was the en
gineer’s bungalow and a pretty garden 
with shade trees. A  floor had been 
knocked together for dancing out o f doors.

It was a pleasant retreat for a crowd 
o f youthful bluejackets who had grown 
tired of ships and seaports. There was 
the charm o f novelty. This was how it 
had appealed to the kindly hosts. They 
surmised that the crew o f the Toledo had 
been unable to wander far from the beach

during the liberty hours o f the cruise. The 
brick pumping station could not spoil the 
impression o f a landscape savagely primi
tive and remote from the modern scene.

Henry W exter hovered in the back
ground. He was routed by force o f num
bers. Edith Earle had been taken pos
session o f by Kid Sprague and two or 
three o f his buddies. Dance music had 
been provided by the committee. This 
was reenforced by the amateur jazz art
ists from  the Toledo, when they felt so 
inclined. When Edith Earle danced with 
some other blissful gob, Kid Sprague dis
played his prowess on the saxophone.

Henry lacked the easy manner and glib 
talk o f these gallant shipmates. He sel
dom danced and was never sure he could 
make his feet behave.

The odds were all against him. He lost 
his nerve. Miss Edith felt sorry for him. 
This he gloomily concluded. His speed 
was too slow to maneuver in such com
pany. Whenever he gazed in her direc
tion, she encouraged him with a smile or 
a wave o f the hand. I f  he tried to talk 
to her, some hateful suitor interfered to 
kidnap her for a dance.

A T  length, Henry drifted away from the 
party. If he could get no closer to 

Edith, he might try getting closer to Na
ture. Here was his first opportunity to ex
plore a bit o f Africa. W ith sentiment 
barred, he could take refuge in the pursuit 
o f science. Women were liable to play the 
dickens with a man’s career, anyhow. 
Hereafter he would avoid all entangle
ments.

Following a path beyond the pumping 
station, Henry plunged into the rank un
dergrowth and trailing vines where the 
jungle had not been cleared. Here the 
mosquitoes swarmed. Henry made corpses 
c f  several and satisfied himself that they 
were not o f the Anopheles variety that 
carries the malarial germ.

He discovered insects less familiar, such 
a fascinating profusion o f them that he al
most forgot his intimate sorrows. The 
distant racket of saxophone, fiddle, and 
drums came to his ears. The barbarous
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jazz jarred Henry’s sensitive soul, al
though it seemed to belong in such an en
vironment as this. Strange bugs and 
plants and flowers, or the flash o f brilliant 
plumage, lured him on.

He pottered about until a noise in the 
dense foliage startled him. Branches 
snapped. Leaves rustled. Henry stood 
and listened. He called out, but there was 
no response. He moved cautiously in the 
direction of the noise. It perplexed him.

Through a rift in the green curtain of 
trees he caught sight o f the brown river. 
He could hear the squashing sound of 
trampled mud and more commotion in the 
foliage Some large body was forcing a 
passage.

This was very odd, reflected Henry, 
who felt curious to find out more about it. 
No bulky wild animal would be prowling 
so near the picnic and the pumping station 
in the middle o f the afternoon. The big 
game must have been driven out o f this 
coastwise region o f towns and railroads 
and automobiles.

Henry scratched his head and wiped the 
moisture from his glasses. With the ardor 
o f the naturalist, he began to stalk the in
visible creature. Probably it was nothing 
more exciting that a stray horse or donkey 
or a domesticated water buffalo.

Suddenly Henry W exter stiffened with 
terror and was rooted in his tracks. His 
knees wabbled. His mouth hung open. 
W ith eyes that popped out he beheld no 
more than a dozen feet away an enormous 
animal that resembled a nightmare. Its 
unwieldy body was propped upon absurdly 
short legs. The skin hung in great folds 
and was plastered with mud. The gro
tesque head was as big as a barrel. The 
mouth looked vast enough to swallow 
Henry in two bites.

The little ears were moving alertly to 
catch every suspicious sound. The pig 
eyes had a wicked glint. Horror-smitten 
though he was, the scholarly Henry found 
himself muttering aloud:

“ Hippopotamus amphibius! The larg
est living representative o f the ruminating 
artiodactyl mammals.”

The hippo saw Henry a moment later.

This specimen was an ill-tempered brute 
who disliked society o f any kind. This 
was the expression he wore on his face. 
Possibly the strains o f the saxophone had 
completely ruined a disposition already 
warped.

Henry was given no time to explain 
that he detested a saxophone himself. 
Wrenching himself out o f his petrified 
trance, he began to retreat. He had not 
the slightest desire to add an angry hip
popotamus to his natural-history collec
tions.

With a very nasty grunt, the hippo lum
bered straight for Henry Wexter.

Already the lone pharmacist’s mate was 
steaming under full power. He was turn
ing up knots. He felt as though he were 
being chased by an armored cruiser.

It was amazing to discover how fast an 
indignant hippopotamus could get over the 
ground. The beast had changed its gait 
from a clumsy trot to a rolling gallop.

Presently Henry broke out o f the jungle 
and scurried into the path where the going 
was easier. Glancing behind him, he saw 
the hippo still stubbornly in pursuit. There 
was room for only one idea in its stupid 
head.

'T 'H E  intelligent Henry, rattled as he was, 
1 could think o f two things at once. 

He was leading a race which moved rap
idly toward the happy picnic party and the 
dancing floor in front o f the bungalow. 
The older people were scattered about on 
the grass as spectators or engaged in un
packing the supper baskets. To permit 
this wicked hippopotamus to charge into 
the midst o f this innocent, defenseless 
gathering meant hideous disaster. It sim
ply couldn’t be done.

Henry saw a chance to save himself, 
but it meant abandoning the party to its 
fate. At one side o f the path was a tim
bered shed used by the power plant for 
storing coal. It appealed to the fugitive 
Henry as a blessed haven o f refuge, a 
structure too stout to be wrecked in a 
head-on collision with a hippo.

Henry's impulse was to dive into the 
shed. He wavered for an instant, but the
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nobler obligation propelled his legs on past 
the shed. It was for him to sacrifice him
self and lead the monster safely away 
from the picnic party. The saxophone 
player deserved no consideration, but 
there were others. Among them was 
Editli Earle, lost to Henry Wexter but 
still adorable.

"This darned old blunderhead may stick 
after me if I keep on going,” panted 
Henry. “ And before I let him harm a 
hair of that wonderful girl's head, I ’ll

H ie brave young bluejackets o f the To
ledo were anxious and willing to save the 
women first, but they were given no time 
in which to rally and organize. The rag
ing hippopotamus burst upon_ their vision 
with no warning whatever, Henry Wexter 
careering in wild flight only a few jumps 
ahead o f it.

Wild confusion was inevitable. Women 
screamed and turned to their bewildered 
husbands. Girls clung to the sailors for 
protection. In a twinkling it was an ut
terly disrupted picnic.

William Sprague threw away his saxo
phone and threw his arms around Edith 
Earle to drag her somewhere. He did 
not know which way to turn. Vainly his 
comrades sought weapons or missiles. It 
was up to them to fight a hippopotamus 
barehanded.

Pale and anguished, Henry Wexter 
veered sharply from his course in order to 
pass clear of the crowd and so coax his 
gigantic natural-history specimen away 
from the danger zone. The hippo looked 
neither to the right nor left. Henry was 
his meat. It was plain to Henry that 
unless something intervened, he was a poor 
bet. He was confirming the fact, previ
ously asserted by African explorers, that 
the human being cannot outrun the full- 
grown hippopotamus.

The spectators could only stand and 
look on. Some o f them may have com
prehended the heroic strategy o f the phar
macist’s mate or perhaps it was their 
sporting instinct. At any rate, they 
cheered lustily and implored him to step 
on the gas. Henry heard them not. He

was already running faster than he could 
have conceived as possible.

A  bright object gleamed in the grass 
not far from Henry's course. It was the 
saxophone which Kid Sprague had hurled 
from him in the excitement. This was 
clutching at a straw, but Henry swerved 
and dodged like a rabbit. He lunged for 
the saxophone, snatched it up, and whirled 
in his tracks. Bang, with the fury o f des
peration, he smote the hippo upon its wide 
and tender snout.

The beast slowed down, hesitated, and 
waggled its huge upper lip. The impact 
o f the saxophone had bruised it. In this 
moment of respite Henry W exter scudded 
ahead. He gained a good dozen yards. 
The saxophone was badly battered but 
could be wielded again. It would serve 
to keep the brute occupied.

However, the one wallop had done the 
trick. It had convinced the hippopotamus 
that here was a musical instrument which 
was, indeed, a nuisance. He wanted no 
more of it. Forgetting his purpose of 
annihilating Henry Wexter, he proceeded 
down the trail to thfe ferry at a ponder
ous trot. It was more important to cool 
his damaged nose in the river.

By this time the engineer o f the pump
ing station had rushed out o f the bungalow 
with a rifle. A  few minutes later a dead 
hippopotamus rested in the shallow, muddy 
water while a dozen Jvafir boatmen yelled 
with delight at the gorgeous feast in pros
pect.

The demoralized picnic party was reas
sembled. Henry W exter sat down to rest 
with his head in his hands. Beside him 
was a crumpled saxophone as a trophy of 
the chase. First to congratulate him was 
a ruddy Englishman who exclaimed:

“ Well played, my boy. Jolly well done. 
W e had no idea at all that an old rogue 
hippo was barging about here. When they 
turn ugly like that, they are positively dan
gerous, don’t you know. It was enor
mously plucky of you,”

“ Thanks. I started something that I 
was afraid I couldn’t finish,”  murmured 
the exhausted Henry. “ Glad nobody was 
hurt-,”



97■■GETTING CLOSE TO NATURE

And now the crowd gathered round to 
tell Henry how proud they were of him. 
Greatly embarrassed, he confessed that he 
had been scared out o f a year’s growth. 
The real Africa had been more than he 
bargained for, he was prepared to tell the 
world.

The climax o f the ovation came when 
Edith Earle sat down beside him and actu
ally held his hand for a delicious moment. 
She paid no attention to any one else. 
Henry was her property, her own particu
lar hero. The engaging Kid Sprague and 
his comrades were as if they had never 
been. It was with Henry that she ate the 
picnic supper. Later they danced together, 
when Henry's legs had ceased to feel trem
bly.

“ What perfectly thrilling experiences 
you and I have had, Mr. W exter,” said 
Edith with the smile that he had privately 
appraised as worth a million dollars. 
“ First a green mom ha. fatal in seven min
utes, and now a hippo that I thought was 
going to finish you in quicker time than 
that."

"W ell, I couldn't risk letting him step 
on you,” earnestly replied Henry.

“ Yes, I know,”  said she, with feeling 
in her voice. “ I saw you when you came 
flying past the coal shed and didn’t duck 
inside. I understand, Mr. Wexter. It

was bully. You can trust the navy every 
time.”

“ But the navy has to move on, Miss 
Earle. Can I see you again before we 
sail from Lourenco Marques?”

“ Sure thing! You are to dine with us 
at the hotel to-morrow night. Dad will 
be delighted. I f  you are not due for an
other liberty, I ’ll go see the captain about 
it. And we can dance in the casino.”

“ Lions couldn’t make me break the 
date,” declared Henry.

Somehow it was so arranged that they 
rode back to town in the same automobile. 
Henry had a new and masterful way with 
him. For once, Kid Sprague was cowed. 
On their way to the ship he was kind 
enough to suggest:

“ Some souvenir, that saxophone, Henry. 
You can tell the folks at home how you 
beaned a big hippopotamus with it. Want 
to keep it?”

“ I'll say I do,” cried Henry. “ First 
time I ever wanted to have one of the 
fool things around. Let me buy you a new 
one, K id.”

“ Not on your life. Let the Toledo 
Orioles pay for it. A  slight token of our 
esteem. Talk about getting close to Na
ture. You were there with both feet.”

“ Both feet is right,” heartily agreed 
Henry Wexter, pharmacist’s mate.

Move stories by Mr. Paine zvill appear in future issues.

T H E  S P IR IT  O F  A D V E N T U R E

W H EN  navy officers were making their plans for the cruise o f the Shenan
doah over the north pole, one o f their biggest arguments for the trip was 
that it would arouse the spirit o f adventure among American people. “ What 
we Americans need,” declared Admiral Mofifet, “ is the spirit of Colum

bus.” He meant by that the spirit o f discovery in all things, in travel, in science, in 
sociology, in statesmanship. And he was right.

It is the spirit of Columbus that has put America where she is to-day. On it 
she depends for future achievement. On it every man depends for advancement. There 
are always frontiers to be enlarged. Edison discovered and explored new worlds with 
his inventions. Jane Addams did the same thing in sociology. Henry Ford did it in 
manufacturing and commerce. The spirit that leads men to adventure is an indis
pensable thing. The world belongs to the adventurers. v; w?
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Hell’s Nubble
By Holman Day

Author o f "Scrambled Heroes," “ When ' Tempery-menV Came to Baldknob, ”  Etc.

T he old timber baron had never been beaten, and when at last he acknowledged defeat 
it was some comfort to know that one of his own flesh and blood was responsible.

I T  attracted no especial attention in 
Onawa village that June day when old 
John Horton galloped his horse down 
the ledgy street, his antiquated side- 

bar buggy careening when he turned cor
ners sharply.

His nickname o f “ Slambang John” , 
suited his headstrong, violent, self-willed, 
uncontrolled temperament.

Onawa folks often heard the rattle o f 
the buggy’s wheels when he went tearing 
down to his big sawmill in the early morn
ing, voicing loudly his disgusted opinion 
o f “ damn snoozers who are asleep at six 
o ’clock

This day his descent on the village from 
his mansion on the hill was timed right 
around the noon hour. The workmen 
from the Horton mill were on the street, 
hurrying home to dinner. The high school 
had disgorged its pupils. In the main 
square pedestrians scattered when old 
John’s rangy roan horse came leaping 
around the corner o f the Horton general 
store.

Folks were quite accustomed to getting 
out o f the way of old John; he never 
turned out for anybody. He was a tyrant 
well established; he owned townships of 
timberlands, the sawmill, the big store; 
and half the population of the village paid 
rent to him.

In the middle o f the square he pulled 
the horse upon its haunches, leaped out 
o f the buggy with his whip in his hand, 
ran to the sidewalk and began to lash 
viciously young Hollis Burnham, principal 
o f the high school.

Burnham had been walking slowly 
along, reading a book.

He closed the book on his forefinger 
to hold the place, stood perfectly still, 
shoulders back and chin up, and took the 
lashing without even a grimace o f pain, 
though the whip left weals across his 
cheeks.

It was a truly wonderful exhibition o f 
self-restraint, because Burnham was a stal
wart chap, and had hung up a high mark 
at college as center o f the football team.
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Physical prowess was playing small part 
in making Horton outwardly a victor in 
the encounter. The younger man was win
ning the real victory, and his demeanor 
suggested that he was perfectly well aware 
o f the fact while he endured the atrocious 
assault.

This stoical immobility only made H or
ton more furiously angry. He inter
spersed his blows with oaths. Apparently, 
unable to relieve his rage in any other way, 
he broke the stock o f the whip across his 
knee and flung the pieces in Burnham’s 
face.

The throng in the square halted and 
gaped at the scene.

In that small community everybody 
knew what it was all about. Hollis Burn
ham had been daring to show a lover’s 
attentions to John Horton’s only daughter, 
Rega.

“ Are you satisfied, Mr. H orton?” asked 
the young man firmly and loud enough for 
all to hear.

“ Not by a condemned sight— not yet!” 
Horton was telling the truth about his feel
ings at that moment; he was conscious 
o f the murmurings o f the crowd, his side 
glances made him aware that they had 
viewed his performance with mingled in
dignation and amazement. He should have 
been ashamed; but he was conscious only 
o f more furiously flaming ire, as if he had 
heen crossed and defied when he had 
expected to feel the delight o f victory.

“ However, I am satisfied— perfectly 
s o !”  stated Burnham. “ I have received 
only a few blows from your whip on my 
body. I ’m afraid, Mr. Horton, that you 
have hurt yourself in your man’s spirit, 
deeply and seriously. I would not care 
to be carrying your thoughts just now. 
They must be much more painful than my 
scratches!”  He bowed, opened his book 
and went on his way, reading.

Persons behind the barricade o f the first 
rows o f spectators dared to applaud the 
young man by clapping o f hands.

“ Damn you, who’s doing that ?”  shouted 
Horton, shuttling his hard eyes— they were 
like striated marbles under the little tents 
o f the lids. But he detected nobody in

the act; the hands were cautiously con
cealed.

Men and women, and the children from 
the school— they all turned their backs on 
him and went away. More than ever en
raged, he clambered into the vehicle and 
with the ends o f the reins lashed the horse 
through the square, on his way back to his 
mansion.

In the yard of his estate he yelled to 
summon the attention o f the hostler and 
sent the horse running to the stable, slap
ping the animal violently with his hroad 
palm.

In the sitting room Horton confronted 
his daughter, who had been standing at 
the window, observing her father’s tem
pestuous return.

“ I ’ve done it !” he reported, his fury 
keyed to even a higher pitch. “ I ’ve done 
what I said I ’d do when I left this house. 
I ’ve used up my whip on him !” *

The girl was pale; her mental anguish 
was apparent, but she did not lower her 
eyes under his savage stare. On the con
trary, she returned that stare \tfith resolu
tion ; there was denunciation in her de
meanor. She walked slowly toward him.

“ Are you satisfied?”  By the repetition 
of that phrase, now hateful, she fairly 
lashed the wound that was raw in him.

He tried to vent his emotions in coarse 
profanity.

“ Such language may help you in han
dling your timber crews, sir, but it is ab
solutely useless in this case. I am John 
Horton’s own daughter, with considerable 
o f his nature, and browbeating and bully
ing have no effect on me.”

He glowered at her, finding it difficult 
to handle this phase o f the thing.

“ I don’t say that you deliberately have 
shamed yourself and me in the village,” 
she went on, “ because you never stop to 
deliberate when you are angry. However, 
the thing has been done, and we are 
shamed. Father,”  she cried with sudden 
passion, “ you can’t make me believe that 
you can walk down the streets o f Onawa 
this day and look men in the eye without 
shame!”

“ I gave him what was coming to him
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after I had warned him,”  Horton insisted.. 
“ It’s what I ’ve always done to every man 
who has bucked me after a warning. He 
was in my house last evening— and I had 
told him to stay away from you.”

“ He was here because I invited him—  
urged him to walk home with me and to 
come in !”  She narrowed her eyes and 
puckered her forehead, more grimly reso
lute. “ I am o f age, and I claim the right 
to choose my friends. Y e s ! My husband, 
even! Hollis and I are engaged to be 
married.”

Horton had swung to the end o f the arc 
o f vociferous wrath; hot speech was serv
ing him no longer; he came back to men
acing, pent-up, saturnine threat. For some 
moments he regarded her morosely in si
lence. Then he said through his lips which 
barely moved, “ I ’ll see you in hell before 
you’ll marry him. I f  it has got to be H or
ton* against Horton— then the fight is on !”

She took time o f her own to consider 
her reply. “ I thank you for a very good 
hint which you did not intend to give me. 
You have'begun the work o f shaming the 
H ortons; now I ’ll join in and help you 
in making a thorough job o f it.”

“ H ow ?” he demanded, curiosity min
gled with his wrath. “ I ’m going to have 
a whole lot to say about anything you do.”

“ You didn’t ask my advice when you 
left the house to go into the village a lit
tle while ago. You announced that you 
were going to do something— and you 
went and did it. I choose to follow the 
same tactics.”

The hardness which was set into the 
lines o f her countenance did not accord 
with the beauty of the face ; .the Horton 
fighting spirit was registered in rather un
lovely fashion.

“ I didn’t give you any hint for your 
actions, as you said a minute ago,”  he 
shouted, following her when she walked 
from the room. “ I have only given you 
orders to have nothing more to do with a 
damnation stuck-up he schoolmarm! 
You ’re going to marry somebody who 
knows logs, men and caliper measures. 
You ’re going to have a husband who can 
carry on my business, as I ’ve been run

ning it. I ’ve made it what it is so it’ll be a 
monument for me after I ’m dead— and I 
ain’t going to have it knocked over by a 
dude standing off and pelting books at it.”

“ W e’ll leave the matter where it stands, 
if you please,”  she returned, halting half
way up the staircase and looking down 
over the rail. “ You have stated that it’s 
to be Horton against Horton— and as a 
daughter who has inherited her father’s 
nature— even if he decides to keep his 
property away from me— I accept the chal
lenge !”

She entered her room and he went out 
and stamped up and down the yard, try
ing to guess what her intentions might be.

II.
^ V /H E N  the Great Northern Paper Com

pany built an immense concrete dam 
in Hagas Gorge, the structure drowned 
out two small lakes and raised ten feet 
the sixteen-mile expanse o f Batticook, 
adding the other lakes to the body o f that 
water.

O f all those whose lands were flooded 
by the ten-foot raise, Anson Burnham 
pulled down the largest damages. He 
owned a tavern and a considerable acreage 
at the head o f Batticook. His hotel was 
one o f the landmarks o f the region. It 
was a rendezvous for woodsmen, a jump
ing-off place for those who were adven
turing north or south by the waterways 
or were taking to the branching trails or 
tote roads which radiated from “ Anse’s 
Place.”

He was a placid and tolerant sort o f 
man. Probably no landholder except An
son Burnham would have stood for a cer
tain squatter settlement located on the 
shore o f the lake a half mile from the tav
ern. But the squatters did not come and 
settle all at once. They drifted in, singly 
or in families, and Anse found an excuse 
for their failings and overlooked their mis
deeds o f the past.

“ There ain’t none o f us perfect, and we 
can’t tell what we might do if we got 
jammed hard or was tempted. As long 
as they stay there by themselves, making 
a single patch o f weeds, as you might say,
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there ain’t no sense in rooting ’em up and 
scattering ’em hell west to start other 
patches all over the North Country.”

For a long time the settlement was 
called Devil’s Acre.

When the lake was flooded hack, the ris
ing ground on which the log shacks were 
located was made into an island, and John 
Horton’s field boss, Sam Poff, renamed 
the place as Hell’s Nubble. He had a 
healthy hatred for all o f them, claiming 
that every time the Horton suppling were 
landed at the head o f Batticook and cached 
ready to be distributed to the camps, the 
Nubble hellions nibbled at the piles o f 
goods like thieving rats. Both Horton and 
Poff used blistering language to Anse 
Burnham because he kept on harboring 
such a herd.

“ I ’ll admit that I ain’t pleased with ’em 
as pets or proud o f ’em as property,”  said 
Anse. “ But I'm gradually beating some 
sense o f git-up-and-git into ’em. They’re 
peeling popple, getting out hackmatack 
sleepers, cutting hoop poles and I ’m han
dling their business for ’em.

“ Furthermore, my boy Hollis is getting 
some eddication into the young ones in 
his vacation time and he says the wim- 
men and children are to be pitied, not 
persecuted. As long’s he feels that way 
about it I ’m going to give ’em credit at 
my store and let ’em work it out.”

Whenever he said that to John Horton, 
the timber baron raved.

“ If old John gets good and plenty mad 
he don’t eat so much,” Anse confided 
whimsically to listeners when Horton 
would go stamping into the dining room. 
“ I never made a cent o ff ’m him when his 
appetite hadn’t been dulled some w ay!”

Boss Sam Poff was always similarly 
ready for a run-in with Landlord Burnham 
on the Hell’s Nubble matter.

When Poff came for brief sojourns at 
the hotel he brought liquor with him and 
his temper was rasped by intoxicants.

However, on a certain June day, he sat 
in the tavern foreroom and grinned ami
ably on several persons who had come 
over from the Nubble and were waiting 
for the attentions of one Doctor Earuff

whose presence at the hotel had been made 
known; the poor devils were suffering ex
cruciating pain with the toothache.

Mr. Poff, well pepped by drink, sur
veyed the swollen faces and listened to the 
grunts and moans with manifest delight. 
For the first time in his experience he was 
finding bland satisfaction in the presence 
o f the hellions whom he hated. And when 
Doctor Earuff entered the room with his 
black case in his hand Poff fairly beamed 
on him, displaying the expression o f a 
vengeance seeker welcoming the execu
tioner.

Doctor Earuff was a stranger in the 
North Country. He had come up to make 
the rounds o f the timber camps, foresee
ing profit in pulling the teeth o f isolated 
humans; but more especially his mission 
was concerned with filing the teeth o f 
horses, so that the grinding edges would 
engage more perfectly and insure better 
mastication of oats and hay.

The doctor was plainly a slick operator, 
out to make the most o f opportunities. He 
looked the part. He was redolent o f the 
kerosene torch. His black hair hung to 
his shoulders and his mustache was like a 
doormat. He had been a street practi
tioner, bawling promises o f painless tooth 
pulling from a cart tail.

He had come into the North, desiring 
to confine his practice mostly to horses 
who couldn't talk back. But at the solici
tation o f Landlord Burnham, who prom
ised to give the doctor credit on his hotel 
bill, the operator tackled the Nubble suf
ferers. Boss Poff giggled and rubbed his 
hands, having a fine relish for the resul
tant yells.

The affair attracted a good-sized audi
ence.

While he was putting back his instru
ments Doctor Earuff noted the good hu
mor of Boss Poff and inquiry elicited the 
information that this was John Horton’s 
field foreman.

“ I f  you want to see what I can do on a 
horse’s teeth, go out and inspect the job 
I ’ve just finished on Mr. Burnham’s,”  
urged Earuff, hot after the Horton busi
ness.
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“ The way I ’m feeling now, after what 
you’ve just done to them critters, I ’ll give 
you a job worth while, so as to show some 
appreciation,”  averred Poff, embracing 
everybody in his simpering grin. He was 
in a jesting mood. “ Get somebody to pad
dle you across the lake and make the 
rounds o f our camps. I f  you find any 
cavities while you’re filing, give ’em gold 
fillings. There’s nothing too good for the 
Horton hosses!”

“ Certainly!”  agreed Doctor Earuff, 
looking around the circle o f faces, making 
sure that the witnesses were sober, even 
if Boss Poff was not. “ What about an 
order admitting me to the horse hovels ?”

“ Got a card ?”
The doctor handed over one on which 

he had written, “ Doctor Earuff, Seller- 
brated Tooth Expert.”  Across the card 
Poff scrawled, “ Admit Dock S. Poff.”

“ When you get back here,” said Land
lord Burnham, “ I ’ll pay you to go over to 
the island and yank every tooth that needs 
to come out.”

“ Probably I ’ll hang around here and go 
along with you, doc,”  promised Boss Poff. 
“ Nothing like grabbing in on all the fun 
while I ’m on this toot!”

A F T E R  Doctor Earuff had secured a 
rT' canoeman and had hurried oil his mis
sion, taking no chances on Poff coming 
back to sober sanity and reconsidering, the 
boss stalked to and fro in the big room. “ I 
may feel like doing a little pulling of my 
own when I go over on that island with 
the doc. I f  I ’m in the right frame of 
mind I ’ll take along a sackful of dynamite 
and pry up every one o f them blast nation 
shacks. It’ll take their minds o ff’m the 
tooth pulling. I ’m looking for excitement, 
and I mean to have it!”

“ Better look for it in a different place 
than on my land,”  advised Burnham plac
idly but significantly.

“ Well, how about some excitement in a 
game o ’ two-handed stud?”  pressed the 
boss.

“ I ’ll go you,”  agreed Anse, “ if it keeps 
your mind off’m mischief.”

Anse Burnham was wont to preach lit

tle sermons on the power o f temptation, 
usually making the unfortunates on the 
Nubble his text. But he did not absolve 
himself as one o f the victims of enticing 
evil. He was always trying to fight down 
his spirit o f a gambler. He made excuses 
for indulging in the vice. This time it 
was to keep Sam Poff from any freaks 
o f devilishness. They sat down to the 
game.

However, Sam Poff and the others at 
Ansels Place soon found excitement in 
something else than stud poker.

A  man looked out of the window and 
called the attention o f all to what was com
ing down the deadwater at the head o f the 
lake.

“ It looks like a bateau race, gents— and 
a damnation lively one!”

The game was suspended; they all 
flocked out o f doors.

It was surely a race— four rowers in 
each bateau; the boats were coming from 
the direction o f the West Branch inlet, 
the water thoroughfare between Onawa 
and Batticook.

One craft had a long lead o f the other.
Then they who waited on the shore saw 

John Horton standing up in the rear ba
teau; over the water, a good conductor 
o f sound, came his hoarse profanity as he 
urged his men to greater effort.

The rowers o f the leading boat did not 
cease their stroke when they approached 
the shore; they drove the prow o f the ba
teau far up on the shelving beach.

All the men in front o f the tavern recog
nized Rega Horton when she leaped over 
the rail o f the craft and waited on the 
shore for the men to lift out her luggage. 
She was knickered and gaitered, and a 
rifle was slung over her shoulder by a 
hold strap.

“ What th’ 'ell’s happened in the Horton 
family?” growled Poff.

In his curiosity he walked slowly down 
toward the beach and the others followed.

Having reached the shore, as if it were 
her goal, the girl gave no signs of being 
a fugitive. She turned and looked at John 
Horton’s bateau and waited with compo
sure. • He leaped out, before his boat was
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beached, and waded to dry ground, kick
ing up the water.

His daughter broke in on his anathema. 
“ Father, nothing you can say to me will 
change or alter my plans. W hy try the 
case over again, with all these men listen
ing ?“

“ I don’t care who’s listening! How do 
you dare to run away, out o f my house?” 

“ I did not run away. I simply came 
away!”

“ Leaving me to know about it too late 
to head you o ff! You have raced m e!”

“ I hurried because I find it more com
fortable for me to be standing here in the 
presence o f witnesses— on land which you 
don’t own, s ir !”

“ On the land o f Anse Burnham, eh?” 
“ On the land of Hollis Burnham’s fa

ther.”
“ Rega, if I have to take you by the 

scruff o f the neck and lug you, you’re 
going back to your home.”

She looked him up and down with a 
scorn which countered against his rage. 
“ In the old days, so I have read, fathers 
locked up their daughters. But these times 
are much different. Women do have 
something to say about their rights. You 
don’t forget, do you, that I have already 
voted twice in the Onawa elections?

“ But I ’ll not depend wholly on myself, 
sir! I f  you lay a hand on me I shall ap
peal to these m en! They are honest 
woodsmen, and they’ll stand up for a 
woman, even if you are John H orton!” 

“ As you might say,”  ventured one of 
the Batticook bystanders, “ we wouldn’t see 
John Horton’s daughter put upon, no mat
ter who tries to do it.”

The men with the girl’s luggage stood 
irresolute.

“ Carry it along according to the direc
tions I have given you,”  she commanded. 
“ I ’ll follow in a moment.”

She turned again to John Horton. “ You 
said you’d see me in a certain place before 
a certain thing should happen! I ’m get
ting as near to that place as is possible on 
earth. Whenever you’re ready to cry quits 
in the shame part o f our affair— when 
you’re ready to hearken to sense and sane

reason about my choice o f a husband—  
I ’ll go back to my home and give you 
the respect that’s due from me as a daugh
ter. Just now it’s hard to give that re
spect to a father who’s putting his log 
business ahead of my true happiness.” 

“ Listen, you m en!” shouted Horton, 
wholly beside himself. “ You don’t know 
what you’re doing when you threaten to 
interfere. This girl o f mine has gone 
crazy! She is trying to twist the heart 
out o f me so as to have her own way. 
She is going to live with that sculch on 
Hell’s Nubble till I ’ll knuckle under to 
her!”

“ Well, I ’ll be good and dingle damned!” 
blurted Boss Poff. “ I ’ll stop her myself, 
from doing that— and kill the jazzbo who 
gets between.”

He stepped into the girl’s path as she 
started forward. He barred the way with 
his arms. Quite in the Horton manner, 
she advanced directly on him, gave him a 
ringing slap on the cheek and went on her 
way when he staggered to one side.

The men cheered this show o f her in
trepid nature.

A N S O N  B U R N H A M  hurried along and 
caught step with Rega.

“ I ’m afraid it’s all on account o f Hollis, 
Miss Rega,” he faltered. “ I wouldn’t do 
nothing rash or foolish, if I was y o u !” 

“ My father needs that advice more than 
I, Mr. Burnham. You know what he did 
to your son on the street in Onawa a few 
days ago, don’t you?”

“ Yes, they have been passing the word 
along up this way. But my boy done ex
actly the right thing, they tell me.”

“ He took the only sensible course, in 
the case of a man with my father’s nature. 
I am following suit in my own way.”

“ But it’s an awful place over there on 
the Nubble, Miss Rega— aw fu l!”

“ M y father knows perfectly well how to 
induce me to leave there!” «

“ But it’s a terrible shame for him,”  pro
tested Anse.

“ He has started out to bring shame on 
the Hortons, and I ’m helping him.” 

Burnham looked over his shoulder. Old
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John had been following the girl for a 
little way, but he halted and stood alone, 
gazing after her.

“ H e’s your father, all the same, and 
I ’m pitying him— I can’t help it,” declared 
Burnham, hurrying on at her side. “ I 
know how it would he if my boy stood 
up and twitted me before all listeners!”

“ You and your son are not Hortons, 
Mr. Burnham. Matters between you 
wouldn’t come to a pass like this. With 
my father it’s rule or ruin. I have used 
up all my arguments, tears and appeals. 
I ’ll skin my knuckles against that stone 
wall no longer!”  she cried, phrasing her 
defiance quite as old John would have 
done. “ I ’m fighting for absolutely the 
dearest thing which has come into my life. 
I ’m speaking of my love for your son and 
o f his for me. Under those circumstances, 
you’re the last man to make it harder for 
me than it is !”

“ I reckon so !”  he admitted ruefully. 
“ But I ’d be a mean rat and I ’d feel like 
one if I turned round and encouraged you 
to do anything of this sort, even for the 
sake o f fixing things for you and Hollis. 
I know how much he is in love with you !”  
She looked into his wistful eyes and found 
tears there.

Her manner softened. "It isn’t going 
to be so terrible for me, Mr. Burnham. I 
know how Hollis has been trying to help 
those poor folks over there,”  She pointed 
to the shacks on the Nubble. “ I know 
also how grateful they are and how they 
worked hard to build the little schoolhouse. 
I ’m going to live in it! I ’m going to 
carry on the work he has begun as best 
I ’m able.”

“ Does he know you’ve come up here?”
She shook her head and smiled. “ My 

fight with my father is all I can handle 
at one time! I just came away, that’s all! 
It will make me happy and contented over 
there to be carrying on what Hollis started. 

. I ’m going to teach the women how to sew 
and to cook better food and how to make 
their homes neater.

“ W hy, Mr. Burnham, they’ll be chang
ing the name to Happiness Isle before 
long! Don’t worry about me. I f  my fa

ther does, it will do him good and bring 
him back to his right senses!”

“ He has had his own way with all men 
for a long time,” said Anse, wagging his 
head. “ I reckon he has got into the habit 
and can’t help his actions now. But I ’ll 
say it took somebody as bright as a H or
ton to think up this way o f bringing him 
to his milk, as the saying is ! That is, if 
old John gives up heat in the end.”

“ I f  he doesn’t meet me at least half
way, after the folks o f this region begin 
to talk about this thing, then he is lost to 
all shame and cares nothing for my respect 
for him, as a father,”  she retorted tartly, 
getting back into her mood o f combative
ness.

They had reached the shore opposite the 
Nubble. The flatboat which served as a 
ferry was pulled up on a muddy beach. 
Several men o f the island were in the boat 
and gazed with stupid amazement at Rega 
who came, followed by her men with the 
luggage.

The islanders shifted their humble at
tention to their patron saint, Anse Burn
ham, when he addressed them sternly. 
“ Boys, this is Miss Rega Horton— you 
know whose daughter she is. She’s going 
to stay with you for a while and try to 
make something out o f the whole pack of 
you. Take her across! Then come back 
to my store and get stuff to fix up that 
schoolhouse to the queen’s taste!”

“ The queen!”  gasped one o f the men. 
“ The queen o f Hell’s Nubble— that’s what 
she is !”

“ If ever another o f you calls my island 
by that name again, I ’ll dumwhackle him 
into pieces so small they can’t be sorted 
together again.”

“ But can’t we call her the queen and 
look up to her like she was one? It’s the 
biggest honor that’s ever been done to the 
island, whatever it is we’ll call the place 
from now o n !”

“ I don’t think I care for such high hon
ors,”  cried the girl, smiling on this en
thusiasm. “ I ’m coming to be a neighbor 
— just that— only that!”

Burnham stood on the shore until the 
men poled the boat across to the island.
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Then he walked slowly toward John H or
ton.

If the timber baron felt regret, hum
bled oride or any of the softer emotions 
in that crisis, he hid them all under a mien 
of ferocity. “ Condoning, siding in and 
helping ’em, are you, Burnham? Expect 
to make it a fine speculation for your son, 
hey ?"

Anse confronted the railer. He was 
calm under the lashing o f speech, even as 
the son had been serenely patient under 
the whip.

“ You ’re talking only nonsense— and you 
know it, John! The Burnhams have got 
enough so as to need none o f yours. You 
have horsewhipped my boy in public. But 
I ain't going to rant and rave and fight 
with you about it. Y ou ’re really the one 
who was k«ked, and I pity you, John. 
Yes, I d o !”

It was said with honest feeling. This 
condolence was more o f that hateful stuff 
with which the turbulent Horton could not 
grapple in a way to satisfy his craving 
for real conflict.

“ I ’ll give you five thousand, cash down, 
for that devilish island out there, Burn
ham ! You can use the money to send that 
two-legged dictionary of a son through a 
few more colleges!”

“ A  first-class college has already gone 
through him, John, and I reckon he’s hold
ing o f it in his system to make good in 
the world when he gets ready to take an
other step. You ain’t got money enough 
to buy that island.”

Boss Poff had ventured sufficiently close 
to hear the conference; he was showing 
the anxiety o f one who wants to do some
thing to please an employer. “ Leave it to 
me, Squire John! I'm making plans to 
blow every damnation shack off with 
dynamite.”

“ And have the Burnhams come back on 
me as one liable for the acts of a servant, 
hey?" Horton had been cracking his fists 
together, in default of anything against 
which to pound them. He swung and 
knocked Poff down.

“ What do you mean by being off your 
job and hanging around this low-down

dive of a tavern, drunk?”  demanded the 
timber baron when the boss struggled to 
his feet.

“ I ’m on my reg’lar, middle-o’-the-sum- 
mer toot, and you know I claim it and am 
entitled to it— and it’s going to last two 
more days.”

“ I ’m a good mind to fire you, P o ff!”
“ Oh, no, you won’t ! ” returned the boss, 

not a bit ruffled by the blow or the threat. 
“ I ’m too good a man to let go~—and you 
know it!"  He walked away, humming a 
“ Come-all-ye.”

“ What in the sulphur-crusted hell have 
you got to do to a man in these days 
to make him fight?” raved Horton.

Burnham started toward his store; he 
saw the island men poling the flatboat on 
its return. “ John, I ’m afraid you’re start
ing a lot of folks to fight. You mustn’t 
be a mite surprised if they ain’t fighting 
you back in the way you want ’em t o ! 
Better look out, or else you’ll be everlast
ingly licked!”

Horton squinted at the distant island 
and marked Rega by the identity o f her 
striped sweater. He saw the white flash 
of her waved handkerchief and found still 
more o f a triumphant challenge in that lit
tle banner of independence.

He rumbled oaths in his threat, went 
back to his bateau and ordered his men 
to row him across the lakes to his camps. 
With Sam Poff off the job, there was a 
possibility that this surprise visit o f the 
master would catch the crews lagging; he 
might find an opportunity to discharge 
some o f his venom, he reflected, doubling 
his fists.

III.

T W O  days later, just before the supper 
hour, John Horton slammed into the 

tavern at Anse’s Place. He darted swift 
glances at the faces in the big foreroom, 
located Sam Poff, strode to him and 
yanked him up from the chair in which he 
was sprawling.

“ What have you been putting over on 
my horses, you drunken fool ? What kind 
o f a jumping frog did you send into my 
camps? He has been keeping one hop
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ahead of me for two days, or I ’d have 
caught him and killed him.”

"D o it now !”  stuttered Poff. “ I ’ll help 
you do it! He has come back here and 
is twitting me about welshing! There he 
is !” He pointed to Doctor EarufT who 
was sitting at a table in the middle o f the 
room, absorbed in a game o f solitaire.

Horton flung the limp boss back into 
the chair and marched over to Earuff, get
ting the latter’s attention by clacking hard 
knuckles on the table. “ So you’re the 
crested woodpecker that's been tapping 
gold fillings into the teeth o f my horses, 
hey?”

"Exactly! Though I ’m not a wood
pecker,” said the doctor, unperturbed. 
“ Your boss, in the hearing of a dozen hon
est witnesses, gave me orders for gold 
fillings and I have done the job— and 
here’s the bill!” He brought out a big 
wallet, pinched a folded paper daintily be
tween thumb and forefinger and extended 
the bill, his little finger, with its elongated 
nail, poised and apart from the others in 
that affected manner which a he-man finds 
so aggravating!}’ finikin.

Horton swooped with his big hand and 
cuffed the paper into the air. "Y ou  stand 
a better show of selling that hair of yours 
to bobolinks for birds’ nests than you do 
o f collecting from me for gold fillings for 
woods horses’ teeth.”

Doctor Earuff, with his little finger still 
stuck up, assembled the pack of cards and 
riffled the pasteboards in the artistic fash
ion practiced by operators in legerdemain. 
While Horton gazed on the performance, 
his interest attracted by the dexterous feat 
in spite of his anger, the doctor picked a 
card from the pack, bent the corner 
slightly, leaned back in his chair and scaled 
the card ; it circled old John's head and 
came back to the doctor’s hand.

“ What is coming to me alwayfs drops 
into my palm, sooner or later,”  stated 
Earuff blandly. “ Y ou ’ll pay, Mr. Hor
ton! If it does go to court, it will make 
an interesting case.”

“ Come on to court, you faker! And 
I ’ll bet you’re a card sharp as well as a 
crook in other w ays!”

“ I used to make a very good living doing 
card tricks on the stage,”  stated Doctor 
Earuff, not a bit put out o f countenance. 
He shoved the pack close to Horton’s hand 
and forced a card on the timber baron be
fore the latter could get out o f reach. 
Horton tore it up, flung the bits on the 
floor and stamped on them.

“ I was going to ask you to do that, s ir !” 
said the doctor. He did not glance down 
at the fragments. “ That card was the jack 
o f clubs— and I ’ll request some gent in 
the room to prove it by hunting for a cor
ner of the pasteboard. In the meantime” 
— he made a pass over the pack— “ we’ll 
have another card circle Mr. Horton’s 
head.”  The card was scaled and it re
turned and the doctor displayed it. “ Lo, 
it is the jack o f clubs!”

Finding that he now had an attentive 
audience, the doctor pattered the lingo of 
the legerdemain artist and did more tricks. 
Horton sat in a chair at the side of the 
room and viewed operations. A  strange 
look settled on his face.

The same peculiar expression was on the 
timber baron's countenance while he was 
eating his supper. He devoured his food 
without speaking.

When Earuff walked on the shore of 
the lake, smoking a cigar after the eve
ning shadows had descended, Horton took 
advantage of the darkness and unobtru
sively intercepted the doctor.

“ See here, my man, you play your tricks 
with marked cards, don’t you? If that’s 
so, and you can help me turn a trick of 
my own, I ’ll pay that tooth-filling bill.”

“ Certainly the cards are marked ! They 
are printed with special designs on the 
backs— ‘readers,’ they’re called.”

“ Give me a pack and show me the how 
of the trick reading,”  commanded Horton 
curtly.

The two went into the concealment pro
vided by a storehouse. The doctor’s glow- 
ing cigar furnished light enough for the 
studying o f the simple but iniquitous 
scrolls.

Horton grunted his satisfaction.
“ I don’t need to get any man’s money 

by cheating him at cards. I want you
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to understand that, my man! But there’s 
a certain thing that’s out o f reach just 
n ow ! I ’ve got to get up to i t !

“ If I ’m obliged to climb by stepping on 
this one and that, it’s my business, and 
so much the worse for them that gets in 
my way. But it’s none o f your business 
and I want you to keep that mouth of 
yours closed. I f  it stays shut up here I ’ll 
hand you five hundred dollars at Onawa 
on your way out o f the region.”

“ That’s all the interest I take in the mat
ter— the money part!”  returned the trick
ster airily. “ I ’m looking solely after my
self in this world, and the other fellow has 
got to peel his own bananas or eat ’em 
skins and all, even if his mouth does get 
puckered.”

Horton handed back the cards. “ Go in 
and play solitaire with ’em and then leave 
’em carelesslike on the table. I ’ll come 
along later and tend to my business.”

While Horton walked on the lake shore, 
giving Earuff time to attend to the pre
liminaries o f the plot, a canoe came hur
rying down the dead water. The lantern 
o f the July moon, lifting in full radiance 
above the horizon, lighted the surface of 
the lake. The paddler was dipping deeply 
— the frothing ripples spread in a wide 
fan behind the craft.

Old John guessed shrewdly that this 
was Hollis Burnham; the day was Satur
day; the week-end recess o f the school 
would permit the young man to make the 
journey from Onawa. Still more of the 
impertinent prying into the troubled af
fairs of the H ortons!

The lord of lands gritted his teeth when 
he made sure of the identity o f young 
Burnham. The new arrival beached his 
canoe and hurried to the hotel.

When Horton entered the foreroom 
Hollis and his father were in earnest con
ference behind the counter o f the office.

As soon as the two ended their talk, 
Hollis marched out into the night, not 
giving Horton as much as a glance when 
he passed the latter who stood in the mid
dle o f the room.

Old John growled wordless threats. 
Young Burnham was on his wav to Rega,

there was no doubt about that! She was 
no longer barred from him by the doors 
of the Horton mansion. And even those 
doors had not prevailed; they had been 
opened to the lover by the girl’s stubborn 
disobedience.

John Horton felt the rancor of one 
whose authority had been flouted at last 
after all his years of undisputed tyranny. 
His autocracy had been his fetish. Here 
was a fellow who strode off to make love 
to Rega Horton without as much as a “ by 
your leave" to her father. Ignored as 
completely as if he had been one of the 
lounging timber jacks in the place!

Old John gazed malignantly after the 
young man and turned to look into the 
complacent face o f Anse Burnham. In 
all his long life Horton had never been 
conscious o f such relentless hatred as that 
which surged in him at that moment! Un
der his breath he swore vicious oaths. 
“ They’re asking for it— it’s coming to ’em 
— they’ll get it good and plenty!” he told 
himself.

When he walked toward the table on 
which the doctor was studying his solitary 
lay-out, Earuff left the cards as they were 
and rose hastily. Anse Burnham grinned 
as did the others in the room. This pre
cipitate retreat indicated that the intimi
dated stranger, after what Horton had 
said previously, was in no mood to pro
ceed with the topic o f the gold-filled teeth.

Old John sat down, slowly gathered the 
cards into his hands and shuffled them. 
He controlled his features, hiding all signs 
o f revengeful ire. He even winked at 
Burnham.

“ Anse, don’t it seem a devilish shame to 
have a perfectly good deck o ’ cards wasted 
on a long-haired critter who’d better 
amuse himself with a tin rattle if he wants 
to play by his lonesome? What say?” 
He pointed to a chair on the opposite side 
o f the table.

“ I hadn’t ought to do it, John!” hedged 
Burnham. “ My boy is dead set against 
me gambling— and he’s right! I ain’t got 
no human sense in me when I get a pack 
o ’ cards in my hands— and you know it !”

Horton laid the cards on the table. His
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face hardened. “ You remind me that I 
ain’t got much sense of my own, sitting 
here handling cards when I ought to he 
putting these hands to a better job .”  He 
looked significantly toward the door, 
the portal by which Hollis had departed.

In order to indulge a mania, Burnham 
had made an excuse o f Sam I’off's threats 
that day. This exigency furnished a much 
better excuse. There was no telling what 
John Horton might do that evening, if his 
thoughts were not kept off the Nubble.

Burnham hurried to seat himself at the 
table. “ A  few games o f  draw poker won’t 
hurt none, seeing it’s between friends,”  
he paltered.

“ Penny ante, if you say so! I ’ve got 
plenty o f money o f my own without tak
ing yours away from you, Anse. H ow
ever, we’d better make it fairly interest
ing, so as to take up my attention.”  There 
was more o f that menacing suggestion in 
his tone.

Burnham hastened to suggest a five- 
dollar limit.

So the game started.
The men in the room pulled up benches 

and chairs and became interested specta
tors.

IV.

rP H E  moon was kind to the settlement on 
1 the Nubble that evening. Limpid light 

garnished the rude structures and gilded 
with a transformisg radiance many of the 
squalid features of the place.

The lovers sat on the rude steps o f the 
schoolhouse which had been built wholly 
by Hollis’ instigation and partly by his 
own hands. Rega allowed him to peep 
within in order that some of his apprehen
sion on her account might be allayed.

“ It’s a cozy little home for me, Hollis, 
dear!”  she assured him. “ I ’m really very 
happy here. It’s a wonderful experience. 
But, of course, I want to keep my father 
thinking I ’m living in perfect misery. It’s 
what folks outside will tiling. I ’m hoping 
they’ll speak up to him about the shame 
of leaving me here. It may work on him. 
But my appeals and arguments never 
w ill!”

The schoolhouse was located apart from 
the other houses, on higher ground. She 
directed his attention to the windows at 
the foot o f the hill. They were outlined 
by the glow o f kerosene lamps within.

“ That was my first work— pretty cur
tains to drape all the windows. Such a 
touch means so much for women. Your 
father sent over the sewing machine which 
your dear mother used when she was alive. 
W e ’ve had sewing bees here at my house 
for two days.

“ The men have been working hard, 
cleaning up all the litter around the houses. 
Every garden has been weeded. All that 
in only two days! They are so ready to 
respond to a bit o f encouragement, H ol
lis !”

“ I proved that much in the little time 
I have been able to give them, dear! But 
your work with the women and children 
will bring the best results. I came up here 
full o f anxiety. I was going to urge you 
to leave this place. It seemed too much o f 
martyrdom on my account. But I haven’t 
the heart to say anything which may inter
fere with your happiness. It does seem 
to be real happiness!”

“ It is !”  she assured him honestly. “ I ’m 
doing something really worth while. 
There are too many servants in the big 
house at Onawa. I have the workaday 
nature o f my mother, Hollis! She could 
not bear to sit and see somebody else do 
all the things which needed to be done. 
But father raved every time he caught her 
with a kitchen apron on. She had to work 
when she was first married and she never 
wanted to play the lady, any more than I 
do.

"W hen I ’m cooking on that little stove 
of mine up here I catch myself laughing 
out loud because it’s so jolly. And I have 
all the children standing around, taking 
lessons in cookery.”  She smiled up at 
him. “ They all embarrass me s o ! They 
insist on calling me ‘The Queen.’ ”

He rose suddenly, kneeled before her 
and lifted her hand to his lips. •

“ Allow me to be the most humble and 
fervent worshiper in your court!”  he 
pleaded. “ But I have a bone to pick with
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these new adherents o f yours. The title 
they’ve given you is the one I ’ve been 
keeping sacred, for m yself!”

“ However, you must remember all the 
time that I ’m only the poor, shamed, cast- 
out daughter of John Horton, living in 
misery with other outcasts,” she reminded 
him, with a chuckle o f pure delight.

Later she walked with him down to his 
canoe as his guide, to make sure that he 
did not tread upon any of the scattered 
garden plots. “ W e’re very fussy about our 
gardens on the Nubble these days, Hollis. 
W e ’re going to have plenty of flowers, too. 
Flowers, a bit of muslin at the windows, 
new gingham dresses— and the floors 
scrubbed. W e are told that there are ser
mons in stones! And speaking o f ser
mons ! I don’t expect you to deliver one, 
Hollis,”  she said with a ripple o f laughter, 
“ hut to-morrow is Sunday, you know. 
Please come over and stir my folks up 
with a good man talk.”

He promised, delighted with this call to 
service in her self-set task, and they 
parted.

When he reached the hotel he glanced 
in at the window and saw his father play
ing cards with John Horton.

Hollis was troubled by the spectacle; 
the money won at cards was sufficiently 
hateful, in the young man’s estimation, 
but money lost at cards was a sad waste 
of resources. His father was easy-going 
and credulous; he was temperamentally 
unfitted for gambling.

Hollis was tempted to go in and pro
test ; but after parting so recently from 
Kega young Burnham was in no mood to 
relish another collision with his sweet
heart's father.

He entered the hotel by a side door and 
went to the room which had been his in 
boyhood.

V.

T 'H E  rising sun flooded the foreroom of 
the tavern and shot a broad shaft 

across the table where Horton and Burn
ham were playing cards, but nobody both
ered to extinguish the smoking oil lamps. 
One by one the spectators had tired and

had gone to their beds. Sam Poflf snored 
in a chair at the side of the table.

Haggard, whitened by the strain, heavy
eyed, Anse bent forward and studied the 
five cards which Horton laid down. “ I ’m 
cleaned, John!” he said huskily. “ I ’ll give 
you bills of sale of the property and they’ll 
take up them I O  Us.”

Horton leaned back, threw up his arms 
and yawned. He looked about him, a 
grim smile of satisfaction wreathing his 
thin lips.

“ It’s been a tough session, but I reckon 
it has been worth the loss o f sleep. I own 
this tavern, your barns, your hoss-and- 
cattle kind and your land, saying nothing 
of what money you have in the bank. 
That’s so, ain’t it, Anse?”

Burnham bowed his head.
“ I guess I ’ll have a cigar— on myself! 

Hand me my keys!”  He put stress on the 
word “ my.”

He crossed to the office counter, jingling 
the keys, unlocked the cigar case and 
helped himsel f ; the old landlord swung 
one glance at the new proprietor o f the* 
Burnham possessions and then fixed tiis 
disconsolate gaze on the table with its 
scattered cards; he was a pathetic figure, 
stricken numb and dumb.

Old John lighted a cigar, puffed com
placently and leaned against the counter ; 
he rolled the cigar to a corner of his 
mouth. “ Got anything else? Haven’t 
overlooked anything, have you?”

After a little hesitation Burnham strug
gled up from his chair and stumbled across 
the room. He borrowed the keys from 
Horton and unlocked an oak chest behind 
the counter. He brought out a small 
box.

“ They may bring me hick,”  he muttered. 
“ They’re sacred to me, John. M y woman 
was all her life saving ’em.” He opened 
the b o x ; it was filled to the brim with old- 
fashioned copper pennies— the big coins 
nicknamed “ bungdowns.” “ Bring me 
luck, Marshy!” he prayed under his breath 
as he went back to the table, carrying the 
box. “ I wouldn’t be doing this last thing 
if it wasn’t my last chance.”

Horton followed, sorting some papers.
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“ Tell you what, Anse! You made the 
Nubble Island a special bet, you remem
ber, after we started to play with no limit. 
Here’s the paper! I ’ll lay it against that 
junk! It’s mighty liberal— but it’s only 
junk against junk, after a ll! Hope your 
luck changes. Them bungdowns and that 
island are both liabilities.”

As it had been before, it was again—  
merely the cat playing with the mouse. 
Horton won.

With the manner o f an animal mortally 
wounded, seeking a covert for its final 
throes, Burnham staggered away without 
a word, went into his room which commu
nicated with the office and threw himself 
across the bed.

Horton grinned as he looked at the poor 
treasure which had been Marshy Burn
ham’s only indulgence in whims. He 
dipped up a heaping handful and flung the 
coins into the face o f the sleeping Poll. 
The latter snapped upright and spat out 
one o f the pennies which had lodged in his 
mouth, opened wide as he snored. With 

*the penny he ejaculated a startled oath.
“ I hope you’ve slept some of the poison 

rum out of you,” said the tyrant. "N ow  
get onto your job ! Rout out my bateau- 
men. get across the lake as soon as an 
ash breeze can take you, and come back 
here in a hurry with a crew of the heaviest 
hitters you can find, every man bringing 
a cant dog.

" I ’m glad this is a Sunday! I'm not 
taking my men o ff ’m their real chopping 
job for the little chore I ’m going to set ’em 
to d o !”

“ Will I report to you right here?” asked 
the boss humbly.

“ This is where you’ll find me— running 
this tavern!” Horton rose and blew 
smoke in P off’s face. “ I own this stand 
to the last shingle on the r o o f ! I own 
every inch of land— Hell’s Nubble in
cluded. And I ’m going to make the name 
fit the place before I get done with the 
job. The quicker you're back here, the 
sooner the fun will begin. Now hump 
yourself!”

He flung another handful o f the big 
coins after the hurrying boss.

A S  he entered the tavern, so Hollis went 
* *  forth in the morning— by the side 
door. Rega had invited him to breakfast 
with her, in her new pride as a house
keeper. Their enraptured interest in each 
other made the affair peculiarly blissful.

Then together they made the rounds 
o f the little houses and received deferen
tial greetings and grateful pledges to be 
on hand at the meeting to be held in the 
pine grove on the crest o f the island.

Later— men, women and children— the 
pathetic populace sat on the needle duff 
o f the pines and listened to the young 
man. It was not a speech; it vcas hearty, 
honest encouragement from one who had 
earned the right to be called a friend.

Suddenly he paused in his talk and 
looked over their heads, beholding men 
coming in bateaus from the shore o f the 
mainland. He found menace in the spec
tacle and mutely confessed as much to 
Rega when the two exchanged glances.

“ All of you stay where you are!”  he 
commanded the people o f the Nubble.

Although the defender made all pos
sible haste, Poff and his men were on the 
island, pulling up their boats, when young 
Burnham reached the shore.

Poff stepped forward from the others 
and insolently broke in on the young 
man’s protests. “ Trespass nothing! Go 
and talk with John Horton. He played 
poker all night with your father and owns 
everything you Burnhams ever had— down 
to the chips in the dooryard. Talk with 
John Horton, I tell you! I ’m taking or
ders from him.”

This swaggering boldness argued for the 
truth o f what the boss was saying, such 
was the young man’s bitter conviction. He 
had no appetite at that moment for the 
details of Anson Burnham’s folly.

“ And what are your orders ?”
“ To clean off this island— and blow the 

shacks to damnation with dynamite! It’s 
John Horton's orders.”

“ But legal notice of eviction must be 
given, P o ff !” declared Hollis sternly.

“ Go talk to John Horton. He told me 
to go ahead, and to hell with law! He

V I .
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said he had plenty o f money to fight law 
later.”

“ There are squatters’ improvements 
here, and-------”

“ I tell you to talk with John H orton !” 
yelled the boss. “ When he gives orders 
to me I follow ’em !”

“ All right! Allow me time to go across 
to the hotel and talk with h im !”

“ Suit yourself! But in the meantime 
I ’ll be carrying out his orders!” There 
was no mistaking P off’s malignant inten
tion to act at once and let the talk follow 
later after the mischief had been done.

He was standing at a little distance from 
H ollis; a plot of garden was between them. 
On the evening before Rega had called 
especial attention to that garden as a 
model she had set for copying.

“ Come on, boys!” commanded the boss. 
“ Pile the dynamite boxes on the shore! 
W e ’ll herd the hellions o ff’m here first!”

He tramped forward over the small 
plants, the string which marked the bound
aries o f the garden tangling about his 
heavy boots.

This display of contemptuous ruthless
ness put the spark to young Burnham’s 
tinder of righteous wrath; he leaped for
ward and knocked Poff flat on his back. 
The boss scrambled up quickly and as
sailed the champion with fists and oaths, 
in blind fury. The invading men stood in 
their tracks and surveyed the combat, yell
ing profane encouragement the while to 
their leader.

On the crest of the island the men 
o f the community leaped to their feet and 
picked up such cudgels as they could find.

“ Mr. Burnham told you to stay where 
you are,”  Rega reminded them, and she 
added imperiously. “ I told .you the same! 
There must not be any pitched battle here. 
Mr. Burnham will take care of that m an!”

She had not shifted her eyes off the 
conflict at the foot o f the hill. She was 
justified in her confidence in the cham
pion. The woodsman, kicking with his 
boots and whirling his windmill arms, was 
no match for the science of the college 
athlete. Hollis repeatedly drove in blows 
which sent Poff reeling and spinning; his

last fail carried him almost to the feet of 
his crew.

“ It’s John Horton’s orders!” he stut
tered through froth and blood. “ Snuff 
the damn dude with a cant d og !”

The cowards, most of them offscourings 
o f cities, sent north by employment agen
cies, attacked in a pack. They beat down 
the young man with their cant dogs; he 
lay prosti'ate and senseless in the wreck 
o f Rega’s little garden.

The girl had been trusting to the fair 
spirit of true woodsmen, as she had known 
them.

When she saw the beginning of the 
attack on Hollis she ran down the hill 
and dashed into the schoolhouse. She se
cured the rifle which was always her com
panion when she went into the w oods; an 
achievement on which she prided herself 
was her ability to pick off the head o f a 
partridge at twenty paces. “ Nobody wants 
to break a tooth on bird shot,”  had been 
her dictum.

When she came out on the porch, Poff 
was on his feet, staggering forward and 
urging his men to follow. Without hesi
tation, Rega selected a meaty place on 
P off’s calf and fired very deliberately. He 
yelled and fell.

“ The next bullet goes into a box o f that, 
dynamite, you miserable whelps!” she in
formed the crew, with the full vigor of 
the Horton manner. “ Get into your 
boats! I ’m going to count ten! Leave 
Poff where he lies!”

The men leaped over the threatened dy
namite and tumbled into the bateaus and 
churned the water into foam as they made 
all haste with splashing oars.

IN  full command o f the situation, Rega
led her men down to the shore. She 

kneeled and kissed Hollis and assured her
self that he was alive, though stunned by 
the blows. She told off four o f the Nub
ble adherents and ordered them to carry 
the young man into the schoolhouse. With 
the help o f some of the women she min
istered to Hollis until he had revived. 
“ The rest lies with me, dear!”  she assured 
him. He tried to rise from the couch but
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he obeyed her impetuous orders and lay 
back in order to recover his strength.

A fter a makeshift tourniquet had been 
applied to Poff’s wounded leg under her 
direction, the men carried him aboard the 
flat boat and he was ferried across.

She led the little parade which entered 
the foreroom o f the tavern where John 
Horton was lording it. She gave curt 
command and Poff was dropped at the 
feet o f old John. The girl rested the butt 
o f her rifle on the prostrate boss and bored 
her father with a defiant stare.

“ I f  you demand this sort o f stuff you 
can have all you’re looking for, s ir !”

Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes were 
brilliant, she was more radiantly beautiful 
than ever in that moment of supreme reso
lution.

Doctor Earuff, standing at one side of 
the room, goggled at her and gasped. “ For 
the love o’ sweet Cicely, who is that?”  he 
asked a bystander.

“ John Horton’s daughter!”
Old John flamed under her gaze. “ I 

own that island. I ’m going to clean it 
o ff! Dumblast it, I ’ll blow it out o f the 
water!”

She looked away from him, seeking con
firmation o f this new ownership claimed 
by her father. Anson Burnham was 
slumped in a chair beside the table, his 
fingers weakly plucking at the scattered 
cards. He replied to her mute questioning 
with a despairing sag of his chin and 
shifted his mournful gaze from hers.

“ I lost everything to him, playing cards, 
Miss Rega! I ’m an old fool and I reckon 
I ’d better go jump into the lake.”

She turned to her father. “ And you’ll 
keep that property, sir, after getting hold 
o f it in such a despicable fashion?”

“ O f course!”  he returned defiantly. 
“ He was after my property, wasn’t he ?”

Doctor Earuff sidled around in order 
to scrutinize this handsome and fearless 
heroine; his eyes caressed her with frank 
admiration.

“ This is worse shame for you and me 
than all the rest, father! It is nothing less 
than theft!”

The doctor muttered to himself. He

shook his long locks. “ Dammit, I ought 
to have been a knight-errant instead of a 
tooth tinker! I ’m all for the ladies— and 
I can’t help it !”

Old John found the situation uncom
fortable and walked away from Rega.

Doctor Earuff noted how all interest 
was centered on the girl and Poff and 
managed to slip a few words to Horton. 
“ You didn’t tell me anything about a beau
tiful damsel being mixed up in this case.”

“ W hy should I ?” demanded old John.
“ Because it makes all the difference in 

the world, sir. I may be crooked with 
the men, but I ’m always straight with the 
womenfolks. It’s my nature!”

“ Nature! I f  I wanted to bother with 
you, you low-lived snoozer, I could tell 
you what your nature is.”

“ Oh, no, you couldn’t! You wouldn’t 
know till I show you. And this is h ow !” 
He raised a monitory forefinger. “ I didn’t 
figure you as a wholesale robber when I 
traded with you. I didn’t know a real 
heroine was mixed in.

“ You give back all the property you 
have stolen away from that poor cuss over 
there, or else I ’ll blow the gaff about those 
marked cards. Y ou ’ve been pretty high 
and mighty with me, Mister John Horton, 
and now I see a chance to rub your cocked- 
up old nose in the dirt— and I ’m going 
to do it. Get busy, else I ’ll stand up and 
make a hit with the young lady!”  He 
stroked back his hair. “ I mean business! 
They’ll be riding you on a rail in about 
two minutes— and you know i t !”

The venom o f the reckless rascal was 
apparent.

Horton took a few moments for 
thought; Earuff kept urging with more 
virulent threats.

John Horton, publicly accused o f cheat
ing at cards, no matter what his animus 
had been in the affair, would surely be so 
absolutely discredited that he would be be
reft of all power in the North Country! 
He surveyed the doctor as he would have 
looked at a strolling cur that had bitten 
the hand offering a bone!

Then Horton walked across to Burnham 
and laid a hand on the stricken man’s
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shoulder. “ I reckon we’d better call the 
whole thing off, Anse! W e got foolish, 
the two of u s ! Take these papers and 
tear ’em up!”

But Anse thrust away the proffering 
hand. “ Whatever they can say about me 
being a fool, John, they can’t ever say 
that I cheated or welshed! I can’t take 
the stuff back— I won’t take it back! 
Don’t argue! What I say stands!’ ’ 

Whipped again! That was the feeling 
in John Horton— and his countenance 
showed it!

Rega came to the men. "Father, I don’t 
blame Mr. Burnham for his honest pride. 
But if you are sorry for what you have 
done, I ’ll try to help you. Give the Burn
ham property to m e!

“ Under the circumstances, I believe 
you’ll be glad to get rid of it. In my 
heart I ’m excusing much in regard to this 
affair. You are merely trying to get con
trol o f that island in order to pry me 
loose. Isn’t that so?”

Old John understood that style o f lan
guage and the quick thrust she had made 
to the heart o f a subject.

“ That’s so, my g irl!”
“ When the Hortons fight they must not 

walk over other folks in order to get at 
each other,”  she said in stern rebuke. 
“ Will you turn that property over to m e?” 

“ Like I ’d get out from under a bobcat 
that was ready to claw me,”  he declared 
earnestly. “ Here are the papers! Tear 
’em up! To make all right and solid I ’ll 
hand you a quit-claim deed.”  He dusted

his hands thankfully after she took the pa
pers from him.

“ Now you’ll take your property from 
me, won’t you, Mr. Burnham ?” she 
queried wistfully. “I ’m an innocent third 
party, you know!”

“ I won’t ever touch i t !”  he said stub
bornly, pushing back her hand, even as he 
had thrust away her father’s. “ I ain’t fit 
to hold property. I ’m a gambling foo l! 
I ain’t to be trusted.”

“ Then there’s only this to be done,”  she 
insisted. “ W e ’ll go across to the island 
and make Hollis take it over— it will be 
for the good o f all o f us. I think— I 
really do think, I have considerable influ
ence with Hollis,”  she added demurely.

She turned to John Horton. “ W on ’t 
you come, too, father? W e can make it a 
— a sort of family affair, can’t w e?”

Old John slowly slid his arm about her 
neck and put his mouth close to her ear. 
“ I know when I ’m licked, but it took a 
Horton to do it !” he whispered.

The chivalrous Earuff hurried to the 
door and opened it for the party and 
bowed low to the girl when she led the two 
fathers out. “ I want to say, in all deep
respect and earnest admiration-------”  he
began.

But John Horton cut him short. “ None 
o f your salve talk, my man! I f  you feel 
like doing any poulticing, go and put one 
onto Sam P off’s leg! Hand me the bill.”

He winked at Earuff in the way o f a 
promise of satisfactory hush money, and 
the doctor smiled amiably.

More stories by Holman Day in early issues.

A N  A L L - A R O U N D  C I T I Z E N

SE N A T O R  GEO RG E W H A R T O N  P E P P E R  o f Pennsylvania, who is the coun
try’s greatest authority on law as it affects the affairs and dealings o f base
ball players and club owners, was for  thirty-two years one o f the leaders o f the 
Philadelphia bar. In addition to a distinguished career as an attorney and a 

writer and lecturer on law, he has done a lot o f work as one o f the leading laymen in 
the Episcopal church, having represented the diocese o f Pennsylvania in that church’s 
general conventions for many years. A long with that he was incessantly busy in edu
cational and philanthropic movements. H is appointment to succeed Senator Penrose 
was a tribute to his all-round excellence as a public-spirited citizen. Prior to that he 
had had no ambitions for political office. Incidentally, he has a son who covered him
self with glory in the W orld War.
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Author o f  “  The Ridin' Kid from Powder River," “ Sunny M ated," Etc.

W H A T  H APPE N ED  IN PREVIO U S CH APTERS.
The early chapters of this story #ere unusually fine. But those herewith and to follow are 

even finer. You can read on from this point without the least difficulty, for the tale is one which 
depends for its charm not so much on the continuity of a complicated plot as on the beauty and maj
esty of wild settings described with graphic mastery, on the swift succession of dramatic incident, 
anti*on the novelty and distinction of romantic characters. Dominating the story is the mysterious 
figure of Tcmescal—Tcmescal, the gay, the gallant, the courtly, the compassionate, and sometimes the 
terrible. He has another name, so he says, but for reasons of his own he roams Mexico cloaked in 
an alias. Where he is going he does not say. Why he has chosen to label his honorable incognito 
with the name of a villain— Temescal, the bandit, "The Thief of Cabazon"—he does not say either. 
He first appears at Cabazon where, arrested by insurrectos, he outwits and kills their colonel, and 
proceeds across the desert to Santuario accompanied by the deserter. Lieutenant Juan Sepulveda, a 
young man skilled in violence but of a good heart withal. On the way they pause at the ruins of 
a bandit-ravaged ranch and rescue a baby girl whom they christen Temescalita and leave in safe hands 
at Santuario. From that place they depart in some haste occasioned by Temescal, the bandit, who 
chances on them there and questions the usurpation of his name. Again they ride a desert trail that 
leads at length, and after diverse adventures by the way, to a remote hill country where they take 
refuge at the cabin of the philosophic shepherd, Alejandro. There they meet Pepito, the half-wit 
Indian mozo, and La Luz, beautiful as the light, who wears, against all men, a little knife in her 
garter. And there begins the love story of Temescal. They ride on after some time, leaving behind 
two gallant hearts and bearing away one lovely one. And on their heels arrives The Thief of Caba
zon. Alejandro, Pepito, and La Luz flee along the trail of Juan and Temescal. From the heights 
above the valley they watch the bandit horde invade their peaceful homestead and put it to the sack. 
And Pepito, peering down the mountainside, dances with rage as he remembers that the greatest 
treasure in the world, the beautiful guitar of Alejandro—which he was sometimes let to play— is 
lost to them now, abandoned to the alien hands o f  evil men.

(A Five-Part Story —Part IH.)

C H A P T E R  X V I.
TO SANCTUARY.

HA D  Alejandro continued on across 
the range instead of making camp 
on the crest,, no doubt Pepito 
would have found enough interest 

in the adventure to keep out o f mischief.

He resented the interruption to their jour
ney. Moreover he was grieved because 
the beautiful guitarra had been left be
hind.

So, waiting, until La Luz was absorbed 
in arranging their belongings, Pepito stole 
out across a jutting ridge which overhung
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the valley, and squatted on his heels, won
dering what was going on in the meadow 
below. Curiosity, resentment and the 
ceaseless and irritating pressure o f the 
wind strung his nerves to a high pitch. 
He grunted like an animal, hunched his 
heavy shoulders as though being whipped, 
peered down into the valley. By con
stantly thinking o f the guitar, visualizing 
it as an ideal, his jumbled thoughts, like 
bits o f flotsam in an eddy, were finally 
drawn together in a momentarily central 
cohesion. When darkness came he would 
return to the casa and get the beautiful 
guitarra!

The long and toilsome journey down 
the mountainside and back meant noth
ing to him. No wild goat was more at 
home among those perilous, rocky ways, 
either in sunshine or starlight. And no 
Galahad yearned more ardently to behold 
the mystic beauty o f the hidden grail than 
the half-witted shepherd boy to touch the 
murmuring strings of the magic guitarra. 
Pepito imagined he could hear the guitar 
calling to him as it had called when that 
bold and fearsome stranger, Temescal, had 
made it sing and laugh and twitter to the 
primitive, mad rhythm of “ The Dance of 
the Haymakers.”

With intense glee. Pepito imitated the 
slinking retreat o f a marauding panther, 
as he disappeared like a shred o f mist 
among the rocky terraces and crags of 
the mountainside.

Deep in the shadows of the timbered 
valley, he circled the meadow, where, 
round a huge fire lounged many ragged, 
swarthy men who laughed, jested, or 
argued whiningly, or sat morosely staring 
at the flames.

Creeping round to the back of the 
adobe, Pepito crawled up and huddled 
against the wall beneath the high window. 
He heard men talking. He gathered from 
their conversation that they planned to 
cross the range o f El Gata that night.

Pepito forgot all about the beautiful 
guitarra. His proximity to the bandidos 
frightened him. He realized the actuality 
o f that which upon the mountain crest had

seemed but a vague picture and a very 
distant menace. And as the mood o f fear 
seized him, he seemed to hear Temescal’s 
voice: “ The Senor Alejandro is my good 
friend. Guard him from all evil as you 
would guard me.”

Trembling up from his shadow against 
the adobe wall, Pepito stole out across the 
narrow clearing back of the house. Once 
within the befriending forest he moved 
swiftly toward the somber bulk o f the 
mountain, struck into the starlit trail and 
pattered up the ascent with the sureness 
and ease of a goat.

L fA L F W A Y  up the mountainside he 
1 1 stopped. Through the dark, still air, 
like the ethereal, sweet warbling of some 
viewless bird in a deep canon, came the 
sound o f singing. Pepito groaned, flung 
his hat down upon the trail and danced 
on it with the quick viciousness of an ante
lope stamping a snake to death with its 
sharp hoofs. “ They have stolen my beau
tiful guitarra!" he wailed.

Snatching up his hat he trotted to the 
crest. “ The bandidos!” he cried, as he 
came to the opening in the rocks. “ They 
com e!"

“ Id iot!” said La Luz, “ cease your howl
ing. Where have you been ?”

“ Is it thus that you obey m e?” queried 
Alejandro.

“ Senor! I have been down there. I 
heard the ladrones say that they would 
cross El Gata very soon. I heard them 
say it! I am a good boy, senor!”

“ You have been among the thieves!” 
“ But they did not see me. I heard them 

say they would cross El Gata.”
A fter they had eaten bread, and having 

drunk the goat’s milk, they gathered to
gether their few blankets and utensils, 
hastily packed the white burro, and be
neath the cold brilliance o f the stars they 
drew out from their shelter, to face the 
chill and unceasing wind which warned 
against their progress like the steady pres
sure o f an invisible hand.

Pepito- led the way, his eagerness re
strained, by Alejandro, who persisted in
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testing each doubtful shadow with his 
staff, fearing it masked the edge o f some 
precipice. Yet once upon the actual de
scent, with the white burro occasionally 
sniffing at the tracks made by the horses 
of Temescal and Juan, Alejandro urged 
haste.

He had given up all hope of ever re
turning to his valley and his home. The 
ladrones had discovered the spot, and at 
least some o f them would eventually re
turn to it, no matter where they journeyed 
in the meantime.

Only too well aware that they might not 
survive the desert should they escape from 
those who followed, Alejandro silently pe
titioned The Mother of Sorrows to retain 
them in her mercy. The future seemed 
very doubtful. Only one hope remained; 
through some great good fortune they 
might overtake Temescal— whose arm 
reached far, and who had many guns at 
his command.

While Alejandro, trudging down the 
trail along the dark mountain slope, specu
lated upon the future, La Luz and Pepito 
attended to the immediate necessity for 
haste by urging the burro, who, for once 
in his indolent career stepped briskly, as 
though pricked by a sudden resolve to 
atone for much past laziness and stub
bornness.

The drone o f the upland wind had long 
since ceased. Occasionally a puff o f warm 
air eddied up from the dim floor o f the 
desert. Their very haste, made possible 
by the easy trail, served to accentuate their 
fear. They fled from an invisible danger 
as though it were visible and in actual pur
suit. Slowly the vague, gray reaches o f 
the desert floor, glimmering softly in the 
starlight, rose to meet them. Presently 
they were beneath the giant palm.

With a match cupped in his hands, Ale
jandro knelt and examined the ground. 
Discovering the feathery ashes o f Temes- 
cal’s camp fire, Alejandro rose. “ Here 
they camped. See if the burro will drink. 
Already Evil Face has discovered the 
spring. Make haste!”

Pepito, on hands and knees, explored

the vicinity to determine the direction Te
mescal had taken. “ This way they went!’ 
he called, finally.

“ Toward the hills o f Santa Rosalia,” 
said Alejandro. “ Sanctuary!”

Dread of discovery, of capture, warred 
ceaselessly against his hope of safety. 
Within a few hours at most, the ladrones 
would have reached the crest of El Gata. 
Before dawn they would be traversing the 
western slope of the range. Daylight 
would uncover tracks round the desert 
spring— tracks which the bandidos would 
read instantly and instantly understand.

“ W e have the night, and a few short 
hours of vantage,” declared Alejandro. 
“ Let us go."

They had progressed but a mile or so 
beyond the giant palm at the foot of the 
range when La Luz realized that the milch 
goat was not following them. Yet La Luz 
said nothing o f this to her father. If the 
goat had gone back to the green meadow, 
it was as well. It would seem that Evil 
Face knew on which side of the range the 
grass grew.

C H A P T E R  X V II.
TI1E V U L T U R E .

\  H O T wind drove across the trackless 
n  reaches of the great llano which lay 
between the barren foothills o f El Gata 
and the far-seen range o f Santa Rosalia, 
a dim, blue ridge against the western sky. 
The morning sun, like a huge, inflamed 
eye, blinked red through a coppery haze 
of desert dust. The faded green o f the 
mesquite, the richer hue o f yuccas and 
tornilla accentuated the bleak aridness, the 
sinister austerity o f the sandy plain, 
known to the natives o f the hills as “ The 
Valley of Desolation.”

As the extreme heat had not yet burned 
through the thin haze which masked the 
sun, Temescal and Juan rode briskly, pur
suing, as it were, their long, angling shad
ows which danced mockingly ahead in 
ragged caricature of man and horse.

Within an hour the sun had surmounted 
the coppery haze. A  blinding glare lay
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upon the glittering white plain, dotted with 
forlorn islands of cacti and mesquite. 
Like the stealthy undulations of a belated 
tide, light films of sand heaved lazily 
across the placid surface of the desert, dis
covering the erratic currents of the subsid
ing wind. The desert floor seemed in mo
tion, suggesting the slow awakening of 
some Gargantuan beast.

But recently, in the cool perspective of 
memory, Temescal had eulogized the des
ert, declaring the waste lands sanctuary, 
alluring, and strangely beneficent. In the 
furnace itself, he gave his gaze to the 
ground, and his consciousness to the con
dition of his horse. Possibly Temescal’s 
subconscious self was aware of great vis
tas inducing romantic imaginings. Yet the 
heat, biting through the back of his leather 
chacqueta, warned him to subdue his pace 
to the slow rhythm of the immediate uni
verse— or find himself on foot in high- 
heeled boots.

As Temescal’s mount shuffled from lope 
to walk, Juan reined alongside, and 
glanced back at the red sun. “ Socorro?”  
he queried.

“ But no.”  Temescal shook his head. 
“ A  trick o f the llano. Even now the wind 
runs no higher than a fetlock. It will die 
upon itself. Then the heat.”

“ You know this country, senor?”
Temescal shrugged his shoulders— to 

lift the heat from his back. “ Are you 
acquainted with the devil? You have 
never seen him, yet you know him, per
haps? So I know the Llano de las Gatas, 
which, like a cat upon the knee, purrs and 
works its claws gently into one’s skin. 
Now the cat merely purrs. The claws are 
sheathed.”

“ Yet its breath is hot enough.”
“ Si, amigo. And its paw reaches far.”  

Temescal turned in the saddle and ges
tured toward the hills from whence they 
had come. “ There sits the cat, its back 
arched against the sky. The cat watches 
this gray floor for stray mice. Some an
cient humorist must have suffered a paw
ing and clawing before he dragged him
self into a crevice o f escape and named 
the range El Gata. O f a truth it is shaped

like the back of a cat— yet the real cat is 
the sun, the inexorable red panther o f the 
desert.

“ I prefer a cooler theme. Do you know 
the hills of Santa Rosalia, yonder; the 
hospitable haciendas, the pomegranates, 
the apples and pears of the higher slopes, 
and oranges and figs and wine o f the val
ley? And there are cool acequias which 
are music, and the shade a prayer o f rest. 
In Santa Rosalia one quickly forgets El 
Gata and the heat.”

“ A i ! But we are here. It is only that 
which lies behind us which may be for
gotten.”

“ Or remembered, perhaps?”
“ But what good does that do?”  queried 

Juan. “ W hy should one bother about that 
which has happened ? That which is going 
to happen is the best.”

“ It depends on whether one saves a lit
tle, or spends all.”

Juan visualized money. “ For one who 
carries much money, you journey in hard 
places, senor.”

“ Like a bandido, eh?” And Temescal 
smiled. “ Yet I must pay my way, even 
here. Set your gaze toward the hills and 
hold the journey as accomplished. Play 
with the idea. Imagine yourself in Santa 
Rosalia, a lieutenant o f rurales— say, the 
Rurales of Zacatecas. Imagine me your 
captain-general. W ould such a distinction 
please you? Or perhaps you would pre
fer the shepherd’s staff and a life o f indo
lence ?”

“ A man does not think o f kissing a 
woman when his mouth is as dry as a 
snuffbox,”  declared Juan, who thought 
o f La Luz.

“ But rather the cool mouth o f a jarro 
of wine out o f its earthen cellar in the 
shady hillside. O f a truth, the tasting of 
wine is better than the drinking, though 
we all drink after tasting. Some o f us, 
even, get drunk. I think repentance pre
pares the way for future thirst. I never 
repent.”

“ Yet you do not refuse good wine, 
senor.”

“ And I hope that I may never. W e 
have wound a few more miles on the spool.
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How far do you make it to yonder group 
o f palms?”

“ I see no palms.”
“ Doubtless my eyes are at fault as often 

as my judgment. I will study the ears 
o f my horse that I may not again salute a 
mirage.” And Temescal fixed his atten
tion, seemingly, on his horse’s ears.

Within the hour the ears o f both horses 
were pricked rigidly toward a distant rise 
in the plain, from which sprang a cluster 
of slender grasses with tufted tops. 
Nearer, the rise flattened to a rolling sweep 
of white sand round a group o f miniature 
palm trees delicately etched agairfst the tur
quoise sky.

Temescal gravely saluted these benefi
cent sentinels o f a desolate outpost by rais
ing his sombrero and bowing. Nor did 
Juan smile. Instead, he fingered the edge 
of his own sombrero, almost a convert to 
Temescal’s peculiar creed.

Neither Juan nor Temescal had suffered 
great fatigue or thirst while traversing the 
tierra caliente, though, beneath the inces
sant hammering o f the sun, the horses had 
begun to show signs o f distress. Their 
hitherto sleek coats were ruffled and 
blotched with dried sweat, their flanks 
drawn, their eyes dust-rimmed and dull. 
Having smelled water, however, the horses 
became excited.

Arrived at the oasis, Juan dismounted 
and held them while Temescal explored 
the spot, searching for the spring. On 
the farther side of the oasis he found a 
meager flow o f water, choked by sand 
and litter. He cleaned out the spring 
until it bubbled clear, that the horses might 
drink freely.

Meanwhile the thirsty animals fretted, 
tossed their heads, stamped impatiently. 
They could not understand the restraint 
which had been wisely imposed upon them. 
Temescal’s horse, pulling back on the reins 
suddenly, cut his mouth with the heavy 
spade bit. Rearing and lunging backward 
into a tangle of dried palm fronds, its hind 
feet broke through the withered mat. 
Juan, clinging to the reins, was jerked 
from his balance. One o f the horses’ 
wildly pawing forefeet flashed down and

struck him on the head. Juan collapsed 
like an empty glove.

Free, the horses swung round to where 
Temescal knelt, cleaning out the spring. 
He caught them, and allowed them to 
drink. Tethering them to a palm, he has
tened round to the eastern side o f the 
oasis. He found Juan face down amid 
a litter of fronds. Temescal knelt and 
examined his stricken companion. “ And 
so, little soldier?” he murmured as he car
ried Juan to the spring. He gave Juan 
a little wine, yet the young soldado did not 
recover consciousness.

Philosophically Temescal accepted the 
situation. He again allowed the horses to 
drink, stripped off saddles and bridles and 
tethered them farther apart, and fed them 
grain in the morrals. Then he took off 
his boots, ehacqueta and shirt, and sat with 
his back against a palm trunk, watching 
his companion. Juan’s face was ghastly 
yellow, his eyes ringed with purple shad
ows.

Slowly the silhouettes o f the tall palms 
drew round and lengthened. The stag
nant heat pressed hard. Temescal’s head 
nodded. He blinked away the haze in 
which Juan’s face had become a mere 
pallid blur. Rising, Temescal took the 
morrals from the horses.

For a minute or so he stood gazing out 
across the glaring emptiness. A  wide 
shadow flicked past on the white sand. He 
glanced up. A  vulture hung circling just 
above the tops of the palms.

“ But n o !” cried Temescal. “ Not my 
companion— and not here!”  Stooping.he 
drew his rifle from the scabbard. The 
gun leaped to his shoulder like the hand 
o f a friend to a friend. The muzzle swept 
in a brief arc. The echo o f the shot 
snarled out into space. The circling vul
ture collapsed as though it had dashed 
against a cliff. Turning over and over, it 
splashed through the spreading green top 
of a gigantic palm and crashed down upon 
the brittle fronds below.

“ My eyesight is improving,”  declared 
Temescal as he sheathed the rifle.

Juan raised his hand and gestured 
feebly.
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C H A P T E R  X V III.
T H E  RED PAN TH ER.

T TN ABLE to continue the journey be- 
^  cause of Juan’s condition, Temescal 
wasted no effort in combating the inevi
table, conserving his energy against the in
sufferable heat, which seemed to increase 
in intensity with the setting o f the sun. 
All his philosophy, his sense o f humor, the 
vigor o f his will, evaporated, leaving but 
the dregs o f physical habit as evidence 
that he was a living animal and not a stone 
or a dead yucca stalk.

Nor could he, between the intervals of 
giving Juan water and bathing his own 
chest and shoulders, amuse himself by in
trospection and intimate communion with 
his soul. He was neither asleep nor fully 
awake. Juan’s occasional request for wa
ter was a welcome distraction.

By slow and tortuous degrees Temescal 
climbed, as it were, out o f the deep, black 
pit of the stagnant night, relieved when 
the steely edge o f dawn slipped between 
the earth and the sky, and the first thin 
wedge of gold pried the cover of dusk 
from the slumbering world.

He watered the horses, made a fire, 
drank black coffee. Unable to sleep at 
night, he now slept heavily. About noon 
he arose, sweltering. Urged by some in
stinct to activity he strode out across the 
white sand to the rise east o f the oasis, 
where the sting o f the sun’s dry heat was 
a momentary stimulant. Far out on the 
eastern reaches o f the desert lay a mirage, 
a wide, blue lake, edged with the palms, its 
serene surface mirroring a shadowy moun
tain range.

“ It is like the lagoon of Ramora,” said 
Temescal, “ but never a white burro and 
three folk wading knee-deep in the phan
tom water!’ ’

He closed his eyes, covered them with 
his hand. When he again glanced at the 
mirage, the phantom travelers seemed to 
be nearer its palm-fringed shore. “ O f a 
truth, my brain is touched by the sun! 
The Red Panther plays with my reason.”

Stubbornly disregarding the mirage, Te- 
mescal returned to the oasis. Juan, on

hands and knees, was crawling toward the 
saddles at the base o f a palm.

Temescal paused. Reaching the saddles, 
Juan found the bottle o f white wine and 
drank greedily. He crawled back to the 
spring and lay with his arms outflung, 
seemingly in a stupor. Temescal secured 
the firearms and hid them among the 
fronds. Juan’s delirium might take an ag
gressive turn.

As for himself? Temescal shook his 
head. A  mirage was nothing new to him. 
But a white burro wading across the se
rene blue emptiness o f a phantom lagoon! 
For perhaps an hour, while Juan lay mo
tionless, Temescal pondered the illusion. 
The intense heat warred against his in
clination to rise *and view once again the 
mirage.

Finally curiosity overcame his lassitude. 
Pie went out to the ridge. The mirage had 
vanished. Yet the white burro still per
sisted, plodding across the gray emptiness. 
W ith him journeyed three folk, plainly 
discernible as they topped a low rise, for 
an instant tiny silhouettes against the tur
quoise sky.

“ Yet nothing is impossible,”  declared 
Temescal, now assured beyond all doubt 
that those who journeyed toward the oasis 
were Alejandro and his family. So, pa
tient upon his little hill, Temescal waited 
to meet those who were so soon to become 
his guests, his charges and his companions 
in adventuring.

Was he irritated or distressed by this 
added burden of responsibility? Did he 
frown upon the absurdity o f this awkward 
circumstance? Was he bitter toward the 
fling o f fate that would make him cicerone, 
provider, protector and captain of this 
rural and impoverished cavalcade? Did he 
who held the confidence o f potentates and 
whose lifted finger could command ten 
thousand armed horsemen to his bidding, 
regret this additional interruption to his 
plan and purpose? It may be cheerfully 
assumed that he was never more gener
ously disposed than at the moment. O f 
this there could be no more convincing 
proof than his utterance as'he rubbed his 
unshaven chin reflectively: “ Sacaton!
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But I forgot to shave this morning— and 
there is a lady approaching.”

Thus great men are never greater than 
when they are themselves.

Pepito, leading the white burro, was 
first to observe the figure o f a man, stand
ing straight and immobile upon a distant 
ridge o f sand. Yet it was La Luz who 
named the figure “ Temescal.”  Alejandro, 
plodding wearily behind her, followed her 
gesture with his eyes. He breathed the 
name, echoed it in his mind, and felt its 
potency as it had been a draft o f cool 
wine. “ W e escape !”  he murmured. “ W e 
have a friend!”

At the foot o f the low sandy hill, the 
travelers stopped and instantly extreme fa
tigue was evident in ew;ry line o f their 
bodies. “ W elcom e!” cried Temescal as 
though receiving them upon the threshold 
o f a palace.

Pepito, Alejandro and La Luz gazed up 
at him, their weary eyes suddenly lighted 
with a radiance akin to that in the eyes of 
the forlorn when beholding the image of 
a saving deity. In three gigantic strides 
Temescal was among them. The white 
burro nosed his arm. Alejandro grasped 
Temescal and embraced him. Pepito, upon 
his knees, brushed the dust from Temes- 
cal's boots with his battered hat.

Only La Luz remained aloof, her white 
teeth pressed against her lower lip. Yet 
her eyes were Temescal’s. She wondered 
why Juan "had not come to meet them.

As he dusted Temescal's boots, Pepito 
babbled o f bandits, o f slaughtered sheep, 
o f the guitarra, until Alejandro silenced 
him.

Moving toward the oasis, Temescal gave 
his arm to Alejandro with a sprightly, 
“ May I show you the way to my casa, 
sefior ?”

“ And Juan has suffered an accident,” 
explained Temescal as they arrived at the 
spring. “ He sleeps. Thus we have been 
delayed, most fortunately, by his misfor
tune.”

While Pepito unpacked the burro and 
La Luz made her father comfortable with 
a serape spread in the shade, Temescal 
gave his attention to Juan, who was pres

ently revived from his lethargy and ac
knowledged the presence o f Alejandro and 
his family with an oath o f astonishment.

“ The soldier has returned,”  observed 
Temescal. “ He is weak, and may not 
travel immediately, but his mind has 
cleared. So, Sefior Alejandro, you have 
brought good fortune to us.”

“ Yet you may not say so when I tell 
you why we are here,”  said Alejandro. 
And incensed by the outrage to his flocks 
and home, the shepherd recounted with 
bitterness the vivid happenings o f the past 
few days.

“ And I think it is that we bring misfor
tune,”  he concluded pessimistically. “ Even 
now the ladrones follow us. That we have 
escaped them is a miracle. That we shall 
escape them again seems impossible. W e 
are fordone. And were we not, what 
could we do against twenty?”

“ Much,”  said Temescal, “ that they may 
not anticipate. Rest, until the sun is be
low the mountains. Meanwhile I will 
snatch a plan from the sky.”

C H A P T E R  X IX .
TH E  PARTING.

T H R O U G H O U T  the long hot hours of 
1 the afternoon, Alejandro, La Luz and 

Juan slept. Meanwhile Temescal and Pe
pito busied themselves arranging for the 
departure at sundown. The horses were 
fed, saddled, and allowed to drink. Pepito 
prepared food for the evening meal while 
Temescal divided Alejandro's provisions 
into three portions, disposing o f all the re
maining effects by burying them in the 
heart of the oasis and cleverly thatching 
the hollow with dead fronds in such a 
manner that the cache could never be dis
covered save by sheer accident.

Returning to the spring he found - La 
Luz and Juan conversing quietly, the 
young soldier apparently having recovered 
sufficiently to sit with his back against a 
palm trunk and reiterate trembling vows 
o f admiration and fidelity. Temescal 
roused Alejandro and talked with him 
apart from the others.

“ I have buried your belongings in the
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oasis, and disguised the cache completely,”  
declared Temescal.

“ But senor-------”
“ That the burro may Ire used to better 

advantage,”  continued Temescal. “ I have 
also concealed the packsaddle, and re
placed it with a blanket. You will ride 
the burro, Senor Alejandro. Juan will 
ride his horse. Pepito is tireless— filled 
with a mad energy that knows no fatigue. 
He will walk. My horse will carry dou
ble.”

“ But my silver crucifix, the clock, my
flagon-------”

“ And La Luz ?”
“ A i ! La Luz ! There is no argument. 

I am ungrateful, and a fool. You shame 
me by your wisdom, Don Ricardo.” 

“ Peanuts! Eat. Drink a little wine. 
Pray, if you will, but sharpen a stick 
and prod the burro if he lags. Should 
mischance separate us before we reach the 
hills, here is a note which you will carry 
to Captain Jose Hermanos o f the Zaca
tecas Rurales. You will find him in either 
San Domingo or Santa Rosalia. He will 
see to your welfare. Return to the spring 
and make ready, to depart.”

Brusquely Temescal turned and strode 
to the ridge east o f the oasis. He could 
discern, far down the long, sunset reaches, 
an occasional twinkle of metal and of 
movement. “ They will arrive two hours 
behind the sun,”  he muttered. “ Were 
Juan himself, and I had two more as 
loyal, we could subtract enough from 
twenty to teach the dogs practical arith
metic. As it is, I can but mark minus 
on the sand. Let them read the sign and 
howl. The moon will take no offense.”  

Stimulated by additional responsibility, 
by the presence o f La Luz, by the realiza
tion that his companion Juan had recov
ered from his stupor, Temescal, having 
eaten and warmed his imagination with a 
thimbleful o f white wine, gathered his re
tainers together and like a true patron, 
fathered the exodus with tact, encourage
ment and not-to-be-gainsaid decision.

When Alejandro intimated that he could 
carry some o f his buried belongings while 
riding the burro, Temescal seemed to have

become suddenly deaf. When Juan, from 
the dizzy eminence o f his saddle— for he 
was still weak from loss o f blood and 
shock— suggested that La Luz mount be
hind him, Temescal squashed the sugges
tion. “ I have arranged. You are too 
weak to more than hold yourself in the 
saddle. Pepito will walk beside your 
horse. If you fall off, do not forget which 
side he is on. It may save your head.”

A  phantom cavalcade, they moved 
slowly from the deep shadows o f the palms 
out into the hot, velvet dusk o f the starlit 
desert, Alejandro, a fantastic shape on the 
white burro, Juan following, with Pepito 
at his stirrup, and Temescal’s horse car
rying double.

The white burro shuffled across the sand 
briskly, possibly because Alejandro had re
sorted to prayer, more probably because he 
employed Temescal’s suggestion, a sharp
ened stick. Pepito, sullen because he could 
not walk beside Temescal instead o f be
side Juan, wished that the young lieuten
ant would fall off his horse, on the far 
side, and break his neck, and thus cease 
to be an encumbrance to the expedition. 
Only fear o f Temescal’s wrath restrained 
Pepito from slyly jabbing the horse in the 
stomach and causing an accident. Great 
churchmen have entertained temptations 
quite as sanguinary.

La Luz, her hand upon Temescal’s 
shoulder, as she sat sidewise behind him, 
gave to the motion o f the plodding horse 
like a young willow in the breeze. In the 
exultation inspired by the desert night, 
their strange journey, and the nearness of 
Don Ricardo, she forgot for a while the 
abandoned home, the green meadow, the 
slaughtered sheep and even the reason for 
their flight. And because he did not speak 
she longed to hear his voice. I f  she bit 
her pretty red lip and frowned petulantly, 
how could his sturdy back realize it? 
Finally she found something to say. “ Do 
your eyes still trouble you, senor?” she 
asked.

Had Don Ricardo been pondering prob
lems o f state, or finance, or war, politics, 
oil leases or social economy, that his rein 
hand Came up so suddenly and his horse
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stopped? Not so. Rather, because o f the 
strange exultation inspired by the desert 
night, their journey, and above all by the 
nearness o f La Luz, he had forgotten all 
such inconsequential matters. Because she 
had not spoken, he had longed to hear her 
voice. And perversely, because La Luz 
was behind him, he longed to behold her 
face. But now that she had spoken— and 
solicitously!

With an utterance rich, resonant and al
together convincing, he acknowledged her 
question. “ Only, senorita, because they 
are not in the back of my head!”

“ The horse has stopped,”  said La Luz, 
a bit startled by Temescal’s ponderous 
compliment.

“ Quite so. My heart, however, has be
gun to beat again. Are you comfortable ?”

“ Ah, sehor! Can’t you see that I am ?”
“ N o !” And Temescal’s “ no”  rolled 

from his chest like the reverberation o f 
drums, challenging, portentous. La Luz 
quivered with delight. Here, beneath the 
touch of her hand was the cavalier o f the 
green meadow, who sang one’s soul into 
ecstasy, who drank regally, yet rose in the 
morning with sunshine in his eyes, and 
who was courteous to humble folk.

“ Don Ricardo-------” breathed T.a Luz,
and hesitated.

Temescal urged his horse along again. 
Presently he was close to the vague figures 
o f Juan and Pepito. “ H ow is it with you, 
compadre?” he called.

“ Well enough,”  replied Juan. "I need 
no one to hold me in the saddle.”

“ S o?” murmured Temescal. La Luz 
laughed softly. “ But I will wa’k beside 
him for a while,”  she said.

“ You will not!’ ’ declared Temescal. “ If 
my comrade needs assistance, he will not 
deny me .the privilege.” And Temescal 
glanced over his shoulder, possibly to em
phasize his words. He saw the edge of a 
woven straw sombrero— a cheap sombrero 
such as peons wear— yet then and there it 
became a halo, an arcadian penumbra, and 
beneath it the downcast eyes of La Luz. 
“ So, senor,”  she said obediently.

Temescal said “ Ahem !” expressively—  
meaning, “ Well, that matter is settled.”

"Past clumps o f ghostly cactus and deep- 
shadowed rocks, down smooth shadowless 
reaches of vanished lakes, across low 
ridges rounded by the winds, along crisp
sounding flats o f scattered gravel, yet ever 
bearing west they made their slow way, 
the white burro’s long ears thrust forward 
into the darkness, and Alejandro’s gazer 
fixed upon their guiding star.

Gaining confidence because o f the be
friending night, and his companions, the 
shepherd became genial toward himself, 
expanding, in imagination, to the full stat
ure of a man, by choice a martial figure 
mounted upon a snow-white charger,, lead
ing a vanquished but unconquered host to
ward a far, fair sanctuary o f pastoral 
quietude. Yet the bobbing ears o f the 
white burro persistently emphasized the 
actual, until Alejandro, with quick, queru
lous impatience signified his return to 
earth by prodding the patient animal with 
the sharpened stick. “ There is little d if
ference between us,” he remarked, “ save 
that you have the longer ears.”

Feeling a tug at his sleeve, Temescal 
turned, his gaze directed by the out
stretched arm o f La Luz. Far back in 
the heart o f the night he beheld a tiny 
flame that, flickering, cast a faint crimson 
glow on the tops of the distant palms. He 
nodded and touched his finger to his lips. 
“ It is my business to extinguish all such 
fires in M exico,” he said.

D U Z Z L E D , La Luz was silent. Her fa
ther had told her that Don Ricardo 

was a great man—-one who had many guns 
at his command. Yet he seemed not too 
great to ignore the afflicted, the distressed, 
the destitute. La Luz thought o f the in
fant, Temescalita, toward whom she had 
felt a strange, unaccountable jealousy until 
Alejandro had told her that which he had 
learned o f the foundling’s history. As 
they journeyed through the still night, La 
Luz explored chance highways and by
ways o f imagination, yet ever aware that 
her hand rested on Temescal’s shoulder.

Finally, being a healthy young animal, 
she drifted to sleep, her head against Te- 
mescal’s broad back. Her hand slipped
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from his shoulder. As the horse crossed 
a stretch o f rough ground La Luz lost her 
balance, but lithely caught herself as she 
slipped, awake instantly as her feet touched 
the eround. Temesca! reined uo sharply. 
Leaning down he swept his arm around 
her and drew her up. “ If you will sleep,”  
he said with affected sternness, “ here is 
your place.”

“ You are a very strong man, senor,” 
breathed La Luz. “ Yet here, in your 
arms, I would tire you.”

“ Your face is like a golden flower in 
the dusk,”  murmured Temescal. “ O f such 
fragrance I drink sparingly. Thus do I 
seal the chalice. La Luz, my golden one, 
there is no to-morrow. All is in this 
hour.”

T o La Luz came happiness undreamed, 
a ma^ic awakening. Her dark eyes were 
dimmed with a mist of tears. This Te
mesca! was no longer a stranger, inexplic
able in his attitudes, his moods, his 
sprightly pleasantries. This man was sim
ply Temescal.

“ I f  you would sleep,”  whispered Te
mescal.

“ But no. I will ride behind you. I 
will put my arms around you, senor, that 
I may not fall.”

“ Not around me ‘senor,’ but-------”
“ Mio R icardo!”  murmured La Luz, 

Swiftly she drew his head down, fiercely 
she pressed her mouth against his mouth. 
Then she slipped from his arms, stood at 
his stirrup, which, he made empty that she 
might mount behind him.

Again upon their way, La Luz dream
ily content with the silent companionship 
of Temescal, they drew toward the sound 
of voices. Alejandro’s guiding star had 
thoughtlessly descended behind the moun
tains o f the west. Juan, Pepito and the 
shepherd were arguing as to which way 
to proceed, each o f a different mind, yet 
each positive that he was correct. Just 
before Temescal halted to direct their 
further course, La Luz leaned forward: 
“For all men, save one, I have the little 
knife in my garter.”

“ Quite so,” said Temescal.
Thenceforth they journeyed steadily

until, an hour before dawn, Juan toppled 
from the saddle, falling, most fortunately, 
against Pepito, who instinctively caught 
him and instantly regretted having done 
so. “ The sick one is now dead,” ex
claimed Pepito enthusiastically, as they 
gathered round the unconscious Juan. 
“ He said if he died suddenly, I was to 
have his horse and his gun and his money.”

“ He has fainted from weariness,” said 
Temescal, kneeling and raising Juan’s 
head. “ The wine, senorita, is in my sad
dlebags.” .

Presently Juan was revived sufficiently 
to declare that he could continue the jour
ney.

“ G ood !”  said Temescal. “ W e are not 
far from the hills. The dawn wind is 
awake. Set your courage against another 
hour of travel, and we shall be among our 
friends, the trees.”

The quickened energy o f the horses, the 
slope of the land, the washes o f gravel 
and scattered rock assured the travelers 
that they were near the foothills. And, as 
though to inspire the weary cavalcade to 
a last, gallant effort, the dawn came 
swiftly, seeming to lift the great Santa 
Rosalia range up out o f nothingness, its 
rugged lower battlements filmed with a 
haze of amethyst. Green above the lower 
reaches o f the range, the timberlands ran 
north and south, winding away into in
visibility.

“ Sanctuary!” cried Alejandro, his voice 
breaking with weariness and emotion.

With a businesslike air, the white burro 
made directly for a clump o f foliage set in 
the narrow clasp o f a rocky defile. Topog
raphy inspired him only when it hinted of 
water and grass. The clump of foliage 
presently became a group o f stalwart trees 
shading a pool. A  game trail led on up 
into the shadows o f the morning hillside.

The horses and burro were watered and 
fed. Pepito made a fire, and the family 
ate a scanty breakfast, following which 
Alejandro immediately lay down to sleep.

La Luz was cleaning their few utensils 
when Temescal gestured to her. She rose 
and came to where he stood. Her gaze 
followed his out across the morning desert.

'ri
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O f a color with the desert, yet separated 
from it by movement, a sinister, crawling 
thing dragged itself along the smooth gray 
floor. The sunlight struck occasional faint 
flashes from bandolier and belt, from 
concha and carbine. “ The bandidos !” 
whispered La Luz. “ They did not camp 
at the Place of Palms.”

“ I do not think they follow us so much 
as that they are followed. For so large 
a company, they move swiftly. Let your 
father sleep until the burro is again 
packed. You must captain a new plan, my 
golden one.”

When the horses had been saddled and 
the burro again packed, La Luz awak
ened her father. To his startled question
ing Temescal raised a silencing hand. “ W e 
are followed closely. Waste no time in 
words. Make ready to depart. O f you, 
senor, I shall require the pair of new shoes 
which you have salvaged for a more de
vout usage. You will have to be content 
for a while with the old ones that you 
wear. And of you, Juan, I shall require 
your carbine and bandolier. You may re
tain your pistol.

“ O f you, La Luz, I ask nothing but 
fidelity to my purpose— which is to as
sure the safety of yourself, your good fa
ther and my friend Juan. You will take 
my horse, senorita. Noon should find you 
on the crest of the range. Somewhere 
along the foothills o f the western slope is 
the town of Santa Rosalia. I will give a 
note to you, Senor Alejandro, which you 
will deliver to one there who will receive 
you hospitably. I have use for the boy, 
Pepito. W e will follow as we can.”

“ But why not journey with us, Don 
Ricardo?”

Temescal pulled off his boots. “ The 
shoes!” he demanded. Then to La Luz: 
“ I shall feel honored, senorita, if you will 
wear my boots until such time as I may 
reclaim them. Here, on foot among the 
rocks, they would be a hindrance to me.”

“ Si, senor.” The dark eyes of La Luz 
were exceedingly bright as she realized 
Temescal’s intent, which was to remain 
and check the progress o f the bandits by 
harrying them from the vantage o f  con

cealing rock, or ledge, or protecting tree 
trunk. Her man could do no less.

Juan, however, protested that alone and 
on foot Temescal ran serious risk. Ale
jandro implored Temescal to reconsider, 
and flee with them.

“ M y patience is raveled to strands by 
these outlaws,”  declared Temescal. “ I will 
braid a whip and teach them a custom of 
the penitentes. My farewell is said. Yet 
a word with you, Senor Alejandro.”

A  few paces aside, Temescal stripped 
off his money belt and gave it to the 
shepherd. “ Use what you need, freely. 
And, finding Captain Hermanos, send him 
to me here with a knowledge o f that which 
detains me. Go with God, my friend.”

C H A P T E R  X X .
TEMESCAL PAYS SOME DEBTS.

\ 1 /H I L E  Temescal filled a canteen at the 
pool, Alejandro, Juan and La Luz 

rode slowly up the game trail leading to
ward the shadowy timberlands. And with 
them, as Temescal was wont to say in the 
calm perspective of after years, went most 
o f his equipment, all his money and half 
his heart. The other half, it would seem, 
he retained for a stern, immediate pur
pose. The ragged outlaws of Cabazon, 
though still distant, were steadily ap
proaching the foothills.

There was too much of the poet, the 
philosopher, the humanitarian in Temes- 
cal's peculiar cosmos for him to love battle 
for its own sake. In fact, his compassion 
and generosity had more than once all but 
ended his earthly activities. That upon 
occasion he realized the inevitable neces
sity for combat is evident even in these 
intimate, arcadian annals. It is more su
perlatively evident in the conventional rec
ord of his official performances embla
zoned upon an especially sanguinary page 
o f history, which, with strange inaccuracy, 
accounts him as dead.

It is true that when the imperious, chal
lenging trumpets of his land shout, “ Tem
escal !”  he does not appear. Though he 
hears their searching echoes murmur his 
name in faltering cadences among the
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farthest hills, he is silent. When the poor, 
the destitute, the harassed, fearful that 
even their stark walls will betray them, 
whisper in prayer, "Return, O  Temescal!” 
they hut conjure a phantom from the shad
ows o f memory, at most a hope forlorn 
to cheat their troubled eyes. And perhaps 
it is as well. There are enough torches 
abroad in the land.

When La Luz, without protest, argu
ment or trace of hesitation, mounted his 
horse and turned to the upland trail, Tem
escal was so pleased with her calm obedi
ence that he could not quite contain him
self. "There,”  he said as he immersed the 
canteen in the cool mountain water, “ goes 
a woman!”  Bubbles gurgled up from the 
mouth of the submerged canteen— bubbles 
which seemed to chuckle at his somewhat 
trite observation. Yet Temescal’s reso
nant intonation, the caressing eloquence o f 
his utterance, the history-defying, whole
hearted emphasis o f the word “ woman,” 
was not alone a lyric tribute to La Luz, 
the shepherd’s daughter, but a veritable 
melody of adoration— a song that would 
have enthralled the unsophisticated Eve, 
charmed unblushing Aphrodite from her 
morning bath, suffused the broad white 
brow o f ardent Sappho with rose envy.

However, Temescal had little time to 
revel in the echoes o f his poetic intensity. 
He rose briskly, slung the canteen across 
his shoulder. “ There goes a woman!”  he 
had said. “ And here goes nothing!”  he 
said, as he summoned Pepito and hastened 
along the gravelly slope o f the foothills. 
Hazard always inclined Temescal toward 
humor. Moreover, he was born in the 
United States. Delighting in his own 
rhapsodies, he as often laughed at them.

Emerging from an arroyo farther up 
the rocky slope, they concealed themselves 
behind a huge cube o f granite. Temescal 
took off his chacqueta and folded it care
fully, dropped a handful o f cartridges in 
his upturned sombrero, loosened his shirt 
collar and drank from the canteen.

“ And now,”  he said— he was a master 
o f continuity— “ we will get to business. 
Pepito, this carbine is operated thus. Here 
are the cartridges. I have unloaded the

magazine. Now I reload it.” He gave the 
carbine to the youth. “ Remember,” he 
said sternly, “ you will shoot at ladrones, 
not at gentlemen engrossed in the intri
cacies o f shaving themselves.”

Pepito grasped the carbine, delighted 
with the weapon, and the obvious possi
bilities approaching.

“ Yonder ride the outlaws who slaugh
tered your sheep and ravaged your home,” 
declared Temescal. “ That your family 
may not be overtaken, we remain here to 
entertain the bandits. I f  I should be hit, 
take to the hills. Follow the tracks of 
your family. Yet, if we have the good 
fortune to come out o f this enterprise un
scathed, I will make you my mozo for 
life.”

Surprise, affection, gratitude transfig
ured Pepito’s homely face until it glowed 
with the fanatic rapture o f a martyr vi
sioning the divine. “ I am a good boy, 
senor! I am strong. I will fight for

“ You are a rotten shot. Do not fire at 
anything unless I tell you to do so. Keep 
in front o f me. I don’t want to get it in 
the back.”

Arriving at the pool below, the bandi- 
dos watered their horses, made camp and 
cooked meat. Watching them, Pepito 
trembled with excitement and suspense. 
Was the great one afraid to shoot? Many 
could be killed, and easily. Perhaps the 
great one would wait until the ladrones 
were asleep and then steal nearer and kill 
them all.

Temescal, however, seemed content with 
observing the raiders. He knew that these 
men, heavily armed and not in uniform, 
were plunderers, murderers; and if not 
those, at least akin to those who had made 
the infant Temescalita an orphan, had in
fested Santuario, and later who had dis
covered and ravaged Alejandro’s hermit
age. And among them was one, a broad, 
thick and commanding figure, whom Te
mescal could have sworn was The Thief o f 
Cabazon himself. Yet he hesitated to fire 
upon them. From his, vantage o f con
cealment, and in the tumult o f their sur
prise, he could snuff out a half score o f
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lives before they could intrench them
selves.

The morning sun, exploring nook and 
crevice, shone blazing upon the scarred 
brown cliffs above, the graveled foothill 
slopes, the shimmering desert below. 
Round the pool, cluttered in the shade, the 
bandidos squatted, eating their scanty 
breakfast. A  sentinel stood guard over 
the horses, which had not been unsaddled.

Temescal glanced up at the sun, then 
at the shadow cast by the granite cube. 
The increasing heat rebounded from the 
tumbled rock and shale o f the hillside. 
Pepito wondered why Temescal did not 
kill these men. He ardently desired to see 
men killed, to see the great one wage war 
against those who had slaughtered the 
sheep, driven Alejandro and La Luz from 
their home, and possessed themselves of 
the beautiful guitarra.

Yet Temescal sat with his back against 
the granite culje, seemingly indifferent to 
a providential opportunity. Temescal’s 
eyes were closed. It is possible, though 
not probable, that he slept. Perhaps he 
had but retired within himself to recreate 
the vision o f a face like a golden flower in 
the dusk. Below, the bandidos lay 
stretched in the shade, asleep.

An hour, two hours— and Pepito roused 
Temescal. “ Senori” he whispered. “ They 
make ready to go.”

Temescal’s eyes unclosed calmly. He 
glanced at the shadow o f the rock, at 
the camp o f the bandits. “ Time has 
chosen,” he declared somewhat regretfully. 
He moistened his handkerchief and bathed 
his eyes. “ Stay where you are until I 
need you,”  he told Pepito. Temescal 
picked up his rifle.

The sharp report snarled down the hill
side, its ragged echoes hurtling along the 
cliffs above. In the distant camp a horse
man weaved in the saddle, toppled and 
slid slowly to the ground. “ Temescalita!” 
murmured Temescal.

His hand shot forward and back. An
other shot barked above the tumult and 
clamor round the pool. And another 
horseman, about to mount, seemed to sud
denly change his mind. He let go the

horn and pitched forward on his face. 
“ The mother o f Temescalita!”  murmured 
Temescal.

Again the report o f his rifle crashed into 
shivering echoes. One o f  the ladrones, 
spurring out toward the desert, fell for
ward on the neck o f his horse. “ Temes- 
calita’s father was kindly and industrious,” 
murmured Temescal. A  bullet buzzed up 
from the distant camp and splashed against 
the face o f the granite cube.

“ The quail have scattered,” said Temes
cal. “ W e will occupy a higher position. 
Crawl back into the arroyo and make your 
way up the hill. I will follow, presently.”

“ But, senor, I will stay! I am not 
afraid.”

“ G o !”  thundered Temescal. As he 
spoke something whistled across the top of 
the granite cube, spattering stinging frag
ments in the herd boy’s face. Pepito 
dropped to his hands and knees and 
crawled toward the brink o f the arroyo.

C H A P T E R  X X I.
BATTLE.

L I A D  the rifle fire from above been o f 
more volume, even though less discon

certingly accurate, undoubtedly the bandits 
would have taken to the desert and spurred 
a hasty and final retreat south. Yet the 
most stupid among them realized they 
were not attacked by the rurales, who 
would have followed their advantage of 
surprise with a swift and merciless assault.

As it was, the outlaws broke for cover 
among the foothill ridges, each man for 
himself, the riderless horses too jaded to 
do more than drift together and mill 
slowly round the flat below the spring.

From their hastily assumed conceal
ments the outlaws exchanged oathful opin
ions as to the identity o f the unseen marks
man. Their chief, The Thief o f  Cabazon, 
the spurious Temescal, shrewdly aware 
that an excellent and daring marksman 
commanded the approach to the only pass 
across the range within thirty or forty 
miles, directed his followers to scatter up 
the slope and surround the distant granite 
cube which concealed their enemy.
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His followers, however, remained 
strangely silent and inactive. The Thief 
of Cabazon immediately enhanced his sug
gestion with an interesting postscript: “ A  
hundred pesos to the man who brings me 
his ears.”

The proffered reward inspired the la- 
drones to sudden and concentrated action. 
Ignoring the mute significance o f the 
three separate, huddled shapes on the sand 
below, the bandits crawled from rock to 
rock up the hillside, working as a ragged 
unit, yet each viciously determined to force 
the solitary rifleman from his intrench- 
ment, make the kill, and exchange a mere 
pair o f ears for a hundred silver pesos. 
Although their hidden enemy had cost 
them three fighting men, the reward 
seemed munificent. Less has been offered 
and earned for a general, complete.

Did Temescal anticipate an attempt to 
surround him when he sent Pepito farther 
up the mountainside? One might assume 
that in doing so he merely wished to test 
the alertness o f the bandits, to ascertain 
whether or not a rifle commanded the 
more or less open stretch between his 
stronghold and the brink o f the arroyo. 
Or one might more generously conclude 
that Temescal wished to assure himself of 
Pepito’s safety before he himself gave up 
the keystone of the situation.

Knowing Temescal, it is difficult to deny 
him credit for either astuteness or unself
ishness. Yet it is only fair to his native 
integrity that the rigid and immovable 
facts be inspected before burdening him 
with more glory than he could comfortably 
bear.

Once, when questioned as to why he did 
not immediately retreat with Pepito while 
— as the questioner put it— the retreating 
was good, Temescal shrugged his shoul
ders, spread his hands politely, convinc
ingly, and regarded the toe o f his highly 
polished boot.

“ I would be loved or hated for that 
which I am, and not for that which I 
might so easily affect,” he declared. “ I 
will not be an oracle o f convenience for 
those who deal too carelessly'in eulogies! 
N or will I ingratiate myself with fame by

affirming an excellence possessed, yet 
which fame may deny me. If the intui
tions of my friends are at fault, it is not 
my desire or my business to adjust them.”

It is possible that Temescal, like a fa
mous prototype, hereby “ contrived an eva
sion.”  However, one might as well let the 
tail go with the hide, and pocket the peso 
without biting it.

The facts, however, are undisguised.
Temescal refrained from shooting down 

the exposed and helpless horses o f the 
bandits.

Pie withheld his fire while the bandits 
scurried to shelter, although he was ac
counted a good wing shot.

Following the disappearance o f  his ene
mies, one o f their number ventured out on 
the flat below the spring and deliberately 
hazed the horses toward the foothills, 
while nothing emanated from Temescal’s 
lone citadel o f defiance save an eloquent 
and impressive silence.

Hot noon glared down upon the wooded 
mountainside, the bleak brown lower 
reaches strewn with tumbled rock, the 
long, smooth sweep of pebble-dotted 
bench land, imperceptibly merging with 
the wide gray barrens of the desert floor.

It is true that Temescal donned his 
chacqueta, not, however with immediate 
retreat in mind, but to protect his back 
and shoulders from the biting sun. The 
granite cube now stood naked, shadowless.

He slipped the unused cartridges back 
into his belt loops and put on his som
brero. His mind, so recently active in 
planning and performing, became less en
ergetic in the stagnant heat, the silence, 
the apparent cessation o f hostilities. And 
then it was that intuition, so easily fright
ened from a task by logic and its myr
midons, tiptoed up to Temescal, and whis
pering advised him to make the most of 
his present vantage.

Even more portentous was the instant 
shot which reverberated in the resounding 
woodlands above, as Pepito, crouching be
hind a tree trunk, hugged the stock o f his 
carbine to his cheek and cut loose at a 
slinking figure obviously stalking the un
wary Temescal.



128 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“ Idiot!”  snorted Temescal. “ I had 
them burrowing for shelter. Now he has 
stirred them up again!”

Snatching up his rifle he made a crouch
ing dash for the brink o f the arroyo. Nor 
did he stand upon the order o f the topog
raphy, but slipping and sliding, descended 
in a dusty avalanche o f loosened earth and 
clattering stones. Leaping from rock to 
rock, trotting up the occasional sandy 
stretch, and finally swinging with Pepito’s 
tracks up and out upon a gentle slope 
shaded by stately trees, he discovered the 
shepherd boy dancing an impromptu ta
rantella on his long-suffering hat, and ges
ticulating wildly.

Pepito ceased as he saw Temescal, ran 
to him and grasped his sleeve.

“ There!” he whispered, pointing far 
down the hillside. “ He kicks, but it is that 
he will not get up again,"

“ Quite so," said Temescal, instantly re
alizing his recent danger, Pepito’s fortu
nate accuracy of aim, and the disruption of 
his plans.

Amply screened behind the noble rotun
dity of a great cypress, Temescal strove 
to regain his breath. He gestured to
ward the carbine in Pepito’s hand. “ You 
have done me a service, although you dis
obeyed me. You now have my permis
sion to use the gun when necessity de
mands."

“ I do not waste the cartridges,” said 
Pepito, pointing proudly toward the dis
tant, conclusive evidence. “ I saw him 
walking thus”— Pepito imitated a crouch
ing figure— “ and watching the rock where 
you were hidden. In here, senor"— and 
the shepherd boy touched his chest— “ a 
voice said, ‘Kill the thief who slaughtered 
your sheep!’ It was your voice, senor! I 
am a good boy. I made him kick! Per
haps very soon I will make another one 
kick.”

“ Possibly.”  Temescal was still a bit 
short of breath. “ Yet T had planned oth
erwise.”

“ Perhaps it is that we go now, quick. 
There are many trees. W e will not be 
seen.”

'T 'E M E S C A L  was not displeased with 
the suggestion. Henceforth the la- 

drones would proceed with extreme cau
tion, especially when traversing the 
thickly timbered reaches o f the higher 
country. Already Alejandro, Juan and La 
Luz would have gained the western slope 
o f the range, with the visible promise o f 
sanctuary in the valley o f Santa Rosalia.

Moreover, Temescal ardently desired to 
escape from the secluding canopy o f the 
shadowy forest, which, obstructing his 
view o f free spaces and the rounding sky, 
strangely oppressed and subdued him.

Turning to reconnoiter the upper slope 
before he ventured from his sheltering 
tree, Temescal’s gaze was defeated by the 
blank wall of a cliff, hitherto unnoticed. 
Apparently this unanticipated barrier ran 
east and west for a considerable distance. 
The face o f the cliff was scarred by a nar
row ledge, and above the ledge another, 
and still another. The sun struck a path 
o f gold down through an opening in the 
towering forest. The trunks o f the trees 
glowed as though alive with creeping fire.

Temescal’s quick eye caught the move
ment o f a shadow along the cliff. A  rag
ged figure was crawling along the lower 
ledge, peering down. Temescal’s rifle 
swung to his shoulder and he fired, even 
as the bandido discovered and fired at him.

The shots crashed together, their shout
ing echoes rolling along the mountainside. 
With out flung arms the bandido plunged 
down through the swishing branches and 
rolled almost up to Temescal’s feet. 
Pepito, watching the lower hillside, 
jumped round, chattering like a startled 
ape.

The bandit was not dead, yet he had 
not far to go. Temescal raised the stricken 
outlaw’s head. "W ho sent you?" he de
manded.

"Temescal.”
“ The Thief of Cabazon?"
“ Si,” whispered the dying outlaw. “ He 

will give a hundred pesos for your ears.” 
The blue lips grinned hideously. The 
nerveless jaw dropped.

“ S o?” murmured Temescal. “ Come, 
muchacho, let us save our ears.”
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With Pepito trotting ahead, they 
reached the cliff, moved swiftly from ledge 
to ledge, until they were above the tops 
o f the trees, when shot after shot harked 
up from the hillside below and leaden 
wasps buzzed and splattered round them 
as they ran.

Temescal's somber mood had vanished. 
His face shone with a strange ecstatic ra
diance. He cried encouragement to 
Pepito, although the frightened herd boy 
had already outdistanced him along the 
narrow ledges, A  shot ripped Temescal’s 
sleeve from wrist to shoulder.

On the topmost ledge, from which he 
could view the long sweep o f the moun
tainside below, Temescal paused, sadly out 
of breath. He took off his sombrero, 
wiped his forehead. The pause was a rest, 
and a perilous recreation. Immediately he 
became the target for an especially lively 
fusillade, which spread silvery blotches on 
the face o f the cliff, in front o f him, be
hind him, and above him. He leaned for
ward and fled up the trail. He stopped. 
A  bullet smacked against the cliff not six 
inches in front of him. Another step and 
he would have stopped the bullet. His 
most fortunate pause was due to his hav
ing caught sight o f a track in the shale 
dust— the faint imprint o f a high-heeled 
boot.

“ Sacaton!”  breathed Temescal. And 
then, “ La L u z !”  Evidently La Luz, to 
save the weary horse, had led it up the 
steep ascent. Temescal’s heart skipped a 
beat, then resumed its valiant pounding at 
his ribs. The pulse o f his spirit quick
ened. Unconsciously he straightened to 
his full height. A  bullet whined and splat
tered on the rock dose to his head.

“ Not yet!” he said, and with his finger 
drew a cross on the silver blotch that had 
all but been his final monogram. Crouch
ing, he strode swiftly along the narrow 
ledge.

Reaching the final level o f the crest, 
Temescal turned and gazed across the 
magic distances. The light in his eyes 
danced like sunshine on rippling water. 
And there he launched a stentorian chal
lenge which rolled out from the height and

9A—POP.

resounded down the mountain like the toll
ing of a great bell—-“ Tem -es-cal!"

Far flung, the tone sang true, even be
yond the volume o f its sound, slowly 
diminishing. The awakened echoes retold 
the name in quick, rude clamoring, until, 
from some distant hollow, came the faint 
and final syllable muffled like the voice o f 
one who mocks behind his hand.

One might surmise that Temescal’s sud
den change o f mood, and his succeeding 
outburst were inspired by a lofty disdain, 
or by contempt, or the excitement of es
cape, or again, that once above the op
pressing shadowy canopy o f the forest, he 
had thus lifted his heart to the sun and 
his voice to the heavens. Not so.

Coming upon the footprint o f La Luz, 
he had stopped. Starting forward again, 
he had disconcerted the searching rifles 
that had anticipated his continued prog
ress and had held their fire the least bit 
ahead of him. An accident o f Providence 
had woven the various threads of circum
stance into a garment o f salvation. This 
accident of Providence was the footprint 
o f La Luz. And realizing this— after he 
was well out of rifle shot— Temescal flung 
his melodious defiance, not merely to a 
band o f ragged outlaws, but to the four 
winds of heaven, to Fate itself.

C H A P T E R  X X II.
PEPITO.

D A U S IN G  only long enough to assure 
himself that Temescal was following, 

Pepito turned from the rim o f the cliff 
and set off at a brisk trot, dodging in and 
out among the dwarfed and twisted cy
presses that writhed and whimpered in the 
wind of the height. No snarling, importu
nate bullets now nipped at his heels or 
snapped at the fluttering folds of his 
blouse, yet lie maintained a deliberate pace 
until he had disappeared beyond the low, 
curving sky line o f the crest. Nor was 
his apparent haste inspired by the thought 
o f escape, so much as by the tracks o f shod 
horses— occasional fresh scars upon the 
rounded rocks.

Below the crest, along its wooded, west
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ern slope, Pepito discovered the unmis
takable hoofprints o f the burro. Pepito 
“ followed the tracks o f his family.”

To Temescal, however, the abrupt level 
of the cliff edge was somewhat like the 
final sentence of a lengthy and involved 
paragraph, wherein the period is welcome, 
the succeeding space restful to the physi
cal eye, even though the mind be perturbed 
by an altogether unanticipated climax.

Pepito had vanished.
Temescal was surprised, puzzled, irri

tated. His dignity, swelled by a high 
pulse, was affronted by that which he 
termed a desertion. Pepito should have 
been there, on the mountaintop, because 
Temescal had not imagined that he would 
be anywhere else.

Accustomed to exacting obedience by 
sheer personality, accustomed to command
ing men who were keen and quick to an
ticipate his wishes, Temescal resented the 
shepherd boy’s dereliction even while he 
reproved himself for losing patience with 
the lad. A  slight trembling o f the legs 
influenced Temescal to sit down and rest. 
His breathing became more measured. 
Yet echoes of his resentment still rumbled 
and grumbled in his chest, like the muffled 
booming o f retreating thunder.

“ He was scared to death, and he stam
peded!”  declared Temescal. “ Y es! My 
logic is sound, yet despicable, even though 
he has decamped with our precious sack 
o f goat’s meat and bread.”

His back against a sheltering rock, his 
arms folded and his legs crossed, Temes
cal gazed down upon the wide valley of 
El Gata, its distant reaches deepening to 
shadowy purple against the farthest hills. 
While not unaware o f the distant activ
ities of the frustrated outlaws, reassem
bling at the pool, and doubtless preparing 
to advance across the range, Temescal re
mained the serenely undisturbed arbiter 
o f their immediate destiny. Tw o hours, 
at least, before they could gain the crest 
— or, eternity, if they dared the narrow 
steep, from whence he could drop them 
one by one, like flicking pebbles into space.

So, ignoring the antlike hurryings and 
scurryings below, Temescal gave his at

tention to three vultures as they swept in 
easy circles back and forth across the con
templative level o f his gaze. Presently a 
fourth and fifth vulture drifted from in
visibility into that rhythmic, leisurely wait
ing. “ W ho summoned them to the feast ?”  
Temescal asked himself.

He drew his notebook from his pocket, 
intending to jot down a name for the 
hitherto unnamed pool below. He would 
have named it “ The Feast o f the Vul
tures.”  Yet he did not write it down. 
The little, leather-bound notebook had 
been so chewed and crumpled by a bullet 
that, as Temescal ruefully observed, it 
looked more like a rat’s nest than a neatly 
inscribed record o f observation and com
ment. He recalled having felt an impor
tunate nudge in the ribs as he had hastened 
up the last, long slope o f the ascent.

“ S o?”  he murmured, and rising, shook 
himself, as though he expected a shower 
o f spent bullets to drop from his clothing. 
Drawing off his chacqueta he viewed it 
solemnly. The back o f the short leather 
jacket had been whipped almost to shreds 
by the rifle fire o f the bandits. “ There 
is still one sleeve intact,”  he declared, “ yet 
I must part with it. A  memento o f San- 
tuario.”

Exploring farther, he poked his finger 
down a slit in the close-fitting leg o f his 
trousers. “ Not so bad.”  He observed 
another hole in the wide bottom o f the 
same trousers leg. “ Inventory!” He took 
off his sombrero. The wind flipped the 
crown over as though it had been hinged.

“ Yet the mirror is unshattered!”  Te
mescal observed cheerfully.

His smile faded as he gazed at himself 
in the mirror. He rubbed his chin. He 
had not shaved for three days, and he 
was, as they say below the border, “ a man 
o f vigorous beard.”

Pepito, finally realizing that Temescal 
was not following, hastened back to the 
edge of the cliff. His arrival seemed a 
matter o f utter indifference to the great 
one, who gravely took stock of his fur
nishings ; his mind, evidently, as detached 
as his chacqueta.

Intuitively aware that the great one was
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displeased about something, Pepito grew 
even more puzzled and fearful as Temes- 
cal fastened what was left of his chac- 
queta to the nearest cypress, and hung 
the rim of his sombrero on a stub directly 
above the jacket. He tied his handker
chief about his head.

Pepito trembled as he gazed at the 
great one, who, shorn of the dignity of 
the sombrero and the conventionality of 
the jacket, appeared even wilder and more 
ferocious of mien and feature than the 
fiercest ladrone of Cabazon.

Having satisfied himself that his person 
concealed no further unpleasant surprises, 
Temescal calmly sat down. Pepito ad
vanced hesitatingly. Still Temescal re
mained darkly aloof, deliberately uncon
scious of Pepito’s presence. Most evi
dently the great one was so angry that he 
could not even utter his displeasure. Per
haps he was hungry. Pepito swung the 
small leather sack from his shoulder and, 
opening it, placed it cautiously within 
Temescal’s reach. It was past noon.

As Pepito came within immediate range 
o f his vision, Temescal noticed that the 
youth’s clothing was literally in shreds and 
tatters— in fact, quite like his own dis
carded jacket and sombrero. Instantly 
Temescal leaped to his feet, seized the 
startled Pepito, turned him round in his 
tracks, inspected him from head to foot.

“ I had thought to reprove you for your 
haste. Now it is that the rents and rags 
of your escape reprove me for my hasty 
inference.”  He laid his hand affection
ately on Pepito’s shoulder. “ Man, you 
could have parted with less, and lost more. 
A  few more bullets— and you would have 
had but a waistband and a collar to distin
guish you from Senor Adam before he 
parted with his regretted rib. SA C A T O N  ! 
That I should censure the loyalty o f your 
feet in taking care of your head! There 
are those who might call you a hoodoo. I 
prefer to consider you a mascot. Hence
forth you are my boy, my mozo. Ten 
pesos a month, bed, food and a new uni
form.

“ Attention, little rabbit!” — Conejo was 
Pepito’s family name. “ From this deso

late and breath-snatching height even 
down into the final valley of forgetfulness 
— which means from now on— you will 
follow me and defend my back. I will 
take care of all approaches from the front. 
W e are companions in a survival extraor
dinary. Also we are vagabonds— exter
nally. In fact, I have little left, save you 
and my shadow.

“ Take up the sack of food. W e shall 
eat as we travel. To heel, rabbit! And 
do not hop ahead of my shadow as we 
g ° ! ”

Manfully endeavoring to follow the 
great one’s flight of eloquence, Pepito 
snatched dizzily at such reassuring stabil
ities as “ mozo,”  “ pesos,” “ food,”  “ bed,” 
and “ new uniform.” The rest of it he 
valiantly ignored, as most of us do when 
oratory reaches an altitude beyond our 
ken.

For one unaccustomed to much walking, 
Temescal set an exceedingly fast pace 
across the crest of the range which sep
arated the somber wastelands o f El Gata 
from the verdant valley o f Santa Rosalia 
— and himself from La Luz. Having dis
ciplined Pepito by example, having all but 
stunned him by a remarkable and largely 
uncomprehended address, and having dis
tinguished him by making him his mozo 
or boy-of-all-service, Temescal promptly 
and judiciously forgot him. The prover
bial inch o f intimacy should never become 
a mile. Meanwhile, Pepito, following 
Temescal down the wooded western slope, 
literally hopped in the great one’s shadow 
with antic fidelity to his master’s final in
junction. Temescal had said “ H op !”  so 
Pepito hopped.

Upon leaving the crest they had shared 
the goat’s meat and bread, munching it as 
they journeyed. Coming upon a tiny 
stream far down the mountainside, Te
mescal knelt to drink. Observing that the 
shepherd boy was also about to drink far
ther upstream, Temescal gestured with his 
thumb. “ Downstream— always !”

“ Here is where the horses drank, 
senor,”  said Pepito, to whom food was 
food, water was water, and a straddle bug 
a straddle hug. The youth, however,

131
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moved a few feet downstream, but not be
low Temescal.

Temescai’s frown became an arch o f 
perplexity. “ I have a m ozo!”  he reflected, 
shaking his head. “ Also a preference.” 
And rising he walked round Pepito and 
drank above the hoofprints o f the horses.

Refreshed by the cool water, enheart- 
ened by the frequently recurring evidence 
that Juan, Alejandro and La Luz had suf
fered no accident or delay in their pil
grimage— in the softer earth o f the wood
lands the tracks of the two horses and the 
burro were as printed words— Temescal 
and his mozo struck on down the winding 
descent, nor paused again until among the 
treeless foothills.

Below and beyond spread the fair green 
valley of Santa Rosalia. Directly in the 
pathway o f the descending sun stood the 
town itself, a sharp-edged miniature o f 
low-roofed adobes, a slender spire, the 
arched tops o f street trees—-suggesting in 
the aggregate the attempts o f a child to 
build a house o f blocks, leaving here and 
there a block for which there seemed to 
be no place in the structure.

To Pepito, accustomed to the rugged 
and untilled prospect o f his native hills, 
the vista o f fertile fields, orchards and 
garden plots was an enchantment: to 
Temescal, even more.

Up from the valley came the faint, 
melodious sound o f a bell tolled slowly. 
Temescal’s hand went up to the brim of 
a sombrero that was not there. “ Saca- 
ton!”  he breathed, “ but I still have my 
head.”

Strange that, thenceforward. Temescal 
seemed depressed. His step was less brisk, 
his sprightliness had evaporated. His 
brow was heavy and his mouth stern. He 
walked as one on his way to perform an 
unpleasant duty, rather than to meet an 
inamorata. And naturally Temescal an
ticipated meeting La Luz within the next 
hour or so. He would find her, with her 
father and Juan, hospitably cared for by 
Captain Jose Hermanos, his officer and 
friend.

A  not-unpleasant prospect— yet Temes
cal was depressed. Indigestion, fatigue,

reaction from danger escaped, any of 
these might account for his depression. 
Or, like the war horse o f the Bible, he 
may have scented battle from afar.

Still hopping in Temescal’s shadow— a 
still-longer shadow in the setting sun—- 
Pepito followed down the meandering 
foothill trail, turning occasionally to glance 
behind— guarding the great one’s back. 
The hillside brush merged with the shad
ows o f the brush itself. The afterglow 
o f sunset faded into dusk. The trail, sud
denly rounding a hill, was lost in the sand 
and rock o f a deep barranca. From the 
nearer rocks, dimly discernible, rose each 
an elongated shadow. “ A  ese!”  called a 
voice. The shadows closed in and swiftly 
disarmed Temescal and Pepito.

C H A P T E R  X X III .
“ y o u  h a v e  d u g  a  g r a v e .”

A F O R E T IM E  and officially Temescal 
had visited Santa Rosalia to inspect 

the headquarters o f the rurales operating 
in that district. Their captain, Jose Her
manos, was an efficient and trusted officer. 
Hence, when the rurales who had arrested 
Temescal escorted him to the office o f their 
commander, Temescal was prepared to 
carry on the joke in case he was not im
mediately recognized, and finally, disclos
ing his identity, enjoy the captain’s cha
grin and surprise. Yet it was with cha
grin and surprise that Temescal faced, not 
his old friend Jose Hermanos, but Captain 
Esteban Vaca, successor to Hermanos, and 
an officer of whom he knew nothing.

An unshaded lamp cast conflicting 
shadows of shoulders and sombreros on 
the whitewashed ceiling o f the office as the 
rurales withdrew, leaving Temescal and 
Pepito virtually prisoners before the cap
tain. Temescal would have at once de
clared himself, had he not noticed that 
the picture o f the president— which had 
hung above the desk for years— was miss
ing.

This he resented deeply, yet he said 
nothing. He decided to find out just what 
manner o f man this new captain was, be
fore informing him that his men had ar
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rested the captain-general o f the rurales of 
Mexico. He realized that his presence in 
the environs o f Santa Rosalia, armed, on 
foot, ragged, and accompanied by the 
equally ragged Pepito, called for a con
vincing explanation. It was evident that 
Captain Vaca did not recognize him.

Captain Vaca turned to Temescal, who 
gazed frowningly at the spot on the wall 
which should have been covered by the 
picture of the president. “ My men looked 
for a captain and a company, not a ragged 
ladrone," declared the captain.

Unheeding, Temescal gazed at the wall 
above the captain’s head. Vaca smiled. 
“ In fact, if you were shaved you would 
look something like the late captain-gen
eral"— Temescal’s frown tightened at the 
intimation that he was extinct— “ who was 
executed at Cabazon by Colonel Sylvestre 
Sanchez. Perhaps you were aware o f it? 
Colonel Sanchez was found buried under 
a rock in the canon o f Cabazon. It is said 
that Temescal the bandido had a hand in 
the business.”

“ He did,”  declared Temescal, endeavor
ing to discover what the other was get
ting at.

Captain Vaca laughed. “ I thought you 
would know something about it. W ho is 
this boy?”

“ My mozo.”
“ Send him out. His ears are too long.”
Temescal told Pepito to go. “ Tell my 

family I will be with them soon,” he said 
casually. And then to Vaca, “ Let one of 
your men direct the hoy.”

“ They are across the street, in the 
fonda,” said Vaca, gesturing. Pepito did 
not want to leave the great one, but the 
great one had said go, so Pepito went.

“ You know why Pancho sent you to 
me. You no longer have to act stupid. 
Where are your men and how soon can 
they join us?” Vaca spoke brusquely.

Realizing that he had been mistaken 
for The Thief o f Cabazon, Temescal im
mediately accepted the mistake and played 
his part. “ My men cross the Santa Rosa
lias— five hours away,” he declared, a f
fecting the sullen, abrupt manner o f the 
spurious Temescal.

“ How many?”
“ Twenty.”
“ And horses?”
“ Twenty— and eight pack mules.”
“ G ood ! But why did you not arrive 

with your family?”
“ Did not my father-in-law explain?” 
“ The old one?” Vaca laughed. “ His 

jaw moved like the jaw of a goat, yet he 
would say nothing, save that Temescal 
followed."

“ Which was enough. I am here. I am 
also thirsty. Let us get through with this 
business.”

"Your woman— but she slapped my 
face!” declared Vaca. “ She is a wild cat.” 

“ S i!” said Temescal indifferently. “ Did 
not my lieutenant tell you that I was on 
my way with my m en?”

“ He with the wounded shoulder? He 
was too sick to talk.”

“ He must have been very sick. Let us 
get through with this business.”

“ Sit here,” and Vaca indicated a chair 
near his desk. He gestured toward the 
spot where the president’s picture had 
been. “ I saw you looking for it. Evi
dently you know this room. Well, the old 
war dog of Oaxaca has lost his teeth. His 
big man, Don Ricardo Rayon, was exe
cuted at Cabazon, as you know. Natu
rally, he is no longer captain-general o f 
rurales.

“ From Cuidad Juarez comes word to 
make ready. Your old companion Doroteo 
has a grip on the peons of the north. 
Sonora waits only for the word. Chihua
hua, Durango, Coahuila have had enough 
of the dictator. Only the rurales have re
mained loyal to him. That is why Cap
tain Hermanos got it in the back. I had 
the pleasure of attending to that.”

“ A  good jo b !”  growled Temescal, who 
could have strangled Vaca then and there. 
Jose Plermanos had been almost as a 
brother to Temescal.

“ Then you are with us?”
“ Not so fast,” said Temescal. “ What 

do I get out o f it? I furnish twenty fight
ing men, equipped and mounted. Thus 
far all I get is an arrest. Open the sack.” 

“ I f  the Maderistas win, you get a com
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mission as captain in the regular army. 
Then are there not loot, women, aguar
diente, ranchos and horses— and more 
peons willing to be shot that you may be
come a general ?”

“ Talk!” exclaimed Temescal. “ I would 
see money.”

“ As for that, I would see your men.”
“ But you will. Even now they ap

proach Santa Rosalia.”
“ With the rurales o f Durango at their 

heels, no?”
Temescal snapped his fingers. “ That 

for the rurales.”
Vaca smiled at Temescal's vindictive 

gesture, at his unshaven face, distorted by 
a peculiar grimace, at his rags, at his 
clumsy shoes. “ I have touched him in a 
tender spot,”  mused Vaca. ~He had.

“ I would see my woman,” declared 
Temescal, frowning at the wall.

“ You will find your family at the 
fonda.” Captain Vaca’s white teeth 
showed beneath his heavy mustache.

Temescal swallowed hard. “ I will 
eat.”

“ W ho is this lieutenant o f yours ?”  que
ried Vaca.

“ A  deserter from the army. He will 
do.”

“ He knows how to keep his mouth 
shut.”

Temescal shrugged. Captain Esteban 
Vaca flattered himself that he had taken 
the measure o f this peon outlaw, this no
torious leader o f bandidos, to the end of 
the tape. The Thief o f Cabazon was 
obviously stupid, ignorant, greedy, and 
withal, forceful. He would be o f use, 
because he was unscrupulous. In fact—  
Vaca rose, stretched, yawned. Taking up 
Temescal’s rifle and belt and pistol he 
gave them to him. “ A  good gun,”  ob
served Vaca, as he glanced at the polished 
ivory handle o f the pistol.

“ Where is my woman?” grunted Te
mescal as he buckled on the belt.

“ With the others, at the fonda, across 
the street.”

“ But who pays? I am a poor man,”  
said Temescal.

“ Quien sabe? The old man complained

that they had no money— that they waited 
for you.”

“ Let them chew their tongues till I 
come,”  said Temescal. The Thief of 
Cabazon himself could not have expressed 
himself more naturally.

Vaca smiled at this little pleasantry. 
Still smiling he held out four golden 
hidalgos. “ Among us is one— Manuel 
Mercado of Zacatecas, who served under 
Captain Hermanns, whom I removed. I 
kept the old man because he knows this 
district better than the rurales who came 
with me from the city o f Mexico. But 
I have no further use for him. He asked 
me what I had done with the picture o f 
the president. He is surly, and not diffi
cult to quarrel with. It is said that you 
have a handy gun and a quick temper.”  

“ Both, Senor Captain.”
“ G ood ! I will speak to him as we go 

out, so that you may make no mistake.”  
“ You have dug a grave,”  declared Tem

escal, taking the four pieces o f gold and 
biting each one before he thrust it into his 
pocket. He would not make a mistake as 
to the man.

C H A P T E R  X X IV .
“ o n e  FRIEND---- TH E  N IG H T .”

A S  they came out into the dimly lighted 
and all-but-deserted street— Santa 

Rosalia seemed aware o f some impending 
danger— Captain Vaca paused to speak to 
a short, wizened and singularly bright
eyed rural lounging beside the doorway. 
Temescal, directly behind the captain, 
yawned audibly, brushed his forehead with 
his knuckles, his thumb held toward the 
ground; a clumsy, bucolic gesture, quite in 
keeping with his appearance.

The old rural acknowledged Vaca’s rec
ognition with a gruff, “ Si, Seiior Captain.”  
Yet his salute, as Vaca strode on, was 
for the ragged Temescal.

“ A  surly dog,” said Vaca, as they 
crossed the street, “ who will bite before 
he barks.”

“ I have marked him,” declared Temes
cal. “ Now I will see my woman.”

“ But first I would show you where
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your men will camp,”  and Vaca indicated 
the plaza on their left. Though regret
ting the delay, Temescal was obliged to 
follow Vaca to the plaza, and manifest 
an interest— not altogether assumed— in 
the suggested rendezvous of the bandidos.

From the broad steps of the church of 
San Marcos, Temescal surveyed the de
serted plaza— the shadowy pillars o f the 
long, low portals, the darker oblongs of 
the closed doors, the occasional blank 
windows of unlighted shops, and the cen
tral and ancient fountain murmuring in 
the starlit dusk. Vaca cast a quick glance 
at Temescal’s expressionless face, and 
smiled to himself contemptuously.

"Y our men will camp here,’ ' said Vaca. 
"There is water. And there is convenient 
shelter for the horses.” He waved his 
hand toward the darkened portals.

Temescal turned and gazed at the great 
archway of the church behind them. “ And 
here is a good fort— if we need it, eh, 
Father V aca?" And his laugh was like 
the rumble of fBstant cannon as he slapped 
Vaca familiarly upon the shoulder.

“ I see you know your trade,” said Vaca, 
shrugging the ache from his shoulder, for 
Tcmescal’s stroke had been bearlike and 
heavy. “ Then it is settled'?”

“ They will camp in the plaza— or in 
hell!” declared Temescal. The bear was 
awake at last.

“ First, I will see my woman. Then I 
will eat. Then I will find excuse to quar
rel with this Mercado.” Temescal counted 
upon his fingers as he spoke.

“ You will find me in my office,” said 
Vaca, as they turned down the steps and 
walked toward the corner.

"Very soon you will hear from me.” 
Temescal touched his chest. Vaca strode 
across the street.

For a few seconds Temescal paused, 
gazing up and down the sparsely lighted 
highway, as though looking for the inn 
which harbored his family. And in those 
few seconds he reviewed as many months. 
On a secret mission for the government, 
he had been absent from headquarters al
most half the year. Meanwhile he had 
been in communication with his office,

which was seemingly blind to conditions in 
the northern States o f the republic, or had 
deliberately ignored them. He could not 
believe that any of bis own officers were 
in league with the rebels, in spite of the 
significance of Vaca’s appointment as 
chief of the Zacatecas district, and the 
murder of Captain Jose Hermanos.

"Y et,” reflected Temescal, “ I have 
neither dispatched nor received a report 
since I arrived at Cabazon. Much may 
have happened in the meantime. Has 
rumor spread a notice of my death, and 
has the president appointed my successor:
I will get at the throat of this thing, and 
choke an answer from it!"

Thus far Temescal had managed to con
tain his rage at the treachery and treason 
which threatened his country. Not that 
he had been unaware of a whispering un
rest throughout the northern States o f 
Mexico. His months of personal investi
gation in the rural districts had recorded 
many sinister undercurrents of dissatis
faction among all classes; undercurrents 
not then deep nor seeming to converge to
ward any definite point. Yet now they 
were about to rise in a devastating torrent 
which would sweep the twin citadels of 
law and prosperity from the land.

As he turned and walked slowly toward 
the patch of light which marked the door
way o f the distant inn, his anger cooled, 
crystallized, became a lump of ice, chilling 
his blood, contracting the arteries of his 
natural tolerance. Only one obstacle re
mained in the straight pathway of his 
swiftly perfected plan— the question of his 
official identity. Was he or was he not 
captain-general o f rurales?

Nor did it strike him as a strange coin
cidence that Manuel Mercado should step 
from the doorway of the cantina adjacent 
to the inn and seemingly blunder abruptly 
into him. Nothing was impossible!

“ I excuse myself, general,” apologized 
Mercado.

Temescal seized Mercado’s arm. “ You 
recognize me? Good! You caught my 
signal? Vaca would have you shot. 
Here is the price o f your death— four 
dirty little hidalgos. Take them. Ride
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to Zacatecas. Inform Don Bernardo Ven
egas that rebellion is awake in the north. 
Then take the first train to the city of 
Mexico, and report to my office.”

The old rural shook his head. ‘ ‘Too 
late, Don Ricardo.”  And further than the 
unofficial “ Don Ricardo”  Mercado need 
not have gone— yet Temescal experienced 
a certain bitter satisfaction in the gratui
tous finality. “ Salvador Ruiz is now 
captain-general o f rurales. The Lion of 
Oaxaca has become toothless.”

“ S o !” cried Temescal softly. “ Then 
indeed the buzzards will gorge themselves. 
Go with God, my friend. I go alone.” 

“ And these bandidos o f Cabazon 
come,”  said Mercado. “ I think it is that 
there will be a good fight, pretty soon.” 

“ Fight! You mean chaos! The presi
dent is president— but my rurales were the 
law of M exico!”

“ Si, Don Ricardo. But you have a lit
tle piece of the law left, no?”  Wizened 
old Mercado tapped his own chest. “ Me, 
I think it is that I go with you. But first 
I will kill Vaca. You wait here a little 
while, no?”

“ Are you married?”  queried Temescal 
abruptly.

“ M e? Four times. The last one—— ” 
Mercado brushed his sleeve as though he 
flicked off a pestiferous insect.

“ Quite so. Do this. Leave Vaca to 
me. Get your horse and go round to the 
rear of the posada and wait.”

The old rural saluted, and turning 
walked stiffly up the street.

Temescal, swinging into the general 
room of the posada, told the innkeeper’s 
wife— who stared suspiciously at his rags, 
the handkerchief bound round his head, 
his fierce, unshaven face— to take him to 
his family. His manner was blunt, his 
voice lacked its usual courteous inflection. 
The innkeeper’s wife lighted a candle and 
padding hastily down a dim, narrow cor
ridor, indicated a door.

T 'E M E S C A L  knocked, declared himself, 
* entered the suddenly hushed room like 

a burst o f wind from the desert.
Alejandro, lying upon the narrow,

rickety bed, raised on his elbow, opened 
his mouth to speak, but had no chance. 
Juan reached for his pistol on the window 
ledge. La Luz, having shrewdly recog
nized Temescal’s voice in the corridor, was 
standing expectantly in the middle o f the 
low-ceilinged room, her lips parted, her 
dark eyes eager bright, her brown hand 
clasped about the little silver crucifix at 
her throat.

“ Mi cor as on!” cried Temescal, drop
ping his carbine upon the bed and barking 
Alejandro’s shins. In one gigantic stride, 
Temescal reached La Luz, swept her up 
into his arms, held her close for an in
stant, and then, taking her face between 
his hands, he kissed her upon the mouth.

“ And now that that is understood,”  said 
Temescal, his tone matter-of-fact, incon
trovertible, “ we will proceed to business.”

La Luz may have gasped in sudden won
der at Temescal’s unexpected appearance, 
his all-embracing and soul-staggering im
petuosity. I f  so, none but Temescal could 
have observed it. How she had hungered 
for his return, hungered desperately, si
lently, since Pepito— now staring blankly 
at the great one as though he had risen 
from the tomb— had rushed into the room 
to tell them that the great one stood dis
armed before the chief o f the rurales— a 
prisoner! Yet here he was, superlatively 
him self!

Old Alejandro most assuredly gasped—■ 
not so much because o f Temescal’s star
tling advent, as at his vigorous and obvi
ously acceptable salutation o f La Luz—  
to say nothing o f his carelessness in dis
posing o f the carbine. “ Already he treats 
me like a father-in-law,”  reflected Ale
jandro, as he rubbed his shins thought
fully.

Temescal seemed to have become taller 
o f stature, broader o f chest— and he was 
in no manner o f speaking a small man. 
His suppressed ego filled the room with a. 
disturbing pressure, like electricity impris
oned in the sultry calm o f a hot summer 
day. The sinews o f his sturdy arm 
showed through a rent in his sleeve. “ Mis
fortune has hurled me among you again.
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But I have landed on my feet. Have you 
had supper?”

“ S i !” chorused his adopted family, glad 
to relieve their accumulating emotions in 
speech.

“ G ood ! Senor Alejandro, my money 
belt, if you please.”

“ But has my man eaten?” queried La 
Luz, moving swiftly to Temescal and lay
ing her hand solicitously upon his ragged 
sleeve.

“ I have no appetite. I am full fed on 
treason, mi corazon. Forgive me. I am 
abrupt. But my time is in the hands of 
a thief.”

“ Treason!”  Alejandro, sitting on the 
edge o f the bed, ceased fumbling with the 
buckle o f the money belt, and employed 
bis hands in vigorous expostulation. “ But 
no treachery was intended! Juan is guilt
less! He did but suggest that if you were 
dead we would employ a new plan for our 
safety.

“ This town o f Santa Rosalia seems un
friendly. It scowls at us from empty por
tals and unopened doors. And your ar
rest distressed us, Don Ricardo. Here is 
the money— all o f it. I have spent not one 
centavo.”

Temescal caught up the belt, thrust it 
into his shirt. “ Fetch me some water!” he 
commanded the staring Pepito. “ Pronto! 
I have but a borrowed handful of time. 
Already the sand runs through my fin
gers.”

Juan rose and buckled on his pistol. 
“ What was wrong, senor? Did the rurales 
mistake you for the bandido Temescal?"

“ None other. But if that were all! 
How is your shoulder?”

“ Since La Luz washed and bandaged 
it anew I have less fever. It was the kick 
o f the horse-------”

“ Quite so. But where is La Luz?”
“ Gone to fetch your supper, senor.”
“ Then I shall have to eat it. You will 

find a friendly rural waiting at the rear 
door. Fetch him here.”

Temescal turned to Alejandro, who was 
tenderly inspecting his damaged shins. 
“ What grace o f fortune kept you from 
giving my letter to Captain Vaca— that

black assassin who did for my friend and 
loyal officer, Hermanos ?”

“ Your friend assassinated! But that 
explains much! When I inquired for 
your friend as we entered the town, one 
told me, whispering, that he had been re
moved from office; that Captain Esteban 
Vaca was now chief o f rurales. Not 
knowing what kind of man this Vaca 
might be, and recalling our recent discus
sion in regard to political conditions, I de
stroyed the letter.

“ Arrived at the posada, this Captain 
Vaca questioned us. Juan played the in
valid, and I— I employed the misfortune 
o f my deformity. Using the precedent 
o f a jester’s privilege, I wagged my chin, 
and showed the curious captain an open 
mouth and an empty mind. ‘Temescal fol
lows,’ I told him, as if it were a monstrous 
jest, a cunning secret shared. He laughed, 
as fools will always laugh at fools. When 
he asked me if this Temescal was The 
Thief o f Cabazon, por Dios, senor, but 
La Luz flew into a fury and boxed his 
ears!

“ I saw my grave open at my feet; for 
had he lifted his hand to her I would 
have strangled him. Yet he smiled through 
the flame of his face, the while his eyes 
ravaged the bright color o f her cheeks. ‘ I 
see you are his woman,’ said this Vaca. 
And then I thought that La Luz would 
surely use her little knife. But, senor, she 
smiled, though her eyes for Vaca were 
hard and contemptuous. So he left us to 
ourselves.”

“ You did well. The saints inspired 
you.”

“ Even so, I am not entirely unfamiliar 
with the history o f the Latin princes, Don 
Ricardo.”

“ You may have opportunity to continue 
the study o f intrigue, if my plan runs 
true,”  declared Temescal. “ Mexico is in 
revolt.”

“ Santa Maria! And the many guns at 
your command?”

“ Serve under Ruiz. The Lion of Oax
aca has become toothless. Should he roar, 
it would be all the more evident.”

“ But what o f you, Don Ricardo?”
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“ As you see me, derelict.”  Temescal 
paused, listening; he stepped to the door 
and opened it to Juan and the old rural.

“ How goes it out there, Mercado?”  he 
queried, gesturing in the direction o f the 
plaza.

“ The streets are empty. There is a 
breeze from the mountain. Santa Rosalia 
is too quiet.”

“ Even so, your hand from your gun, old 
warrior. A  girl wears the high-heeled 
boots that you hear.”  As Pepito and La 
Luz entered, Temescal announced his 
guest and sweepingly introduced his fam
ily. Then he excused himself, washed 
hurriedly, readjusted the handkerchief 
about his head, and drew up to the chair 
on which La Luz had placed a platter of 
bread and cheese and a bottle o f wine.

'T 'E M E S C A L ’S supper was incidental—  
1 a grace note in the hurriedly executed 

theme established by the old rural Mer
cado, who wanted to know what was to 
be done about the anticipated arrival o f 
the other Temescal and his bandidos.

“ Can we make a regiment of these?” 
And Temescal indicated his family with 
an ironic nod.

“ This one has seen service,”  declared 
the literal Mercado, his thumb toward 
Juan. “ The muchacho might do to care 
for the horses. The girl will fight if she 
has to. But as for the old one— it would 
be well to leave him behind.”

“ Blunt— though sound enough. But 
five of us against the universe ? The idea 
would be pitiful if the picture were not so 
ludicrous. Where may I find a refuge for 
Senor Alejandro and his daughter?”

“ Not in Santa Rosalia, Don Ricardo, 
To-night the bandidos of Cabazon arrive. 
To-morrow, three companies o f rebels 
from Durango will come. Doroteo re
cruited them. Vaca will command the new 
army. So it is told among us.”

“ Perhaps Vaca will. He has yet to meet 
The Thief of Cabazon and hatch more 
treason. I would break that egg on their 
heads. But o f Senor Alejandro and his 
daughter— have you no friend you may 
trust?”

“ None— unless the Padre Anselmo 
would care for them. He is a good man, 
but he isn’t my friend. He is a priest. 
Padre Anselmo and his acolyte live in 
some hole back o f the church like a cou
ple o f gophers. The rest o f the long robes 
have skipped out. There is much loot in 
San Marcos.”

“ The church! And I was this minute 
thinking of the church,” mused Temescal. 
Rising he brushed the crumbs from his 
shirt, emptied the bottle of wine and 
cleared his throat. “ I will find this Padre 
Anselmo and talk with him. Meanwhile, 
you and my mozo will fetch four horses 
to the alley back o f San Marcos. Hold 
them at the postern. The finding o f the 
fourth horse is a difficulty which I leave 
to you. W e shall need four horses.”

“ H orses!” groaned Alejandro. “ These 
reprisals, these midnight rides! My bones 
ache. I am too old for such rough work. 
I despair that we shall ever-------”

“ O ld! Despair!” Temescal shook his 
clenched hand toward the ceiling as though 
challenging the elements to launch a 
heavier calamity upon him. “ Old ?”  he 
said softly, his hands gripping the front 
of his ragged shirt. “ Despair?” He 
laughed bitterly. “ I have lived to become 
the grandfather o f all despair.

“ Behold me, but yesterday Don Ricardo 
Rayon of Escobar, captain-general o f the 
Rurales of M exico: Law and defense of 
the law, adviser to the president, his public 
friend, his private counselor. And more” 
— Temescal bowed his head, gazed at the 
floor— “ I was his companion. His shadow 
moved with mine. W e were in tune. T o
gether we saw the jest before the tale was 
half told. At cards, at chess, at wine, we 
were relentless antagonists. Neither would 
yield a finger other than to unquestionable 
defeat. Great was Porfirio, and I was his 
friend.”

Old Mercado coughed, shuffied. Te
mescal glanced up, smiled. Affection and 
admiration for the loyal old rural lightened 
Temescal’s somber eyes. “ You recall me 
to my duty. Allow me but a word, that 
you may understand my position. I am 
dishonored, dead, forgotten. The wheel
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turns. I have no office, no authority, no 
power. My estates will have been confis
cated. Envy and treason have consumed 
my fortunes. I have not even the hope 
o f a pordiosero, for I will not beg. Nor 
have I any hope to offer you. I am a roof
less house, an unhinged door, an empty 
well. My shadow lines the bottom of the 
pit.”

“ Nay, but I think you are always Te
mescal,” said La Luz.

“ Name of a name!” cried Temescal. “ I 
chose it in jest, yet for a purpose. Now 
it has chosen me.” He flung out his arm 
as though tossing away an empty sack. “ I 
am the jest! Henceforth I bear no name, 
save Temescal.”

Though not unmoved by Temescal's 
misfortunes, old Mercado still kept one 
foot on the uneasy neck of chance. “ Te
mescal is as good a name to fight under, 
as any. Have 1 your permission to fetch 
the horses, Don Ricardo?”

“ H orses! Ai, fetch a thousand, and a 
thousand rurales and we’ll play marbles 
with these Liberals.”

“ I think I can find four,”  declared Mer
cado. He saluted, and followed by Pepito 
left the room.

“ H orses!” whispered Temescal. “ The 
word commands m e! W e ride with the 
moon. Sacaton! But I am dizzy with 
memories. Senor Alejandro, gather what 
things you have— and you, La Luz. Juan, 
you are lucky— you have nothing. Mean
while I will pay the good woman, who 
must be worrying about the money for our 
fare and lodging.”

“ W e are as dust before his breath,”  
murmured Alejandro as he rose stiffly. 
“ And what may dust do when the wind 
harries it?”

Temescal had but stepped from the 
room to the dim corridor when La Luz 
was at his side. “ You will fight the ban- 
didos, Temescal?”

“ Yes.”
“ And then?”
“ The horses, mi corazon. I still have 

one friend— the night.”
“ But what o f m e?” whispered La Luz.
“ This— till the fight is ended, golden

one!” Stooping, Temescal caught her 
yielding body in his arms. Her upturned 
face was as a golden flower in the dusk—  
her lips a flaming passion and a tender 
benediction.

C H A P T E R  X X V .
I N  T H E  C H U R C H  OF S A N  MARCOS.

O A D R E  A N SE L M O  and his acolyte, a 
young Indian from the suburbs of 

Morelia, alone remained to guard the 
treasures of San Marcos church. The 
good father had received a letter from the 
governor, advising him to close San Mar
cos and retire to some distant and incon
spicuous village where he might rest and 
recover from the fatigue o f his ardent la
bors among the flocks and herds— so the 
governor included both the sheep and the 
goats— of his community.

Padre Anseimo, a mildly stubborn, be
nign and, withal, shrewd spirit, read much 
between the lines, as had been intended. 
He observed the warning— in reality a 
friendly command— by sending all those 
who served with him, save his acolyte, to 
San Salvador, a monastic retreat in the 
Santa Rosalia hills. In acknowledging the 
governor’s letter, Padre Anseimo stated 
that much to his regret he had closed the 
church. Yet it seems that Anseimo neg
lected, or possibly forgot to mention that 
he and his acolyte still remained in the 
town of Santa Rosalia, and in possession 
o f the sacred keys, the chalices and vest
ments.

They lived, meanwhile, in the dark, nar
row cloisters overlooking the stone-walled 
court at the rear of the church, their seclu
sion undisturbed and largely unsuspected. 
They ate little food— and that uncooked. 
Fruit and raw vegetables were healthful, 
and easily obtained. Water they had from 
the fountain in' the court.

Serving their respective offices faith
fully, they upheld the austere traditions of 
their calling and their house. They dwelt, 
as it were, in the spirit, yet were obliged 
to face an occasional fleshly actuality— the 
necessity for secretly procuring food with 
which to sustain their passive vigilance. It
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was the acolyte’s duty to observe this more 
or less worldly ritual.

Each night at nine o ’clock this faithful 
servitor— a stupid mozo had one met him 
upon the street—-stole out from the shad
owy postern o f San Marcos and venturing 
along remote byways, secured provisions 
from a devout mestizo living in the squalid 
Calle Aparfado. Returning to his refuge 
and his superior, the acolyte would receive 
a nod o f approval, which meant more to 
the brown fanatic than all the legend gold 
o f his Aztec sires.

On such an occasion— their larder 
empty— the youth had silently opened the 
postern door and had glided out, his san
dals scarcely lisping on the cobbles o f the 
alley, when he was seized from behind, and 
vigorously. An arm like the constricting 
folds of a python, bound his arms to his 
sides. This arm, which had seized and 
bound him, seemed to realize that while 
the acolyte served the church, provoked, he 
might serve heredity by resorting to a con
cealed knife.

“ Do you serve Father Anselmo?”  ques
tioned a hot voice close to his ear.

“ Give me breath!’’ gasped the acolyte.
Temescal’s hug relaxed the least frac

tion. “ I see you are a churchman. You 
have breath for three indeterminate words 
when a nod would suffice. Return then, 
to his eminence, and say to him that Seiior 
Alejandro Contrario and his daughter, 
fleeing from danger, wait at the postern, 
petitioning sanctuary. Repeat me, word 
for w ord !”

Yet the stubborn acolyte, now aware of 
the figures of a man and a woman standing 
near, refused to obey, or speak at all.

“ S o !” said Temescal softly. “ Then, if 
in your mistaken loyalty, you will not con
vey our petition to the good father, our 
unmistaken necessity will. March as 
straight to him as the devious channels of 
your mind permit. No tricks! Else my 
knee is in your back, and out goes your 
candle!”

Padre Anselmo’s startled eyes absorbed 
the details o f the strange group that stood 
uncovered in his stark and narrow cell. 
Having done with the details—-rags, ban

doliers, rough garments, profane weapons, 
and attitudes, the latter deferential in spite 
o f the wild ensemble, the priest turned to 
his acolyte: “ These asked for sanctuary?” 

The acolyte bowed to his superior. 
“ Yes, padre," he answered humbly.

“ And you would have refused them ?”  
Temescal raised his hand. “ W e had no 

time for formal overtures, good father. 
The youth is blameless o f this rude intru
sion. W e present no threat, but a peti
tion. I speak for all. Yet, if it please 
you, I would talk with you alone.”

“ As you wish,”  said Anselmo, bowing. 
“ W e will retire to another room.”

Father Anselmo showed Temescal to a 
distant, similar narrow cell, with its 
meager bed and low, wooden stool. A n
selmo gestured toward the stool. “ You 
are not accustomed to standing before 
priests or officers ? Will you not be 
seated ?”

Temescal bowed. “ You have answered 
your own question. I await the privilege.” 

Father Anselmo sat upon the edge o f 
the narrow cot. Temescal drew the stool 
close. “ Here is the core of it. Treason 
has filled our land with marching men. 
Within an hour or so, twenty bandidos, 
summoned here by Captain Vaca o f the 
rurales, will camp in the plaza. To-m or
row three companies from Durango will 
arrive. Santa Rosalia will suffer.

“ I ask sanctuary for the old man who is 
with me, and for his daughter. Upon a 
recent occasion they befriended me. They 
have committed no crime, nor have I. 1 
shall leave money for their maintenance. 
But yesterday— you would have received
me without question. To-day-------”

“ To-day I receive you as a known 
friend, my son. Your beard is a poor 
disguise, Don Ricardo.”

“ You knew the captain-general ?” 
“ Knew him for a just man. as did all. 

Know him, at least, as one might know the 
president.”

“ You speak with Temescal— none
other.”

“ A  dangerous name, Don Ricardo; the 
antithesis of your former self and office.
He o f Cabazon-------”
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“ Even now descends upon Santa Rosa
lia. Hence I am here, with my family. 
You say I am disguised. I was never 
more myself. As for these bandidos, they 
may not attempt to loot the church. But 
do not depend upon Captain Vaca to stay 
them. He would recruit these ladrones to 
his treasonable uses. He gathers an army. 
Yet the ladrones may take things into their
own hands. I would warn you-------”

‘ ‘Already I have had warning. Hence 
I have closed the church. As for Captain 
Vaca, I think you do him an injustice. He 
has offered to protect this holy property.
I have some evidence-------”

"Your pardon, what is this evidence?” 
Father Anselmo hesitated. Temescal 

did not press the question. Then, abruptly, 
“ I would no longer intrude upon your au
thority. Yet I would arrange for the care 
of the old man and his daughter.” And 
this Temescal contrived by leaving with 
Anselmo half his decreasing stock of gold, 
and a promise to secure their maintenance 
so long as they were obliged to dwell 
within the shelter o f San Marcos.

Returning with Father Anselmo, Te
mescal introduced his family. The priest 
assigned to Alejandro and La Luz each 
a room and such meager conveniences as 
the place allowed. With the conclusion of 
the arrangement, Temescal signaled to 
Juan, intimating that they would observe 
their devotions before leaving the church.

While the acolyte again adventured to 
secure provisions, and Alejandro, desper
ately weary, slept, La Luz, alone in the 
close-walled darkness o f her cell, suffered 
a loneliness and a dread o f loneliness that 
drew her to the narrow window, where 
she stood gazing up at the dusky sky and 
the far and strangely unfamiliar stars. 
She did not reason that her father and her
self were safe and that she should be con
tent that this was so. She thought only of 
Temescal, o f his once great name and of 
his misfortune and desperate plight. She 
grieved that she could do nothing to help 
or comfort him. Indeed, it would seem 
that he had no need o f her. She knew 
that soon he would say farewell, and that 
he might never return.

"But he shall not g o !” she said, and her 
mouth trembled. She listened eagerly for 
the sound of his step in the corridor.

Meanwhile Juan and Temescal explored 
the aisles and angles o f the unlighted 
church, a sacred candle serving a profane 
utility. Satisfied with his inspection— an
cient San Marcos was a veritable fortress 
—-Temescal would have returned imme
diately to Father Anselmo and asked for 
the keys that he might admit Mercado and 
Pepito to the court, where they might 
hold the horses in readiness for an instant 
retreat, but he was delayed by a peculiar 
accident.

IN  turning to retrace his steps he shoul
dered Juan, who in the dim light did 

not anticipate his sudden movement. Juan 
stepped back, tripped over a shrouded 
something behind him, and fell heavily. 
They had been inspecting the timbered 
doors o f the portal. Temescal turned to 
discover Juan wrestling with what ap
peared to be a heap of white canvas.

“ The font,”  said Temescal. “ The good 
father has covered it.”

“ Has a font wheels ?’ ’ queried Juan, ris
ing. Temescal held the candle aloft. Seiz
ing the edge of the canvas he pulled it to
ward him. The fluted cylinder of a ma
chine gun gleamed dully in the flickering 
light.

“ S o !” said Temescal. “ And that is why 
Vaca would have had my men camp in 
the plaza?”

A brief examination disclosed several 
thousand rounds of ammunition in cases 
from which the covers had been loosened, 
and replaced without the nails, evidently in 
anticipation o f a possible and local emer
gency.

“ This explains much,” declared Temes
cal. “ Thus Vaca has made San Marcos 
a blind, and Padre Anselmo his dupe. You 
will remain at your devotions while I re
turn to Anselmo. If he was aware o f this 
he was singularly reticent; if not aware, 
singularly blind. Guard the gun, mean
while.”

“ You will defend the church if those of 
Cabazon should attempt to loot it?”
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“ Could we do less?” And Temescal 
turned abruptly, leaving Juan a somewhat 
disgruntled and nervous sentinel.

Crossing the chancel to reach the nar
row stone stairway leading hack to the 
cloister, Temescal paused, as a faint vibra
tion, like the distant rumble of heavy 
wheels upon cobblestones, disturbed the 
hushed air of the church. “ That would be 
the horses of The Thief,” he murmured. 
Hastening up the stairway he came upon 
Padre Anselmo bearing an antique, iron 
candle lantern, and a ring of huge, tinkling 
keys.

“ Your friend?” questioned the padre, 
noting Juan’s absence.

“ Remains at his devotions. May I serve 
you, father?”

“ There is some one at the postern. I 
fear that my acolyte forgot to lock it.”

“ My fault,”  declared Temescal briskly. 
“ Allow me to retrieve the oversight.”  And 
taking the good father’s acquiescence for 
granted, Temescal grasped the ring of 
keys, and was gone before the gentle padre 
had quite realized it.

“ That would he Mercado.” Temescal 
paused within the shadow o f the lower 
doorway as he beheld the dim blur of mov
ing horses within the court. “ He tried the 
door, and entered, when another would 
have knocked and asked for entrance. As
suredly he is one of mine.”

Following down the stairway came the 
curious lantern o f Father Anselmo, its 
soft rays flickering slowly forward as 
though to determine the meaning of tram
pling hoofs within the court. Bearing 
swiftly toward the postern, Temescal 
passed Mercado with a whispered word, 
locked the door, and turned to face An- 
selmo’s inquisitive lantern.

“ You lo o k .fo r  an honest man?”  said 
Temescal. “ You find him here; Manuel 
Mercado, whom, no doubt you thought 
you knew.”

“ The rural? Yes. But why here, with 
this other, and these horses ?”

“ Does sanctuary discriminate, Father 
Anselmo? Even the horses may have 
souls— quien sabe ? I have known men 
less noble.”

“ You evade my question, Don Ricardo.” 
The padre’s tone was sharp.

“ I evade nothing, your eminence.” 
“ Plain Anselmo, if you please.”
“ Plain Temescal would also please me 

more.”
“ Then Senor Temescal,” Padre An- 

selmo’s thin, dark face was stern, “ lack
ing authority o f your former office, I warn 
you to commit no aggression, contrive no 
reprisal or attack beneath this sacred roof. 
Defend San Marcos, you may.”

“ This sacred roof, Anselmo?” And Te
mescal gestured broadly toward the stars. 
“ Are not your towers aggressive toward 
the sky? But should we dissect a futile 
subtlety, when the bandidos o f Cabazon 
are encamped before your doors?”

“ It is s o !”  declared Mercado. “ Shall 
I tie this one and put him on the shelf 
until we have made the fight, Temescal?” 

“ Tie m e!”
“ Not so, Friend Anselmo. Mercado is a 

plain fighting man. The church has em
ployed many such. The wheel turns. Are 
the horses ready, Mercado?”

“ A morral for each, with two feeds of 
grain.”

“ G ood ! It will be south, across the 
open land. Carbines, Mercado?”

“ One extra, for the soldado, and an ex
tra hundred rounds.”

Temescal turned to Padre Anselmo. 
"W e are prepared to leave you, hut not 
undefended, Anselmo. The hour o f our 
departure is not set, but it is assured. I 
will join Juan in his prolonged devotions.
You, Mercado-------”

“ I think it is that I shall go outside a 
while. I have a little message for Cap
tain Vaca. I will give it to him— then 
I will come back.”

“ Quite so. Pepito, stay here and look 
after the horses.”

Unlocking the postern to let Mercado 
out, Temescal told him in three startling 
words o f the machine gun, closed the door 
and again locked it. From in front o f 
San Marcos came a murmuring of voices, 
the shuffling o f many feet. A  faint glow 
spread about the plaza, hovering above the 
camp fire o f the bandidos.
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“ Forgive me if I have distressed you,” 
Temescal took Father Anselmo’s arm. “ I 
am outworn with the weight of a thousand 
calamities. For you I have only respect 
and admiration. I have trusted you with 
those dearest to me. Will you not rest, 
and leave me to guard the doors ?”

“ I would view the plaza from the north 
tower,” said Anselmo.

“ I will accompany you,”  declared Te
mescal.

C H A P T E R  X X V I.
“ t h e  s h o e m a k e r ”  s p e a k s .

D E E R IN G  through a slot in the an- 
A cient, massive wall of the north tower 
of the church, Father Anselmo contem
plated the rude activities in the plaza be
low. Near the fountain burned a huge 
fire which flung a sinister red flare across 
the battered sombreros, the dark faces and 
the glittering bandoliers of the bandidos. 
But recently arrived, they adapted them
selves handily to their new environment, 
watering their horses at the fountain, kin
dling a smaller fire for cooking, and indi
vidually preparing to camp for the night.

The glow o f the central fire hung like a 
blood-red mist above the plaza. Beyond 
loomed the black, serrated bulk o f the 
Santa Rosalia hills, against a velvet cur
tain jeweled with stars.

“ By whose authority?” murmured Te
mescal, gazing over Anselmo’s shoulder.

The broad, solid figure of The Thief of 
Cabazon was not apparent among the out
laws. Though not aware that Captain 
Vaca already had sent a rural to meet 
them in friendly parley, Temescal surmised 
that something of the kind had occurred. 
He wondered how this other Temescal 
would explain himself.

“ They seem quite at home,”  observed 
Temescal. “ Witness, Anselmo, they do 
not keep close to their horses, but have 
tied them to the posts o f the portal. They 
have built a fire— and a smaller fire for the 
cooking. Their bold insouciance is more 
of an insult to Santa Rosalia than an at
tack. Mv neck bristles. I sweat cold.” 

“ True, Vaca does not dispute their pos
session of the town,”  said the priest.

“ And thus he guards your church.”
Anselmo shook his head. Then instantly, 

“ There is Captain V aca!” As he spoke, 
six mounted rurales rode into the plaza 
and halted near the fountain.

“ And yonder comes The Thief of Caba
zon,” whispered Temescal, as the broad 
and solid figure of the outlaw chief ap
peared on the farther side o f the plaza. 
The bandit captain, astride his horse, was 
accompanied by his lieutenant, also 
mounted.

Recognizing— as he thought— the ban- 
dido Temescal, Captain Vaca rode for
ward to welcome him formally. The ban
didos had become suddenly silent, each 
caught in the attitude o f his immediate oc
cupation. About to make a speech o f wel
come which would include the information 
that his was the ultimate authority, al
though they served The Thief of Caba
zon, Vaca raised his hand.

A  shot, like the crack of a whip, snapped 
the tense silence. Vaca flung up his arms 
— dropped forward on the neck o f his 
horse.

“ That would be Manuel Mercado,”  mur
mured Temescal.

The alert rurales, enraged by the killing 
o f their captain, spurred straight for the 
group about the bandit leader, firing as 
they charged. The surprised bandidos 
scattered right and left, then, as the rurales 
swept on across the plaza, each outlaw 
turned and emptied rifle or six-shooter at 
the speeding horsemen. The sheer vol
ume of rifle and pistol fire literally blew 
the six rurales from their saddles— annihi
lated them.

Father Anselmo, in the window o f the 
tower, thrust out his hands in futile ex
postulation. Suddenly he realized that Te
mescal was not beside him. Even as he 
turned in surprise, Anselmo heard the 
tower door close softly, heard the key 
click in the lock. He rushed to the door, 
called Temescal's name, swept back to the 
window', clenched his hands and stared 
down upon the tumult and the horror.

Wrought into frenzy by the unprovoked 
assault of the rurales, by the sight o f men 
down and dying, by the screaming o f
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w ounded horses, and the ever-present fear 
o f  treachery, the bandidos m assed round 
the fountain . “ W e  have been b etra yed !”  
they cried. “ Santa R osalia  shall pay.”

" L o o t !”  shrilled a nasal v o ice , and “ T he 
ch u rch ! K ill the p ig s !”

T em escal, behind the huge portals o f  
San M arcos, peered through the keyhole, 
then straightening up, thrust the key into 
the lock . “ R e a d y ? ”  he asked Juan.

“ S i ! B u t first I  w ill b low  out the can
d le .”

T h e  heavy d o o r  sw u ng slow ly  open. 
B lack against the plaza fire loom ed  a tu 
m ultuous mass. T em escal stepped round 
to the breech  o f  the w eapon and depressed 
the m uzzle. H e  grasped the crank. “ W e l
c o m e !”  he shouted as the m assed bandidos 
sw ayed fo rw a rd . A n d  straightw ay T e 
mescal put “ T h e  S hoem aker”  to  w ork.

T h e  im prisoned air o f  the church  en
trance shook  w ith  the roarin g  stutter o f  the 
m achine gun. T h e  dark bulk o f  the ap
proach ing  bandidos w avered, disintegrated, 
disappeared as though sw allow ed by  the 
sea. Rem ained the flotsam — an arm  thrust 
up against the red glare o f  the f ir e ; a figure 
on  its knees, bow in g  tow ard  the church as 
though p er form in g  som e ghastly r itu al; a 
shape 'that w rithed in horrible con tortion s ; 
a hand feeb ly  claw in g  at emptiness.

A b o v e , in the dark room  o f  the tow er, 
P adre A n selm o knelt, his head bow ed , his 
frail hands clutch ing the coarse fo ld  o f  the 
cassock  beneath his throat. Stunned by 
the sudden h orror  o f  the m idnight carnage, 
his num b lips re fused  to  even shape the 
w ords o f  a prayer. Y e t  his spirit, burning 
up through the shell o f  his body, ascended 
to  the O m n ipoten ce he served, in an an
guished petition  o f  m ercy  fo r  the w rithing 
w ounded , the souls o f  those already sped, 
and fo r  the soul o f  him  w ho had w antonly 
killed Captain Esteban V aca .

L im ned on  the naked walls, A n selm o 
beheld, as in a v ision , a sequence o f  re
prisals, outrages unspeakable, starvation, 
disease, and all the untold m isery o f  w ar 
and w anton devastation. A gainst the san
guinary screen appeared a rough-hew n 
cross, upon it a som ber vulture, gorged , 
m otion less ; a phantasy o f  rifles born e by

m ere b o y s ; o f  dead, bestial faces, sw arm s 
o f  m yriad flie s ; o f  hom es abandoned, fields 
desolate w ith  w eeds, herds scattered and 
destroyed, industries idle, and the H o ly  
C hurch ravished o f  treasure. T h e  pity 
and the sham e o f  it !

Y e t  had the devout A n se lm o been cap
able o f  reasoning in that m om ent he w ould  
have realized that the m urderer o f  V a ca  
was but the blind tool o f  the very  O m n ip o 
tence he im plored. T h e  chancel is ever 
narrow er than the bod y  o f  the church, the 
vestry  narrow er still.

T em escal, tread ing upon  em pty car
tridges, closed the pon derou s portal o f  San 
M arcos and locked  it. H e  rubbed the acrid 
sm oke from  his eyes.

B ack  through the dark nave he fou n d  
his w ay, w alk ing unsteadily. Juan fo l 
low ed , chew in g  the knuckle o f  his fo r e 
finger and staring into the darkness. 
T h rou gh  the chancel, the vestry  and out 
into the court he fo llo w e d  T em esca l, w ho 
w alked as one in his sleep. U n lock in g  the 
postern, T em escal adm itted M ercado, yet 
had no w ord  fo r  him .

“ T h e  fountain  bleeds,”  said M ercado. 
T em escal n odded  and passed on  up to  the 
cloister.

O ld  A le ja n d ro , a blanket about his m is
shapen shoulders, sat huddled on  his bed, 
aw are o f  desperate happenings, unseen, 
scarcely  echoed in his cell. Tem escal 
thrust out his hand. “ F arew ell,”  he said, 
yet he gazed at the floor.

“ T h e  battle ? T h e  bandidos ?”  exclaim ed 
A le ja n d ro , and fou n d  n o  answer.

N o r  did L a  L u z, w h o ran to  T em escal, 
caressed his sleeve, im plored his eyes with 
eyes expectant, questioning. “ Is m y man 
w ou n d ed ?”  she asked, suddenly alarmed.

“ A y e , d e e p !”  A n d  T em escal turned 
away.

T h e next few  m inutes fou n d  him  in the 
north room  o f  the tow er, silent b e fo re  A n - 
selm o’s scou rg in g  v o ice . O f  what was 
spoken, no man has record save the priest 
and T em escal. Y e t  it is know n that T e 
mescal cam e from  the naked room , his 
dark face  flushed, his hands clenched, his 
eyes g low in g  dully, his attitude that o f  one 
w h o finds restraint a heavy task.
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M eanw hile L a  L u z had descended to  the 
court and talked w ith the rural, M ercado. 
Juan, seeing, bit his lip , frow n ed , fingered 
the buckle on  his belt. P resently  M er
cado laughed. “ It shall be as Captain T e - 
raescal com m ands.”  T h en  to Juan, “ T ell 
D on  R ica rd o  I w ill return very  soon .”

“ I f  you  have a message, here is his 
m o zo ,”  said Juan, gesturing tow ard  Pepito, 
w ho held the horses.

M ercado turned sharply, his e lbow  up, 
his hand h ollow ed above the butt o f  his 
pistol. “ Y o u  w ill tell h im .”

A n d  Juan decided that he w ould.
It seem ed m ost natural to A le ja n d ro  

that L a  L uz should seek his sym pathy.
“ H as T em escal departed?”  queried A le 

jandro.
“ N ot yet, m y father.”
“ A  strange man, and, I think, a little 

m ad.”
L a  L uz gazed at her father with un

readable eyes.
“ Y o u  should be in you r room . It is 

late,”  said A le jan d ro .
“ G ood  night, m y father. I g o  w here I 

belong .”

J ^ O W N  in the court, P epito and Juan 
led the horses through the postern  and 

held them in the alley, aw aiting T em escal. 
A s  they w aited, one cam e running tow ard 
them. P istol at hip, Juan w ould  have 
halted him, but recognized  M erca d o ’s 
voice , then M ercad o  h im self bearing a 
bundle in his arms. “ T em escal waits fo r  
m e ? ”  he asked as he saw the horses.

“ W e  wait fo r  h im ,”  grunted Juan.
M ercado slipped past, pattered across 

the court and ascending the stairw ay to the 
cloister thrust the bundle into the out
stretched hands o f  L a  L uz. “ H a s te n !”  he 
w hispered. “ I w ill m ake excuse to  wait 
fo r  you, w hen the others have gone. But 
h asten !”

S w ift ly  L a  L u z braided her heavy hair, 
w hipped the little k n ife  fro m  her garter, 
and hold in g  the braid close, sawed it o ff. 
F o r  a second or  so she gazed at the g lossy 
braid, then tossed it on  the cot. She blew

out the candle, undressed and donned the 
shirt, chacquetilla and breeches w hich  
M ercad o  had stripped fro m  a dead rural. 
W ith  m uch difficulty she pulled on T e 
m escal’s boots because the legs o f  the 
buckskin  breeches w ere so snug.

H asten ing  dow n  to the court she fou nd  
it em pty. She called M erca d o ’s name, pat
tered over to  the postern, gazed up and 
dow n  the em pty alley. “ But n o !”  she 
w hispered, “ M ercad o  is an honest man. 
H e  w ould  not deceive me. A n  he did, 
I will tell Tem escal to  kill h im !”

She w aited, hold ing  her breath, listen
ing. Presently  she heard the clap and 
clatter o f  shod h o o fs  in echoes tossed back 
and forth  betw een the walls o f  the street. 
A  rider, w ith a led horse, sw ept round the 
corn er and up to the postern. M ercado 
tossed to her the reins o f  a big, restive 
horse. “ A  present fro m  Captain V a ca ,”  
said M ercado. “ T h is w as to have been his 
w ar horse. But V a ca  does not ride.”  

L ithely L a  L u z sw ung up into the sad
dle, checked the im patience o f  the hot- 
b looded  animal. “ But Captain V a ca  w ou ld  
m ake me no present. I slapped his face  
to -d a y .”

“ A  present fro m  V a ca ,”  reiterated the 
old rural. “ But I g ive  him  to  y o u .”  

“ T h ere  was a figh t? I heard the shoot
in g ,”  declared L a  L u z, as they m oved  
briskly dow n  a rem ote and silent street.

“ A  g ood  fight, senorita. S ix  rurales 
dow n , and i f  there are any bandidos le ft 
to groan, I did not hear them w hen I 
stripped this on e ,”  and M ercad o  gestured 
tow ard  the cloth ing L a  L u z w ore.

“ Y es . T h ere  is a hole through the chac
quetilla and the shirt. I will have to wash 
them  and m end them ,”  said L a  Luz.

“ Y es . But the best I  cou ld  find. A n d  
V a ca  will not need them .”

“ T h ey  w ere h is ? ”
M ercad o  did  not answer.
“ W h e re  does Tem escal r id e ? ”  L a  L uz 

queried, presently.
“ A cro ss  the faces o f  the dead, until he 

is killed. H ave  you  the heart to fo llo w  
him , senorita ?”

T o  b e  c o n t in u e d  in  th e  n e x t  i s s u e ,  o u t  F e b r u a r y  2 0 th .

10A—POP.



Mail for Roaring River
B y  C a lv in  J o h n s t o n

Author of ‘ ‘ The Pay-day Game, ”  “  The Stocking o f  Snow, ’ ’ Etc. 

C ircu m stan ce , w h ic h  b e tra y s  the ra ilw a y  mail c le rk , re len ts  and m akes am ends.

TH E  old  crossin g  flagm an stood at 
his shanty w in dow  m uttering and 
w aggin g  his chin  whisker w ith an 
air o f  cyn icism . T h ou gh  there had 

been a fu ll tw o m inutes o f  loud talk be
tween the tw o  men dow n  the track, it had 
w ound up on ly  in a tame scuffle and m ore 
threats as they parted.

H is d a y -be fore -p a y -d a y  acquaintance, 
the boom er brakem an, how ever, had m ade 
the loudest threat, and now  shuffled to 
w ard the shanty w ith an air o f  v ictory . 
P utting his m oon face  against the w in- 
dow pane and m eeting the hard eye o f  the 
flagm an, he sh ou ted : “ D id  you  see i t ? ”  
A n d  brandished a hamlike fist in illustra
tion o f  the blow s he had struck.

T h e w atchm an did  not answ er b y  w ord  
or  nod and w ou ld  doubtless have locked 
his v isitor out in the w inter cold , but fo r  
a sudden desire to express his disappoint
m ent at the entertainm ent.

G radually  the boom er edged through 
the door , his huge hulk filling half the 
shanty, and general aspect o f  bearlike 
health belying a husky, pleading cough.

“ A s you  can see, I am out o f  con d ition ,”  
he broke the silence, “ and the co ld  m aking 
m e shiver— yet I put over the haym aker 
on  the big stiff--------”

“ H ave d on e,”  com m anded his host an 
grily. “ A lw ays b e fo re  pay day you  are 
scheduled to stop here w ithout flagging, 
and take up m y time and borry  tobacco and 
a dime. A n d  the first chance you  have' 
to repay me w ith  a bit o f  a shindig, you  
lay dow n. Y es , I saw it, and you  did not 
fight enough to keep w arm , but must hurry 
to a stove--------

“ A rra h ,”  w heedled the boom er as in dig 
nation choked o f f  his host, “ but did you 
hear what I said to him ? A n y b o d y  can 
strike a blow , but ’tis the m asters o f  prize 
fighting w ho put over the haym aker with 
a w o r d !”

T h e flagm an continuing to regard him 
contem ptuously, was nevertheless m astered 
by  curiosity , and m uttered into his 
whisker.

“ T h e w ord  I handed him  ?”  repeated the 
boom er, and ground his teeth. “ B ut no 
m atter; ’tis w hy I handed it that inter-
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ests you  personally. A  goat, he called 
y o u ; an ould rag-floppin g  ram, and him 
alm ost a stranger to  you. It was too  
m uch to  call even you rse lf. O f  course i f  
he had been content to  call y ou --------”

“ B aa,”  interrupted his host in a rage 
at the stranger. “ W h y  g o  into what he 
m ight have sa id ?”  Still he cou ld  not help 
feeling  m ore kindly tow ard the boom er 
w ho had defen ded  his good  name, and de
term ined to learn b e fo re  they parted the 
epithet w hich the latter had used as a hay1 
m aker. H e  even o ffered  the tobacco to 
fill the boom er ’s cavernous pipe, and after 
reflection took  the tone o f  a host to his 
guest.

“ It is not fo r  nothing that I have accu
mulated experience ,”  he observed finally 
through the sm oke, “ and I am well in 
form ed  on  the dam age a w ord  can do. 
’T w as one applied to T im  F landers, mail 
and baggage clerk on the old  P. D ., which 
cam e near ruining h im self and Superin 
tendent R ivets, and costing  the com pany a 
contract.”

It was on ly required that the boom er 
flag fo r  N o. 36 approach ing  dow n  the 
yard, and stoke the heater, to hear the 
o ld  flagm an’s story.

V T ’ W A S  fifty  years agone that o ld  man 
F landers arrived in an ox -w a g o n  train 

on  the bank o f  R oa rin g  F ork  R iver  with 
the intention o f  crossin g  over and settling 
in one o f  the valleys. But the river was 
deep and tw o robbers w ho had set up a log  
ferry  on  the im m igrant trail charged f i f 
teen dollars to float each w agon  across.

T h e other im m igrants in the train m an
aged to  raise the price  or  collateral and 
went o n ; but F landers, having the pow er 
to  reason that the fe rry  w ou ld  pay better 
than a farm , d rove  the other robbers o ff  
and took  over the fe rry  h im self. Later 
he built a store and, until the railroad 
cam e, had a g o o d  thing in the im m igrants.

T h ere  T im , the on ly  child , g rew  up, 
being schooled  by his m other, w h o had the 
education, but w hen the P . D . poked  the 
first rails o f  the F ooth ills D iv ision  up to 
the river, she had lon g  passed aw ay. A n d  
o ld  F landers h im self pined w hen the peace

o f  the w ilderness was broken  by the w his
tle, as though  fee lin g  that the locom otive  
was running him  d ow n  in his last re fu ge . 
A n d  soon  on ly  T im , tall, raw boned and 
strong, was le ft o f  the p ioneer Flanders.

T h e P . D . cam e up to  the river by  a 
g org e  about a mile below  the old  ferry  and 
trail, w hich  was n ow  a road between the 
ranges and scattered fa rm s ; from  this 
gorge the rails lay dow nstream  along the 
valley to the bridge five miles farther on. 
But when the trains passed in and out o f  
the gorge, their whistles could  be plainly 
heard by old F landers in his last days, like 
the trum ps o f  judgm ent.

But to  y ou n g  T im , born  o f  the forest, 
they sounded a d ifferent stra in ; the old  
one w ould  bow  his head, the youn g one 
raise it. O n ly  011 his dy in g  day d id 'o ld  
Flanders pay the whistles no attention, 
having fixed all his m ind on  com pleting 
the education o f  T im , w hich  all his life  be
fore  had been le ft to his m other.

O n  that spring  a ftern oon , “ P ion eer”  
F landers, w rapped  in bearskins and braced 
up in a b ig  chair, sat in the store, look in g  
out on  the river. P on derin g  this last in 
struction  to  T im , he cou ld  see the fe rry 
boat, successor o f  the one from  w hich  he 
had driven the robbers tw enty years be
fore , and the grim  face o f  him  w rinkled 
with its farew ell sm ile and his eyes beck 
oned.

“  'T is  tim e,”  he w hispered to T im , lean
ing  close, “ that I gave y ou  m y lesson in  
education. N iv er” — his v o ice  rose clearly 
to its old com m and— “ niver, though you  
die fo r  it, let a robber— get— aw ay w ith 
the goods. N ow , T im m y — carry  me out—  
and lay m e on  the grou n d— in the sun
light.”

A n d  the earth o f  the clearing was the 
dying  bed, and the sun the candle, and the 
great pines the co n fe sso r  o f  P ioneer F lan 
ders.

But the b lood  still crept in the hand 
w hich  T im  held, kneeling by, until faint 
above the ripple o f  w aters and intoning 
o f  forest rose a silver chanting— and the 
old  head dropped  back and the youn g  head 
flung up to  the fa r  w histle o f  the train.
■ N o w  the burial was over and the few
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far-scattered neighbors w ho had attended 
gone hom e again, and T im  w ould  stand in 
the clearing listening to a call w hich  n o 
body  else could  hear. A n d  presently he 
was dow n  near the m outh  o f  the g orge  
w atching the trains g o  by. H e  m ade the 
acquaintance o f  the operator at the office 
there, and told h im : “ I like the passenger 
trains the best. A n d  if  I rode on one I 
w ould  want to be on  the fron t car next 
the engine.”

“ That is the m ail car,”  said the opera
tor, and T im , w ho had seen on ly a few  let
ters in his life , was astonished to learn 
that people w rote  them by the carload. 
W hen the train mail service was explained 
the lad o f  the w ilderness pictured in his 
m ind the postal clerks am ong their pouches 
and pigeonholes on  the sw aying trains, 
w ith the m essages o f  all the w orld  stream 
ing through  their hands. “  'T w ou ld  be al
m ost the same as getting them y o u rse lf,"  
he said.

O n e day he w alked fo r  hours by the 
graves in the edge o f  the clearing, as 
though the old  w ilderness had stationed 
him  there in a sentry beat. It seem ed a 
dread thing to leave them  there u n g u a rd ed ; 
but they had no m essage fo r  him , neither 
did the w oods. A n d  at last, listening to 
the whistle, he turned aw ay, and, saddling 
his horse, rode to  the nearest neighbor, 
w ho had a p oor  farm  and a big fam ily 
across the ridge.

“ Y o u  will take over the store and the 
fe rry ,”  T im  told  him , “ w hile I am gone. 
A n d  take the profits. T h e  fam ily  can get 
in  the cro p .”

“ A n d  h ow  lon g  will you  be g o n e ? "  asked 
the farm er.

“ T h e operator at the gorge  says I can 
get a jo b  on  the railroad. I m ay never 
com e back,”  answ ered T im . A n d  w ith no 
m ore settling o f  his affairs than this he 
took  his first train ride next day w ith a 
few  keepsakes in a b o x  and the fo u r  hun
dred dollars o f  the F landers fortu ne in his 
pocket.

N ow , Superintendent R ivets o f  the 
F ooth ills  D ivision  sat in his office at B ar- 
low  next m orn ing, w ith  his desk fu ll o f  
g r ie f  and his soul fu ll o f  bitterness at his

em ployees. H e was a small w iry  man with 
a hawk face and an eye o f  bright, new 
steel. •

"D a y  by d a y ,”  he said aloud to h im self, 
fo r  he had driven all other listeners away, 
"d a y  by day, it is proven  to  m e that the 
longer a railroad em ploys a man, the 
dum ber he gets. I w ould  fa v or  the p o l
icy ,"  he said, g laring with disgust at the 
m essages and reports on  his desk, “ the 
policy  o f  retiring every em ployee to an in 
sane asylum  at the end o f  the first year, 
with a pension. T h ere  they w ould  feel at 
hom e and not try to escape and w ork  fo r  
a railroad again--------”

H e  stopped to look  at a youn g  man w ho 
walked in on him and asked fo r  a jo b  
w ithout cerem ony.

R ivets, w ho w as short o f  men, asked, in 
bad h u m or: "W h a t  departm ent? W h at
road fired you  last ? W h a t d o  you  know  
about railroading, anyw ay ?”

“ N othing at a ll,”  replied T im . “  ’T w ill 
be m y first jo b .”

“ N oth in g ,”  alm ost w hispered Rivets. 
" H e  has not w orked  on a railroad and 
know s n o th in g ! G lory  be, here is a man 
w ho can be trusted on  m y d iv is ion .”  H e 
called through  a w in dow  to a man on the 
p la tfo rm : “ Send in the yardm aster.”

In a m inute the yardm aster cam e un 
easily, fo r  he had been on  the carpet only 
an hour b e fore  fo r  scram bling a carload 
o f  eggs against a bum ping post.

“ Y o u  have been in the service ten 
years,”  R ivets said to him, “ and know  all 
about railroading. H ere  is a youn g  man 
w ho know s nothing about it. N o w  you , 
F landers, if  you  w ere handling a car o f  
eggs with a yard engine, w ould  y ou  scram 
ble them up be fore  serving to the co n 
signee ?”

“ N o , sir,”  answ ered T im .
“ Y o u  see, yardm aster,”  said R ivets, “ he 

w ould  not know  how  to g o  about causing 
the dam age you  fe llow s do, not having the 
experience. N ow , take him out and teach 
him  the signals. T h at is enough fo r  him 
to  know .

“ F landers, I forb id  you  to learn any
thing else. I f  I catch  you  at it, y o u ’re 
fired. R eport back when" you  learn the
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signals. A n d  if  you  have any friends 
w ho know  even less than you  do, send 
them in. T h e  F ooth ills D iv ision  needs 
them .”

R ivets rubbed his hands as they went 
out. “  ’T is  a rebuke that w ill g o  all dow n  
the line,”  he grinned. S o  it did , and be
cause T im  F landers was the means o f  his 
bitter jok e  on  the old  em ployees, R ivets 
was in g o o d  hum or w ith  him  thereafter 
and never saw him  w ithout scow lin g  and 
ask in g: “ Flave you  learned railroading
y e t? ”

“ N o, sir ,”  T im  w ould  reply, grinning, 
and the superintendent w ould  warn him 
against it so that all m ight hear.

O f  course, during the year he w orked 
in the B arlow  yard, T im  did learn rail
roading, but the b ig  interest o f  him  was 
always in what went on  in the varnished 
car with the boiler-plated ends w hich set 
next the engines in the through passengers. 
N ever a chance he m issed to pull him self 
into the door  o f  the mail car and chat 
with the c le rk s ; they told him h ow  to  get a 
jo b  in the service and ’twas a fam ous day 
when he received from  the postal depart
ment the form s coverin g  the exam ination 
he w ould  have to pass.

“ A ll that is necessary fo r  me to learn,”  
he said, “ is every tow n and route and con 
nection in the United States. But when 
it is learned and I have a jo b  the old fo lks 
will be proud to look  dow n  and see me 
sorting so m any letters, w ho never in all 
their lives had a dozen between them .”

H e hung maps on the walls o f  his room s 
and read the railroad guide at night, as" 
fam ous scholars w ould  read the dictionary. 
But o ften  he w ould trace the line o f  the 
P. D . w ith a feelin g  o f  sorrow  and indig
nation.

“ T o  think that at this m om ent N o . 6  is 
flying along  past this station, and N o . 7 
past this on e .”  he w ould  say, “ w ith the 
mail car half em pty because the P . D . 
has no contract fo r  the through mails to 
the coast. ’T is  a p reju d ice  the post-office 
departm ent has against us w ho have a line 
Straight as a ruler half across the W e st .”

A n d  so the P . D . appeared on  the map, 
y ’understand, that being the business o f

railroad m ap m akers to  draw  a trunk line 
w hich  was surveyed like a streak o f  chain 
lightning, as straight as the crow  flies. 
W h en  T im  m entioned his g r ie f  to  the mail 
clerks, they also m entioned the thousand 
S and hairpin curves o f  the P . D . with 
as m any curses, and laughed at his notion  
o f  a flying train scheduled at thirty miles 
an hour. “ T h e  P . D . will never contract 
fo r  the through m ails ," they said.

A n d  yet b e fo re  that year was ended a 
new  m anagem ent w as cutting grades and 
changing curves to  tangent fo r  the sw ifter 
m ovem ent o f  traffic— and the rum or sped 
that the P . D . was go in g  in fo r  the co n 
tract fo r  the through  mails.

Sure, T im  crow ed  ov er  the postal 
clerks, w ho turned pale at the thought o f  
increasing speed on  the F ooth ills D ivision , 
and practiced  leaping and h old ing  on  to 
the cross bars o f  their cars, w hich  is their 
chance o f  sa fety  w hen a train jum ps the 
rails.

’T w as w hen this rum or was current that 
T im  went to R ivets and told  o f  his am bi
tion. “ I am not ready to  take m y e x 
am ination yet,”  he said, “ but ’twill break 
me in i f  you  give m e the run on  the Sun
dow n  B ranch  in place o f  Casey, w ho is 
tran sferrin g .”

O n  that branch, d ’ye m ind, the baggage
man also handled the mail, and though 
sw orn  in regularly his appointm ent was 
left to the superintendent.

“ Y o u  can have it,”  said R ivets, carrying 
out the old  jok e , “ because having now  
learned enough about yard w ork  to dam age 
a lot o f  property , you  have consideration  
enough fo r  the com pany to quit the jo b .”

A  P R O U D  day it w as fo r  the raw boned 
boy  w hen he hung out the car door, 

leaving B arlow  w ith  the cap on  his head 
and a pouch  o f  mail in his hand. H e  
gripped it w ith a thrill o f  pride and a 
solem n rem em brance o f  the tradition  o f  
the service w hich  had been drilled into him 
by the old  m ail clerks. A  soldier m ay fo r 
get his cause, or  fr iend  desert friend , but 
through fire and flood  and w reck  a clerk 
m ust stand by  his pouches. A n d  in one 
case he m ust fight fo r  them.
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" I f  I am ever held up--------”  said T im
with a deadly grin, and repeated the last 
lesson o f  education  w hich  old  Flanders 
had g iven  him — -“ N ever let a robber get 
aw ay w ith the g o o d s .”

H e o ften  thought to h im self with w on 
d e r : “ T h e U nited States trusts m e ; and 
yet once I was on ly  a poor  boy  running a 
ferryboat and had no standing with the 
governm ent w hatever.”  H e  distributed 
his letters as i f  each one was a special 
charge from  the president, and, on  occa 
sion w hen there was a registered sack 
from  the m ine at Su n dow n, kept his hand 
on his revolver.

'Tvvas on  the return run o f  a winter 
evening, w hen he had one o f  these regis
tered sacks aboard, that the train stopped 
suddenly about ten miles from  B arlow . 
“  ’T w as the em ergency brakes,”  thought 
T im , p icking him self up from  a corner, 
and with the fear fo r  his mail flashing 
into m ind, cam e a hail outside and a heavy 
b low  on  the door. A h ead  he heard shoot
ing, and blew  out his lamps.

“ R o b b e r s !"  he said.
A n d , at the second h a il : “ O pen  up, you  

mail clerk, or get k illed ,”  sent a shot 
through the door.

F o r  a few  m om ents there was silence, 
then a roar and shock  that sent T im  dow n  
again. But the stick o f  dynam ite throw n 
at the d oor  had struck the jam b w ithout 
b low ing  a w ay inside.

“ T h ey  will p ot m e next tim e,”  thought 
the mail clerk. F illed  w ith indignation o f  
robbers, he slid back the door  on  the far 
side from  them and dropped out— and on 
to a guard stationed there. Both o f  them 
rolled yelling and shooting dow n  the em 
bankment. A t the fo o t the guard ran, and 
T im , starting up the em bankm ent, shot at 
a shadow  and heard a bullet whiz b y ; at 
the m om ent he realized the train was m ov 
ing and rushed, grabbed, was throw n.

T h en  he was standing in the dark, lis
tening to the roll o f  the train from  one 
direction  and clatter o f  h o o fs  fr o m  an
other.

’T w as tw o hours later when he arrived 
in B arlow , and the first man he m et at 
the station was R ivets, pacing the plat

fo rm . T h e superintendent stopped, his 
hard eyes raking the other, but all he said 
w a s : “ Y o u  will draw  y ou r  discharge check 
at the office ."

“ I ju m ped out--------”  began T im , but
R ivets, kn ow in g  the squaw k the postal 
authorities w ould  put up, refused  to listen.

“ Y o u  abandoned you r m ail,”  he said. 
“ Y o u r  duty was to stand b y ; i f  the fire
man had not slugged the guard in the cab 
and started the train, you  w ou ld  have let 
the robbers get aw ay w ith  the g o o d s .”  
A n d  this terrible accusing o f  him in the 
very  w ords o f  his father, d ’ye m ind, struck 
T im  F landers dum b.

“  ’T w as p o ltroon ery ,”  said R ivets, and 
walked away.

T im  fou nd  him self then, and afterw ard , 
repeating the w ord  laid on  him  like a curse. 
“ P o ltroon ery ,"  he w ould  repeat, and shud
der to think what it m ight mean. But 
he was a fra id  and ashamed to ask, and at 
last was glad that his lessons in education 
had stopped w here they had. T o  have 
R ivets accuse him  in the w ords his dy ing  
father had used was sad enough, and tw o 
days later he had returned to the ferry , 
a shattered you n g  m an, if  y ou  know  what 
I mean.

T h e store was em pty, the b ig  boat 
frozen  in at the bank. In  w inter it was 
not needed, fo r  the ice held up the trail.

A ga in  T im  took  up his life  in the three- 
room  log  hom e o f  his ch ild h o o d ; where 
the father had driven o ff  the robbers and 
held his ow n on  the storm ing borderland, 
the son fou nd  on ly  a bu rrow  w here he 
cou ld  hide after  the outside w orld  had 
driven him back. T h e forest had no m es
sage fo r  him and the echo o f  the whistle 
had becom e on ly  a taunt o f  defeat. O nce 
the President o f  the U nited States had 
trusted him with the letters; n ow  he was 
ashamed to hold up his head in the pres
ence o f  the graves at the edge o f  the clear
ing, and avoided  them.

T h e people o f  the back coun try  w ho 
cam e by took  it as a m atter o f  course that 
he w ould  return a fter  seeing the outside 
w orld , and hoped he w ou ld  restock  the 
store. But he put them  o ff  and arranged 
w ith a freighter to bring  him  on ly  supplies
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for h im self. T h ey  w ere used to w ork in g  
the fe rry  them selves, but as spring  cam e 
on  the river rose and som etim es he w ould  
help them. T h ere  w ould  be a flood , they 
prophesied , that year because o f  the big  
sn ow fall in the back ranges. It w as all 
the same to  T im  F landers i f  the river 
w ashed him  aw ay to the sea.

Strangely enough, in spite o f  the taunt 
it flung, T im  w ould  listen fo r  the w histle ; 
and never he failed to  p icture the mail 
clerk  w ith  his cap tilted, shooting the let
ters in the rock in g  car. “ T h ey  will he put
ting on the flyer,”  he thought, “ to carry  
the through pouches under the new  con 
tract,”  fo r  never did  he have a doubt that 
the old  P . D . w ould  get it. Som etim es he 
w ould  start dow n  to  the g org e  to ask the 
operator about it, and w atch the trains, but 
never w ent all the w ay, fo r  m isgivings 
arose to  stay him.

O n e  day he noticed the flood  had com e 
and covered  even the landing. “ Sure, the 
o ld  boat is tu ggin g  to  break aw ay and get 
ou tside,”  he said, and w ould  have let it 
g o  but fo r  the queer sym pathy he had fo r  
it. “ Y o u  w ould  on ly  sm ash into w reck 
like I d id ,”  he told  it, and, w ork in g  it som e 
distance dow n  to  a high bank, tied it up to  
a tree.

r P H A T  a ftern oon  he w andered to  the 
1 spot .w here he alw ays halted, w ithin 

tw o  hundred yards o f  the g orge , and stood 
sm oking his pipe. A t  the scream  o f  a 
w histle he answ ered w ith  a n g e r : “ B low —  
but y ou  will never tem pt m e outside again, 
you  tra ito r !”

But b low  it did , never ceasing, never 
fa lling, m inute a fter  m inute, and a stir 
was fe lt in the b lood  o f  T im  F landers, his 
head flung back as o f  old , and he an
swered.

Y ’w ill rem em ber that w here the P . D . 
cam e out o f  the g org e  it curved  and fo l 
low ed  the bank five miles dow n  to  B ridge
tow n  station and the bridge across R oarin g  
R iver. W e ll, in .th e  m outh o f  the gorge 
the big  w ater w as lapping the curve, and 
the so ften ed  track had slid outw ardly  un
der the thrust o f  N o . 7 ’s locom otive , and 
neatly laid the locom otive  and first tw o

cars on  their sides, a fter  breaking them  
fro m  the rest o f  the train.

T h ere  they lay in the m ud inside the 
curve, the cracked w histle screech ing and 
the river sending its first w aves through 
the breach in the low  em bankm ent between 
the derailed and standing sections o f  the 
train.

T h ey  had hauled a senseless mail clerk 
out o f  one car and a battered baggage
man from  the other, w hen T im  F landers 
cam e clam bering on  the w reck. T h e  tw o 
engine men floundered to  the rear through 
the m ud. lim ping and cursin g  the new  
schedule. “ It is strung up too  tight, super
intendent,”  the engineer called. “ W e  have 
not a track that w ill stand it.”

T im , gazing  dow n  into the co n fu s io n  o f  
pouches and parcels, look ed  up to meet the 
eye o f  R ivets across the open  door  o f  
the mail car. A n d  ’twas not the steely eye 
o f  the d iv ision  tyrant, but that o f  a de
feated, battered man.

“ W h y  was the tim e o f  N o . 7 strung 
u p ? ”  said T im , aghast at the thought. “ Is 
it north -coast m ail ?”

H is  sharp tones becom e dull and heavy, 
R ivets answ ered as i f  talking to  h im s e lf : 
“ It is the lot they let us handle to  see i f  
w e cou ld  m ake the time. O n  that de
pended the contract. T h is  kills the 
chance.”

A ll at on ce he stiffened, the b lood  rush
ing into his f a c e ; b lood  seem ed chok ing  
him  as he shook  his fists and cursed the 
river. A n d  the river roared back at him, 
taunting him  as the w histle taunted T im  
Flanders.

“ B etw een  us and the rest o f  the train 
the w ater is com in g  through  the break in 
the track ,”  said T im , “ and will be flood ing  
the m ail.”  A n d  as R ivets looked  at him 
w ith blank b loodshot e y e s : “ Sure, the
P resident o f  the U nited  States trusts 
y o u ,”  said T im .

T h e  superintendent gathered his w its 
and studied the condition  a m om ent. T h e 
baggage car lay higher and drier. “ T h e 
ditch  is filling below  us,”  he said. “ W e  
will get out the m ail and stack it up here 
ready fo r  tran sfer w hen  the relief train 
ordered from  B ridgetow n  arrives.”
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“ T hen  y ou  m ay still m ake the conn ec
tion  ?”

“ I can try  fo r  it,’ ’ answ ered R ivets, with 
a bitter smile.

“ W h e re  is the mail c le rk ?”  asked T im .
“ K n ock ed  out. W h a t is that— look — ■ 

look --------
Beyant them, a hundred yards tow ard 

B ridgetow n , the track m oved  like a snake 
w aking up in the slim e, one lon g, slow  
w riggle it gave, then, fa r  as the eye could  
reach, slid quietly into the lapping river.

“ Get it o u t ; get it o u t ! W e ’ll have to 
transfer it back and w ade the stream 
w hich is com in g  through the break ,”  R iv 
ets told  his men. T h ou g h  they had run 
on to the curve slow ly  and the rest o f  the 
train had by a m iracle stayed on  the sh ifted  
track, it was plainly leaning and getting 
ready to turn over.

“ I f  those coaches ditch, w e ’ll have the 
w hole river in on  u s,”  said R ivets. T he 
crew  already w ere th row in g  out the 
pouches and he was dragging  them along 
the side o f  the overturned car to the end.

“ W h is t !”  said T im , seizing him. 
“  ’T w ill be a  slow  jo b , this lon g  transfer 
through the w ater and through  the train. 
I  have a ferryboat w hich  can carry  a 
team and loaded w agon  a few  hundred
yards upstream . 'T w ill help--------”  A n d
he was gone, p low in g  through  w ater and 
m ud, and disappearing in the train.

R ivets fo rg o t  him  in the w ork  o f  getting 
out the contents o f  the car till at last it 
was done and the jo b  o f  transfer to begin.

“ W e  have this m uch luck, at least,”  he 
said, “ that the rear part o f  the train has 
w eighted and held dow n  the track fo r  us 
against the river. N o w  one o f  y ou  carry 
to the coaches and the other tw o  carry  on  
through the coaches to  dry  land .”  But 
even as he looked  the coaches quietly rolled 
over into the river and the track fo llow ed  
with a w rigg le  o f  jo y . A  cascade o f  mud 
and w ater a hundred yards w ide and deep
ening every  instant w as pou rin g  over the 
roadbed between them  and G orge  Station.

“ G o o d -b y  m ail,”  said the brakem an. 
“ W e  will have to sw im  fo r  it ourselves.”

A  m om ent the superintendent listened 
to  the splashing around the car, his hand

on  the pouches. N ever b e fo re  had he 
been driven fro m  duty by threat o f  d is
aster, but it seem ed that the very  F ooth ills 
D ivision , w ith  its slid ing tracks and o v e r 
turning, vanishing trains w as g o in g  to 
pieces around him. T h e  three m em bers o f  
the crew  dropped  o ff, the shadow ed river 
bellow ed as it closed around him, and R iv 
ets, stubborn as be w as, fo llo w e d  the re
treat and floundered his w ay to  d ry  land. 
But thfs abandoning o f  the m ail w as the 
heaviest g r ie f w hich  had ever befa llen  the 
veteran official, and w hen h a lf an hour 
later he cam e up to  the p la tform  at G orge, 
he stood apart, like one stricken, fro m  a 
group  o f  passengers and the crew .

Sunset had failed and dusk w as creep 
ing over the valley. T h e  operator walked 
up to  him. “ T h e ferryboa t upstream  must 
have broken  lo o s e ; not th irty m inutes ago 
I saw it— and I believe a m an w as aboard. 
T h en  I had to  answ er a call fro m  B arlow , 
w ho said the w recker is on  the w ay-------- ’ ’

“ A  b o a t? ”  repeated R ivets, and fo r  the 
first tim e rem em bering T im  F landers, 
peered tow ard  the river, though  the low er 
end o f  the curve w here the train had 
ju m ped was hidden by the poin t o f  the 
g orge  wall. “ W ell, he w as too  late. Just 
as the re lie f from  B ridgetow n  was too  
late, and w e w ere too  late starting the 
transfer o f  the m ails.”

It had all been a m atter o f  m inutes, this 
contest w ith  the flood , he realized, and 
glanced at his watch. “ E ven  n ow  N o. 7 
is on ly  fifty -fiv e  m inutes late and it seems 
hours. F ifty -fiv e  m inutes since w e passed 
here, and n ow  the train is in  the river, 
the mails lost.

“ I am a ruined m an,”  thought R ivets. 
“ D ivil an excu se will be accepted fo r  a 
w reck  at such a time. A n d  the loss o f  the 
mail, the through mail, and the contract 
--------”  H e  was groan in g  in spirit, y 'u n 
derstand, and paced up and dow n  repeat
in g : “ F ifty -fiv e  m inutes, and the w ork  o f  
a lifetim e destroyed ,”

H e  had the passengers in form ed  that 
they w ould  be sent back to B arlow  in the 
caboose o f  the w recker. “ W e  will hold 
the crew  here to  guard the track and have 
the w recker return to -m o rro w ,”  he said in
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answer to  a question, and w alked aw ay to 
the very  edge o f  the w ater to be alone 
in the m isery o f  him. A n d  he w as still 
there w hen a cry  fo r  him  rose. “ Y o u  are 
wanted on  the w ire by  B ridgetow n ,”  called 
the operator.

“ T ake the m essage,”  shouted the super
intendent.

“  'T is  personal and im portant--------”  And
Rivets, with a curse, strode back up the 
p la tform  to the office. A n d  at the touch 
o f  his signature on  the key the w ire  still 
holding to B ridgetow n  began to pou r shock 
after shock into the d roop in g  superinten
dent, till he sat straight and rigid and white 
as a corpse.

“ N o . 7 ou t,”  reported B ridgetow n. 
“ O ne hour and fifty  m inutes late. R e 
quest connecting  line hold fo r  w est-coast 
mail--------”

“ N o. 7 w recked h ere : abandoned out o f  
B ridgetow n ,”  thundered the key o f  R ivets 
as he cursed the B ridgetow n  operator fo r  
a lunatic.

“ R elie f train from  here stopped by 
washout three miles o f  G orge  Station, 
picked up mail from  boat--------”

“ Saints in g lo r y !”  thought R ivets, numb, 
dum b, and paralyzed. F or  days the F o o t
hills D ivision , extending  tw o hundred and 
fifty  miles west from  G orge, had been 
polished and dusted fo r  the first try  o f  
N o. 7 on its shortened schedule.

“ In charge o f  regular mail clerk--------”
ran on  the m essage.

“ F landers,”  was shocked into R ivets.
H o w  the trick had been turned he d idn ’t 

care. H e  waited on ly  to  learn that a N o. 
7 o f  one mail car and one coach was on its 
w ay with orders from  the w est-end dis
patcher, and broke w ith  B ridgetow n  to  be
gin calling along  the line to  see what speed 
it was m aking. W a tch  in one hand, key 
in the other and the schedule b e fo re  him, 
the superintendent o f  the F ooth ills o b 
structed regular business all that night, by 
turns shivering and praying and laughing 
aloud as the light train licked up the miles 
on  tangent, curve and grade alike. And 
plainly as he pictured in his m ind ’s eye

that scream ing m eteor o f  the rail burst
ing out o f  canons and taking the air a long  
the th ou san d -foot precipices, not half the 
truth cou ld  he im agine till long  after.

W h en  the tale w as told  o f  the gaunt, 
w ild -eyed  m ail clerk  w h o had tossed the 
heavy sacks like p illow s fr o m  the boat into 
the relief tra in ; and fro m  B ridgetow n  to 
the end o f  the line how led out the curses 
o f  the P resident o f  the U nited  States and 
the superintendent o f  the P . D . at the 
crew s w hen engines w ere changed or  w a
ter taken on. T ill in to the yards w ith  
connection  w aiting they had torn  w ith  
flam ing jou rna ls, five and a h a lf m inutes 
late.

Then  R ivets, fa r  back  at G org e  Station, 
had crum pled in his ch a ir ; but the clerk, 
turning over the first P . D . run o f  the 
transcontinental m ail, had borrow ed  a cap 
and pulled it ov er  one eye, as he read 
the order deadheading him  back to B arlow . 
S igned R ivets, superintendent, w hich  he 
still was by  grace o f  T im  Flanders.

^ N D  three days later w hen they m et in  
*■ the B arlow  office, b e fo re  shaking 

hands the boy  a s k e d : “ W h a t is po ltroon 
ery ?”

“ It is ,”  answ ered R ivets, scratch ing his 
ear, “ the state I was in w hen I  abandoned 
the m ail— fo r  y o u  to  save.”

T hen  they shook  hands. “ A n d  w hy did 
you  do i t ? ”  asked the superintendent, puz
zled still.

“ T h e last w ord  o f  education w hich  m y 
father spoke to m e,”  explained T im , “ w as 
not to let a robber get aw ay with the 
g ood s .”

“ Y es  ?”
“ A n d  you had robbed  m e o f  a chance 

to  p rove  I was no p o ltroon .”
“ Saints rest the o ld  gentlem an,”  said 

R ivets, “ he was an educator o f  merit. A n d  
the gentlem an behind you  is P ost O ffice 
Inspector R yan , w ho has laid over to  see 
that you r  education in the railw ay postal 
service is as th orou gh .”

“I will guarantee h im  a dip lom a as a 
m an o f  letters,”  said the inspector.

M o r e  s t o r i e s  b y  M r .  J o h n s to n  'ih ' c a r ly  i s s u e s .
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A  heap o f b lea ch in g  b o n es, a b u ck sk in  sa c k  o f  y e l lo w  p elle ts— and th e  grim  
sto r y  th e y  m ig h t h a v e  to ld  if dead m en ta lk ed  and gold had to n g u es.

W H E N  T ru n d y  cam e back from  
his trap line, bringing the pelts 
o f  tw o beaver and an otter, and 
fou n d  the cross-b lood  again 

lounging  and sm oking  near the deerskin 
cam p, he was exasperated. T h ere was no 
fresh  meat hanging from  the stout pole 
that lay in the crotches o f  tw o other poles 
w hich w ere set in the ground a short d is
tance from  the cam p, and the trapper knew 
at once that Carver had made, at best, no 
m ore than a lazy, half-hearted attempt to 
keep his prom ise.

“ W h e re ’s that d e e r? "  T ru n d y  dem anded, 
flinging dow n  the pelts and turning re
sentful eyes upon his partner.

W ith  his back against a rock  and his 
glazed hat— a relic o f  his peacock  days in 
Santa F e— tipped to protect his eyes from  
the sunshine in w hich  he was basking, the 
younger man languidly took  his pipe from  
his m outh and gave T ru n d y  a half-insolent 
upw ard look  from  beneath the hat brim .

" T o o  bad I find no deer to-day, am igo,”  
he answ ered in the sm ooth draw l that had

becom e so irritating to the trapper in the 
tw o m onths o f  their close association. 
“ M aybe to -m orrow  I get one— or m aybe 
an elk. Q uieu  sa b e?”

T h e trapper's co ld -gray  eyes narrow ed. 
“ Y o u  darned lazy d o g ! "  he said, slightly 
sh ifting  bis long-barreled  m u zzle-loading 
rifle until it pointed at the half-recum bent 
man. “ Y o u  a in ’t w orth  the pow der to 
b low  you  to h e ll!’ ’

Carver paused, his k n ife  suspended and 
poised. H is glance met T ru n d y ’s fo r  an 
instant and a faint smile bared the white 
teeth in the m idst o f  his beard.

“ S o  m any waste pow der w hen they try 
to blow  me there, sen or ,"  he returned 
softly . “ Y o u  know  I carry  three bullets 
now , and they d ig  a heap m ore out o f  me 
at d ifferent times. E ven  the execution  
squad at the Palacio de G obernador waste 
pow der on me. D o n ’t forget, S en or 
T ru n d y .”

T ru n dy  rem em bered. H e  had heard the 
story  from  other lips ere Jim  C arver had 
told him o f  being stood  up w ith  tw o o th 
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ers b e fo re  a firing squad in the patio o f  the 
g o v ern or ’s palace at Santa F e  and a fter 
w ard pronou n ced  ck;ad, and carted aw ay to  
be dum ped into a ditch and buried. Y e t  
C arver, du g  up at m idnight by  the bare 
hands o f  a M exican  girl w hom  he a fter
w ard deserted, still lived, having recovered 
from  w ounds that should have killed any 
hum an creature.

T h e trapper sneered. “ I f  that there fir
in ’ squad had been A m erican  soldiers you  
w ou ldn ’t be d o in ’ no bragg in ’ about it 
n ow ,”  he asserted.

“ N o  difference, senor. O ne bullet o f  
the three I lug n ow  it com e fro m  the gun 
o f  an A m erican  soldier. I am here. H e 
is dead.”

E ^ A M I L I A R I T Y  had bred contem pt, yet 
T ru n dy  w as disturbed by a feeling o f 

aw e that crept again through his body. 
L ike m ost ignorant men he was excessively 
superstitious, and fou r  years spent am ong 
the A rapahoes had increased that supersti
tion.

E ven  from  the Indians, he had heard 
the stories w hich  had led the credulous to 
believe that the cross-b lood  bore a 
charm ed life . Lead , it was thought, 
cou ld n ’ t kill him. It was said that an old 
w itch  doctor had told C arver so, adding 
that he cou ld  be slain on ly  by  a silver 
bullet. T h e latter portion  o f  the rum or 
w as som ething C arver refused  to  talk 
about.

“ W a u g h !”  said the trapper disgustedly. 
“ Y o u  d on ’t do  a consarned thing but laze 
round and eat and sm oke. W h y , you  
dam n m averick , you  d on ’t even take care 
o ’ the h osses.”

“ It is nothing to do that, senor. Y o u  
picket or  hobble them. T h e  grass is 
g ood , w ater near. I  did  not com e to trap. 
Y o u  tell m e y ou  know  w here w e can find 
a great cache o f  fu rs that w e can take, 
and they will m ake us r ic h ; but w hen we 
get there the fu rs are gon e, the cache is 
em pty. S om ebod y  find them  first, or 
m aybe the real ow ners com e and rem ove 
them.

“ T hat is bad lu ck  fo r  us, but I do  not 
com plain . I stay and keep y ou  com pany

when you  find here the beaver dams and 
set the traps you  brin g .”

“ D urned w illin ’ y ou  are to  do that when 
y ou  know  they ’re a -look in ’ fo r  you  fo r  
that mess you  got into at B ent’s F ort. 
M ebbe you  can carry o f f  all the lead that 
can be shot into y ou , but y ou  cou ld n ’t go  
far w ith one end o f  a rope  round your 
neck and t ’other end hitched t ’ the lim b 
o ’ a tree. I t ’ s a right g ood  th ing fo r  you 
t ’ stay under cover  som ew heres till that 
there fracas is sort o ’ fo r g o t .”

C arver ’s ye llow  skin took  on  a darker 
hue as he rubbed the cut tobacco  in his 
palm  with the heel o f  his right hand. 
“ A n d  you , S en or T ru n d y ,”  he alm ost 
purred, “ is it not also g ood  fo r  you  to 
keep far from  the ’R apahoes because w hen 
you  are drunk you  choke you r squaw  w ife  
until she lose her breath and get it no 
m ore ? M i r a !  A  w hite m an ’s m em ory  is 
sh o r t ; a redskin never fo rg e ts .”

Shielded by the rock  fro m  the m ove
ments o f  a w ind that was sharp in spite 
o f  the w arm ing sun, Carver sm oked again, 
satisfiedly. T h ey  talked no m ore.

A rou n d  their valley, through  w hich  ran 
a tributary o f  the Platte R iver, rose the 
great R ock ies, craggy, their c le ft sides rag
gedly  covered  w ith pines, their pinnacles 
rising barrenly against the blue sky. T h eir  
shelter, fram ed o f  bended w illow s over 
which som e deerskins w ere Stretched, was 
set in a protected niche alm ost against the 
fo o t  o f  a steep bluff. N ot far o ff  was a 
small m eadow  w here their tethered horses 
grazed.

T h e stream, along the w ooded  valley 
above and below  the m eadow , w as choked 
in places by dead w ood  and beaver dams. 
T h ere the trapping w ould  have been ex ce l
lent had T ru n d y  brought m ore  traps, but 
his ob ject had been to rob  other trappers 
o f  their hidden fu rs rather than to labor 
at catch ing the anim als and curing  their 
pelts h im self.

F ar to the north  lay the trail over w hich 
a great num ber o f  w agon  trains w ere 
creaking and rum bling into Sou th  Pass, on 
their w ay to  C a lifo rn ia ; fo r  the go ld  rush 
o f  ’49  was on , and the fortu n e hunters 
w ere eager to put the R ock ies far behind
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them be fore  real co ld  weather overtook  
them.

T ru n d y  and C arver had talked o f  the 
fever that was sending all sorts and con 
ditions o f  m en flock ing  to  .the new  gold  
fields as bees flock  to a sugar barrel, but 
lack o f  contact w ith  *the em igrants had 
le ft them w ithout in fection . Y e t  the old 
trapper knew  som ething o f  rudim entary 
m ethods o f  m ining, w hich  he had som e
how  picked up fro m  the In d ia n s ,' from  
w hom  he had on ce  or  tw ice heard vague 
hints that there was both  go ld  and silver 
in the R o ck y  M ountains.

S i lv e r ! H e  thought o f  that n ow  as he 
built and lighted the fire w hile the in do
lent cross-b lood  lazed and sm oked, w atch
ing him w ith  insolent contem pt. I f  he 
cou ld  on ly  find enough  silver to m ake a 
bullet--------

T h ey  ate in silence, Carver claim ing one 
o f  the tw o  beaver tails w hich  T ru n dy  
roasted by hold in g  them  b e fo re  the fire, on 
the sharpened poin t o f  a lon g  stick. T he 
m anner in w hich  the y ou n g  desperado put 
out his hand fo r  his share o f  this delicacy 
was fuel to  the trapper’s n ow  brightly 
burning hate, but, like the Indians w ith 
w hom  he had lived, he hid his feelings.

Later, sm okin g  his v ile-sm elling pipe, 
T ru n d y  stretched the three fresh  pelts 
over hoops o f  small w illow  branches, a fter 
having first scraped them  w ell o f  flesh and 
fatty  particles w ith  an Indian  “ dubber”  
that had an elkhorn handle. T h en , taking 
his rifle, he went o ff, ostensibly to look  
a fter  the horses in the m ea d ow ; but the 
stars w ere beginning to w ink  above the 
m ountaintops w hen he cam e back, pack 
ing the hind quarters o f  a black-tail deer.

Carver laughed as T ru n d y  hung the 
deer meat on  the high pole w here it w ould  
be above the reach o f  prow lin g  animals. 
“ Y o u  have g o o d  luck, S en or T ru n d y ,”  
cried the cross-b lood  lightly. “ N o w  I do 
not have to m ake a hunt to -m orrow , and 
we have a n ice ju icy  supper to-n ight. 
G r a c ia s  ! ”

“ O h, d on ’t speak o n ’t,”  said the trapper 
w ith pretended indifference.

T h ey  turned in, w rapped in buffalo 
rob es ; fo r  the nights w ere sharp n ow , no

m atter how  w arm  the autumn days m ight 
be. A lw ays they kept their weapons 
w ithin reach o f  their hands. T h ey  d id n ’t 
attem pt to keep up a fire to  cut the chill, 
as it m ight be seen by  u nw elcom e eyes. 
T h eir  c lock  by  night w as the G reat D ip 
per, sw in g ing  round the P ole  S ta r ; by day 
they told the hours w ith  surprising c o r 
rectness by  the sun that was declin ing to 
its w inter so lstice .'

W h en  C arver rose the sunlight was just 
beginning to lacquer the m ountain  peaks. 
T ru n d y  had gon e again to his traps, hav
ing le ft  behind him  the coals o f  a fire over 
w hich  he had cook ed  his breakfast o f  ven i
son and co ffee . C arver look ed  in vain fo r  
the short-handled ax  w ith  w hich they cut 
firew ood . T h e  trapper had taken that 
w ith  him.

It was close to  n ightfa ll w hen T ru n d y  
returned, bringing  the ax. T h e cross
b lood  com plained because the im plem ent 
had been taken aw ay, and the older man 
answ ered that he had needed it to  cut the 
crotched saplings w ith w hich  he anchored 
his traps under w ater. H ith erto  his huge, 
heavy hunting k n ife  had sufficed.

W h en  T ru n d y  w ent dow n  to  the 
m eadow  to sh ift the horses to fresh  grass 
Carver exam ined the ax. T h e  blunt part 
o f  it, opposite  the cutting edge, seem ed to 
be battered a little. B rush ing  over the bat
tered spots, C arver ’s fingers fou n d  a few  
tiny clinging particles like sand or  fine- 
crushed rock. H e  put dow n  the a x  and 
did  som e thinking.

C arver was aw ake in his robe w hen the 
trapper cook ed  his ow n  breakfast the fo l 
low in g  m orn ing, but he pretended to  sleep 
on as usual. W h e n  T ru n d y  w ent aw ay, 
taking the a x  again, the youn ger m an rose 
and -follow ed him.

It was necessary to  exercise  the great
est caution not to  let the trapper know  
he w as fo llow ed , and C arver lost track 
o f  his partner com pletely  in a barren al
luvial gorge , through  w hich  ran a clear 
gurgling  stream . H e  w ent back to  the 
cam p to sm oke and pon der over the m ys
terious behavior o f  T ru n dy , w ho hadn't 
visited his traps b e fo re  proceed ing  to  the 
g orge . B ut not a w ord  o f  hint fe ll from
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the puzzled  m an ’s lips when his com pan
ion  returned in  the early dusk, bringing 
the ax  and fo u r  beaver skins.

L u ck  gave Carver a better deal the next 
day. A ga in  he lost T ru n d y  in the same 
gorge, but, continu ing cautiously to search 
fo r  him, he w as finally *guided by a tap
tapping sound caused by blow s w ith the 
blunt part o f  the ax  against an ou tcrop 
ping ledge. T h e cross-b lood , fro m  a dis
tant cover to  w hich  he had laboriously 
craw led, w atched the trapper hamm ering 
o f f  pieces o f  the ledge and exam ining 
them. Carver did  som e m ore thinking 
that day.

“ A m ig o ,”  he said as they w ere loung
ing near their shelter a fter  supper, “ what 
you  think o f  the foo ls  w ho g o  all the way 
to C a liforn ia  fo r  gold , right through  these 
m ountains, and never stop to look  fo r  it 
h e re ?”

T he trapper, chew ing  tobacco, spat siz- 
zlingly  into the ashes o f  the sm oldering 
fire and squinted sharply at the speaker. 
T w iligh t m asked C arver ’s face. H is 
m anner was innocent enough.

“ W a u g h !”  said T run dy. “ I d on ’t cal- 
kerlate an ybody ’d find enough gold  in 
these here m ountings t ’ plate a watch 
case.”

T h e  cross-b lood  shook  his head. “ I ’ve 
heard that the In ju ns have fou n d  it here, 
but they ’d never do the w ork  to m ine it. 
I think there is go ld— and silver, too. 
Last night I have a dream , Senor T rundy. 
I dream  that w e find here a gold  mine and 
it m ake us both very  rich. T o -m o rro w  
I shall look  fo r  it, m aybe.”

T ru n d y  laughed scorn fu lly . “ I reckon 
I know  how  m uch look in ’ y o u ’ ll do  to
m orrow — or ary other tim e,”  he retorted.

p R O M  the m idst o f  his bu ffalo blanket, 
Carver w atched the older man slip 

silently aw ay into the gray light o f  the 
next m orn ing , taking along not on ly  the 
ax  but the fry in g  pan also.

H ou rs  later, searching again fo r  the 
trapper in the g org e  and listening in vain 
fo r  the tap-tapping sound o f  the ax , Car
ver gave both  h im self and T ru n d y  a sur
prise. H e  stum bled u nexpectedly  upon the

older man, w h o w as squatting at the edge 
o f  the stream  that flow ed  over a bed o f  
the alluvial deposit w hich  had accum ulated 
during  spring freshets.

T ru n d y  had the fry in g  pan in his hands, 
and he w as slow ly  m ovin g  it in a sem i
rotary m anner and cautiously tipp ipg  it to 
pour o f f  the su rface o f  the w ater and 
coarse gravel w hich  it contained. Beside 
him  lay a p iece o f  buckskin  the size o f  a 
large pocket handkerch ief. U p on  this 
som e du ll-yellow  grains and particles w ere 
drying  in the sunshine. T ru n d y ’s rifle was 
within easy re a ch ; C arver ’s was in his 
hands.

T h ey  looked  at each other in silence. 
A  greenish gleam  crept into the trapper’s 
gray  eyes.

“ Y o u  durned ca t-fo o t  c u s s !”  said 
T ru n d y  presently. “ I f  I ’d ever heerd or  
seen you  a-sneakin ’ up on  m e I ’d nateral 
m istook  you  fo r  a In ju n  o r  som ethin ’ and 
shot you  da id .”

“ O h , no, Sen or T ru n d y ,”  returned C ar
ver, grinn ing  in his beard. “ Y o u  can 
shoot at me, but never kill m e, you  know . 
I think you  beat m e in the hunt fo r  that 
mine. Y o u  find it first, and n ow  w e shall 
both be rich  as I dream  it.”

“ Is that s o ? ”  g row led  the trapper, drop 
p ing  the fry in g  pan and rising w ith  his 
rifle in his hands. “ W h a t I  find ’s m ine 
and there d o n ’t no part o ’ it belong  to n o
bod y  else.”

A s  T ru n d y  had risen the m uzzle o f  
C arver ’s rifle had risen also, and the 
w eapon was n ow  pointed straight at the 
trapper's breast, the cross-b lood  hold ing  
it w ith both hands. T h ey  stood  like that 
fo r  som e seconds, m oveless as the rocks.

T hen  C arver laughed so ftly . “ Y o u  
forget, am igo ,”  he rem inded, “ h ow  w e 
agree to be equal pardners w hen  w e start 
to get that cache o f  fu rs .”

“ T hat d on ’t have nothin ’ to  d o  w ith  
anythin ’ else w e find,”  retorted T ru n d y  
sullenly. “ W h a t y ou  find ’s y ou rn , and 
m ine’s m ine.”

But the cross-b lood  coo lly  argued to  the 
contrary, contending  that they w ere fu ll 
partners in everything. H e pointed out 
that T ru n d y  cou ld n ’t very  w ell m ine his
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placer d iscovery  alone, and w ou ldn ’t want 
to i f  he could . H e  dw elt on  the p roba 
bility that there was enough  gold  to  make 
them both  rich, and insisted that they must 
share it equally.

A s  the trapper listened the superstitious 
fear o f  Carver cam e back upon him with 
fu ll force , and, though his hatred was 
sw ollen  instead o f  abated, he finally 
yielded.

T h erea fter they w orked  the placer to 
gether as w ell as they cou ld , T ru n dy , as 
always, do in g  the greater part o f  the la
bor. T h ey  built a crude sluice o f  hewn 
w ood , and a still cru der rocker. H av in g  
no nails, they w ere fo rce d  to  peg  and 
w edge these arrangem ents together, and 
they w ere continually m aking repairs on 
them.

T h ey  lost at least half the values from  
the gravel that was washed through these 
w abbly extractors, but each night they 
added m ore ye llow  dust and grains to  the 
contents o f  a buckskin pou ch  that daily 
Was grow in g  heavier. T h e  fever had 
them , and it g re w  w ith  their g row in g  
hoard. T ru n d y ’s traps, h old ing  m ore  than 
one drow n ed  beaver, w ere com pletely  neg
lected.

T h ey  had to talk to each other som e
times. E ven  deadly enem ies throw n  into 
close association  and cooperation  in a vast 
solitude w here there are no other humans 
cannot continually nurse their hatred in 
silence. S o  each betrayed to the other his 
dream s and plans fo r  spending the riches 
he w ou ld  have, and each was bitten deep 
by jea lou s envy and a yearning som ehow  
to obtain possession  o f  all the go ld  fo r  
h im self. Sensing this, they w atched each 
other w ith unfa lterin g  distrust.

A s  the days slipped aw ay and w inter 
m arched closer upon them, the nights be
cam e m ore u ncom fortable  in their shelter 
o f  skins, and their dilapidated and patched 
cloth ing o f  buckskin d idn ’t protect them 
properly  from  co ld  by day. T h ere  was 
snow  on  the high peaks, and on ce a light 
flurry swept into their valley.

T h ere  w as talk o f  building a cabin or 
dugout and rem aining there all w inter, 
but this they finally realized w ould  be

fo l ly ;  fo r  they w ere neither provision ed  
fo r  the stay n or equipped to  w ork  the 
placer in any but the m ost laborious and 
inefficient m anner. A n d  there w ere times 
w hen their meat supply fa iled  fo r  a day 
or  tw o and they fe lt the gnaw ing o f  
hunger.

A t last they decided that they must get 
out soon  if  they hoped  to m ake the long 
jou rn ey  to the nearest settlem ents, and 
both  w ished, fo r  g ood  reasons, to  avoid 
the m ilitary posts and the traders’ sta
tions.

It was C arver w h o suggested, one night, 
that the tim e had com e to d iv ide the g o ld ; 
but they had no w ay o f  w eigh in g  it, and 
they w ere nearly at each o th er ’s throats 
w hen they attem pted to heap it on  a 
sm oked deerskin spread upon  the ground 
and m ake a d iv ision  by eye m easurem ent. 
F inally  T ru n d y  proposed  that they should 
run it into bullets in his bullet m old  and 
each should take the same num ber o f  the 
golden  balls as the other.

T h e  balls cam e out o f  the m old  bright 
and beautifu l, causing the eyes o f  the m en 
to  shine w ith  cupidity. T h ey  w atched each 
other to m ake sure that neither slipped 
som e o f  the p recious little spheres into 
concealm ent upon his person.

T h ere  w as one odd  bullet w hen all the 
go ld  had been m elted and run, and they 
“ pulled straw s”  fo r  that, the straws being 
tw o tw igs o f  unequal length held gripped 
in C arver ’s hand w ith their ends in sight 
at one extrem ity. T ru n d y  pulled the 
shorter tw ig , and the cross-b lood  got the 
odd  bullet. T h e  trapper sw ore over that.

T h ey  agreed that the sluice and rocker 
must be destroyed to protect their secret 
from  hum an beings w ho m ight wander 
into the gorge  through  som e chance, and 
this w ork , together w ith other prepara
tions fo r  starting, w ould  take another day. 
T h ey , them selves, w ould  have no trouble 
in finding the place again w hen they cam e 
back in the spring, properly  and fu lly  
outfitted.

T h ey  w ere separated m uch on  that last 
day, each attending to certain duties. A s  
usual, T ru n d y  cooked  the meal and m ade 
co ffee  w hen night came. C arver, through
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laziness or  ineptitude, never perform ed  
that w ork  w hen he cou ld  avoid  it.

T h e  night w as on  the w ane w hen Car
ver aw oke w ith a strange feeling  all 
through his bod y  and a dull, sickening 
cram p in his stom ach. H e  knew  at once 
that he was very  ill, and when he at
tem pted to get out o f  his bu ffa lo  robe he 
was vaguely  shocked to  find that he 
seem ed to lack even the strength o f  a new 
born babe.

T ru n d y  was snoring, a few  feet away, 
and in a m om ent or  tw o a con fu sed  sug
gestion, m ore a fee lin g  than a coherent 
thought, w orm ed itself into the dross- 
b lo o d ’s brain. T h is was that he had been 
poisoned by the trapper, probably  with 
the root o f  som e w ild  herb or  plant in fused 
with the co ffee  that night. H e  seem ed to 
recall that T ru n d y  had scarcely touched 
the c o f fe e ; probably  he hadn’t taken as 
much as a single sw allow  o f  it.

F ear fo llow ed . B enum bed though he 
was, both  physically  and m entally, Carver 
hazily conclu ded  that he was dying. 
T ru n d y  had done i t ! T ru n d y — gold—  
T ru n d y — poison — gold  ! L ik e  little sm oth
ered exp losions in the cro ss -b lo o d ’s brain.

D rops o f  co ld  perspiration  beaded the 
m an’s brow . H e  struggled against the 
paralyzing w eakness, fu m bling  fo r  his 
kn ife  and pray in g  silently, incoherently, to 
both the B lessed V irg in  and the devil him 
self fo r  strength to  rise up and drive that 
kn ife  between T ru n d y ’s ribs.

T h e feeble m ovem ents and panting o f  
Carver aw oke the trapper, w h o roused up 
suddenly out o f  his robe, startled by the 
realization that he had lapsed into slum 
b e r ; fo r  he had meant on ly  to  pretend to 
sleep when he lay dow n.

H e  w as on  his feet in an instant. In  
another instant he had sw ept aside the 
deerskin that covered  the entrance, and 
was outside. A  faint groan  sobbed from  
C arver ’s lips as T ru n d y  escaped.

W ith  on ly the frosty  stars to  g ive  him  
light, the trapper went dow n  in to  the 
m eadow  fo r  the horses. C arver w ould  
be utterly helpless in another hour o r  less, 
if he w ere not now . T ru n d y  knew  the 
Stuff w ould  do the jo b . N ot on ly  w ould

it make the m an deathly sick fo r  hours, 
it w ould  also render him  nearly blind, in 
w hich  condition  he cou ld  be destroyed by 
a ch ild  or  by alm ost the feeblest carnivora 
w ith courage to attack him.

W h en  T ru n d y  cam e back  w ith the 
horses the cold  stars w ere d y in g  and the 
colder light o f  m orn ing  w as s iftin g  into 
the valley. H e  approached the cam p 
slow ly, cautiously, prepared to  drop  the 
lead ropes and use his rifle.

T h rou gh  the gray dim ness he saw a 
form  lying half outside and half inside the 
deerskin shelter. T h e  cross-b lood  had 
m anaged to drag h im self that fa r  b e fo re  
g iv in g  out entirely. T h e  trapper set the 
picket pins again and crept forw a rd , 
thumb on the rifle ham m er, finger on  the 
trigger.

P resently  he stood over the defenseless 
w retch  and pok ed  him  w ith  the m uzzle o f  
the rifle. Carver m ade no m ove, d id n ’t 
even utter a g r o a n ; nothing but the sound 
o f  his breathing through locked  teeth, a 
m ingled gurgle  and hiss as o f  water and 
steam, w as heard.

T ru n d y  rolled the bod y  over w ith  a 
m occasined fo o t. A  w hite fro th  in the 
cross -b lood ’s beard, at the corn ers o f  his 
m outh, pulsed and bubbled. T h e m an ’s 
eyes w ere rolled  upw ard beneath nugatory 
eyelids.

“ W eil, w ell,”  said the trapper w ith 
great satisfaction . “ D o n ’t look  like you  
was g o in ’ t ’ g o  a lon g  w ith m e to-day, Jim. 
Y o u  ’pear to  be in sorter a difficulty. N o  
shape to travel a-tall, and p ro b ’ly  w on ’t 
be fo r  som e tim e. T o o  bad I can ’t wait 
round fo r  y ou  t ’ start, but I g ot a pressin ’ 
call to  be m ov in ’ ’co rd in ’ to schedule.”

H e  fou n d  and took  C arver ’s pou ch  o f  
golden  bullets, chuckling w ith  triumph. 
N ex t he collected  C arver ’s pistol, rifle, and 
all his am m unition, ov erlook in g  only, in 
his haste, the k n ife  that had escaped from  
the cro ss -b lo o d ’s num b fingers and slid 
dow n  into the tips o f  balsam  boughs w hich  
served fo r  a bed.

H e  m ade up a pack that included the 
furs, robes, and practically  everyth ing o f  
value except som e o f  the battered deer
skins coverin g  the fram ew ork  o f  the shel
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ter, and his hunting k n ife  ripped the skins 
he d idn ’t take into useless tatters. T he 
pack w as roped upon the back o f  the 
grunting and ob jectin g  pack m are, the 
animal being first protected by  a M exican  
aparejo  that had been strapped securely 
in place. H e  saddled both  horses and 
fastened up the stirrups o f  C arver ’s sad
dle so they w ou ldn ’t dangle.

“ A d ios , y ou  m ungrel d o rg ,”  he <ialled, 
sw inging up to the back o f  his ow n  horse. 
“ M ebbe bullets can ’t hurt you  none, but 
the bears and w olves ’ll take care o ' you  all 
right, and next tim e w e m eet’ll be on 
t ’other side o ’ Jordan ’s w ave.”

W ith  a m ock in g  laugh and a scurrilous 
gesture o f  insult, he rode aw ay, leading 
the pack m are and the saddled horse o f  
the man he was deserting to  die.

'T 'R U N D Y  naturally w ished to avoid In - 
1  dians, and he had no desire or  intent 

to encounter the C a liforn ia -bou n d  em i
grants unless necessity fo rce d  him to 
that. H e  believed, now , that the R ock y  
M ountains w ere rich with go ld , and he 
was filled w ith supercilious contem pt fo r  
the fortu n e hunters w ho w ere pou ring  
through South  Pass on  their w ay to  the 
beckon ing  treasure land o f  the P acific 
coast.

W h y , the foo ls  d idn ’t have to m ake that 
lon g  jou rn ey  o f  hazard and su ffering  to 
find their fo r tu n e s ! T h ey  w ere hurrying 
by— perhaps their feet w ere passing over 
— u ndream ed-of fields o f  treasure. H e 
had p ro o f o f  that in the heavy pouch  
w hich  now  held all the golden  bullets. A n d  
he alone knew  the m ighty secret, fo r  days 
had passed since his abandonm ent o f  Jim 
Carver, and Carver must be dead from  
exposu re and starvation.

A fte r  the second day o f  T ru n d y ’s jo u r 
ney to the settlements his progress had 
been slow , fo r  he had m et w ith tw o m is
fortunes to  retard him. H e  had been 
forced  to shoot the pack m are a fter  she 
had stepped into a g oph er ’s hole and 
broken her leg, and C arver ’s horse, to 
the back  o f  w hich  the pack had been trans
ferred , had strained a tendon in clim bing 
out o f  a ravine, and was very  lame. T h e

trapper sw ore a great deal over this bad 
luck.

T h e bite o f  early D ecem ber w as in the 
air, and T ru n d y  dreaded the d iscom fort 
and danger o f  being caught on  the open 
plains by  one o f  the bitter storm s which 
occasionally  sw ept them at this season ; 
but fear o f  rendering the lame horse not 
w orth pow der and lead caused him to p r o 
ceed slow ly.

A lw ays his keen eyes w ere pricking  the 
distances. O nce  he m istook  a line o f  
treetops a long  a creek fo r  m ov in g  h orse
m en, and once he rem ained concealed in 
a ravine while a train o f  w hite-topped 
w agons passed, miles away. F o r  fresh  
meat, he shot an antelope and a buffalo, 
but the latter was an o ld  bull that had been 
driven out o f  the herd, and he took  on ly 
the beast's tongue, leaving the rest o f  the 
carcass fo r  furred  and feathered scaven
gers.

H e  was im bued by a fee lin g  o f  pow er, 
o f  transcendence, o f  exaltm ent to the top 
o f  the w orld . H e  saw h im self, the cen 
tral figure, in beautifu l dream s o f  coarse 
pleasures. Each night, in the shelters 
w here he built his small fires, b e fore  e x 
tinguishing the fire that it m ight not be 
seen by hostile eyes, he counted over the 
heavy little pellets o f  yellow , now  dulling 
a trifle in the pouch  that held them. A n d  
he thought, with contem ptuous trium ph, 
o f  Jim  C arver ’s bones, bleaching in the 
m ountains w hich  lay like blue m ole  hills 
on the edge o f  the w estern  horizon.

It w as w hile those m ole hills could  still 
be discerned that he turned tow ard them, 
late one a ftern oon , from  the top o f  a 
blufflike hill near the Platte, up w hich  he 
had ridden to look  around fo r  a cam ping 
place. B ack there lay the G olcon da  o f 
w hich he, alone am ong liv ing m en, knew 
the secret.

L o n g  and exultantly he gazed. T h e  sun 
was dipping low , and he shielded his eyes 
w ith his hand, from  beneath w hich  he 
looked. Presently he gave his attention 
to a tiny speck on the sepia plain, a speck 
so small that w eaker eyes or  a scrutiny less 
keen w ould not have noticed  it. H e  
thought it m ight he a buffalo. It was miles
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aw ay upon the course he had passed over 
hours be fore .

A  strange uneasiness attacked him as he 
was m aking his bivouac that night. H e 
thought o f  the distant speck that he had 
seen upon his trail, and grew  annoyed be
cause the thought persisted. H e cooked  
and ate the last o f  his fresh  meat— he 
w ould  have to get m ore to -m orrow —  
sm oked, extinguished his fire, and rolled 
him self into his robe.

But he cou ldn ’t sleep. S o  he m oved. 
H e  sh ifted  the picketed horses to a m ore 
secluded spot and transferred him self and 
his possessions to a place that on ly  the 
nose o f  a b loodhound w ould  be likely to 
discover. In  the m orning he tightened his 
belt and m oved  on again, w ithout break
fast.

F ortune favored  him in that he came 
upon a herd o f  bu ffa lo  b e fo re  the sun 
was m any hours up and killed a fat cow  
with little trouble. H e  was fam ished by 
this time, so he gathered b o is  d e  v a c h e ,  
made a fire where he was, and filled h im 
self with broiled  buffalo beef. A s  much 
o f  the choice cuts from  the cow  as he 
cou ld  carry went with him w hen he re
sumed his jou rney .

H e  was led to look  hack w hen he 
reached the next high ground . Beyond 
the spot w here he had breakfasted, be
tween that spot and the cotton w oods in 
w hich  he had spent the night, he saw a 
speck upon the plain. N ot a buffalo that 
had strayed from  the herd he had encoun
tered, he told luimself. Som ething, man 
o r  beast, upon  the course he had traversed ! 
N earer, now , than yesterday.

F o r  fu lly  fifteen  minutes he watched 
the speck until he was certain it was m ov 
ing, com ing. N o  horsem an, probably  not 
a w ild  animal o f  any s o r t ; but perhaps a 
human being, a fo o t , upon his trail! A  
tiny chill touched T ru n d y 's  b lood  and he 
shivered.

A t every favorable opportunity  during 
the rem ainder o f  the day the trapper sur
veyed his back trail, look in g  fo r  that 
haunting speck. T w ice  he felt relief over 
failure to find it, but m any tim es a fter 
w ard his eyes did not search in vain. H e  
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knew, long  b e fore  n ightfa ll, that he was 
really being fo llow ed .

“ W a u g h !"  he excla im ed. “ In ju n  or 
white, y o u ’d better not com e in . shoutin' 
distance.”

D uring  m ore than an hour preceding 
sunset, he squatted on high grou n d , be
yond  w hich  the horses w ere hidden, and 
w atched the trailer creep closer. A n d  all 
the while the chill crept deeper into his 
b lood  and crazy fancies grew  in his pu z
zled b ra in ; fo r  surely  it was craziness to 
im agine that the pursuer was a dead man 
w ho should be ly in g  som ew here in the 
blue m ole hills beyond the horizon.

H e d id n ’t build a fire that night. H is 
hunger had to be assuaged with pieces o f  
raw  meat. H e  slept little and fitfu lly , all 
the time w ith his hand on  his rifle.

It was very  cold  and his teeth chattered. 
H e  d idn ’t dare w rap h im self closely  in the 
protection  o f  his robe lest the robe bother 
him if he w ere fo rced  to m ove qu ickly and 
shoot at som ething creeping  upon him. 
H is nerves, o f  w hich  he had never b e fore  
been conscious, w ere unstrung when m orn 
ing came.

A gain  he m oved  onw ard b e fo re  break
fasting. A gain  he built a fire o f  bu ffalo 
chips upon  the open  plain, but this time 
he did so that he m ight cook  and eat 
where there was no cover  to hide anything 
that m ight try  to steal up on  him. A n d , 
while he was ravening at the hot, dripping  
beef, he saw the pursuer com in g. Still far 
o ff, yet near enough fo r  T ru n d y  to be sure 
that it was an unm ounted m a n ; a man 
w ho fo llow ed  him  w ith the im placability 
o f  Nem esis.

T h e trapper had succeeded in sw eep
ing som e o f  the crazy  fancies out o f  his 
brain. A lready  he had reached the con 
clusion that the pursuer cou ld  be Jim  C ar
ver, alive and in the flesh.

T H E  cross-b lood , recovered  from  the 
benum bing drug, had taken up the trail 

and clung to  it. T h e m isfortu ne which 
had com pelled  T ru n d y  to  travel slow ly 
had favored  the trailer, w h o had m anaged 
to  exist o f f  the rem ains o f  the antelope 
and tw o bu ffa lo  killed by  the trapper.
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C ursing h im self fo r  his failure to  cut the 
heart out o f  C arver ’s body, T ru n d y  fled 
again.

H e  had arrived at the truth at last. 
Sustained by the fires o f  hatred and a 
searing thirst fo r  T ru n d y ’s life , as w ell as 
by  the creatures the trapper had slain 
to provide h im self w ith  food , the cross
b lood  had nearly accom plished the super
human. H e  had his k n ife  w hich  T run dy  
had overlook ed , and that w ould  serve his 
purpose i f  he cou ld  on ly  com e w ithin strik
ing  distance o f  the man he pursued.

T h e  k n ife  was in his teeth that night as 
he inched h im self a long  on  his belly  to 
w ard the g low  o f  a d y in g  cam p fire in  a 
small cotton w ood  grow th . H e  took  every 
precaution . H e  m ade no m ore noise than 
a snake sliding through  the grass. H e  had 
fou n d  the picketed horses w here they 
w ere feed in g  outside the grove , and he 
crept in time to  a place w here he could  
d im ly see a recum bent figure, w rapped in 
a robe, and stretched w ith  m occasins to 
w ard a mass o f  coals w hich  w ere n ow  and 
then fanned into a dull gleam  by the cold  
night breezes. N o  sounds except the dis
tant yapping  and h ow lin g  o f  coyotes were 
to  be heard.

C arver w atched the still form  a long 
tim e b e fo re  he crept forw a rd  upon  it, 
ready to  spring o r  hurl the k n ife  at the 
slightest m ovem ent beneath the robe. In  
tim e he w as on  his knees beside the fig
ure, the k n ife  w as gripped in his hand, 
and m ad exultation  was alm ost bursting 
his heart open.

A  stronger gust w hirled  the ashes o f  
the fire and fanned the coals so  that they 
cast a g lint upon  the k n ife  that the cross
b lood  lifted , sum m oning all his strength to 
drive it hom e. T h at freshened g low  from  
the coals show ed C arver that the thing

w rapped in the bu ffalo robe was a dum m y 
m ade o f  grass that had been stuffed  into 
T ru n d y ’s buckskin breeches and m olded 
beneath the cured bu ffa lo  skin. T h e  m oc
casins, also stuffed, w ere placed at one 
end and the trapper’s fu r  cap barely 
show ed at the other.

In  the m om ent w hen Carver m ade this 
d iscovery  T ru n d y  fired from  ambush. 
T h e  cross-b lood  pitched fo rw a rd  across 
the dum m y.

T ru n dy , half naked and alm ost frozen , 
cam e out o f  his h iding place. H e  ad
vanced hesitatingly, on  the alert but filled 
w ith  w ild relief and trium ph.

“ T h ere, damn y o u !”  he cried. “ M ebbe 
lead cou ld n ’t kill you , but a go ld  bullet 
done it ju st as well as a silver one cou ld .”

H e  began to laugh, stopped abruptly. 
T h e figure ly in g  across the dum m y heaved 
itself, struggled to  its knees again, coughed 
chokingly, and threw  the kn ife. T ru n dy  
cried  out, dropped  his em pty rifle, c o rk 
screw ed all the w ay round, and plunged 
forw a rd  upon his face.

'T 'H E  bones o f  tw o m en, stripped clean 
b y  w olves and vultures, w ere fou nd  

there, a w eek later, by a party o f  Cali
forn ia -bou n d  em igrants. T h ey  fou n d  also 
a pou ch  that contained bullets o f  pure 
gold , w hich created great excitem ent and 
speculation. Y e t, w ith w inter snapping at 
their heels, they m ade haste to  get through 
the R ock ies, stopping  now here to  do any 
prospecting.

F o r  nine m ore years the snow -capped  
R ock ies silently, sardonically  w atched the 
flow  o f  fortu n e seekers to  the P acific 
coast, and then the cou n try  was electrified 
by  a report that gold  had been fou n d  on  
the Platte R iver, in C olorado, by James 
H . P rice , o f  the G reen -R ussell expedition .

T H E  B E ST D E C O R A T O R

WO M E N , I n ote ,”  rem arked L itt M allory , the V irg in ia  ph ilosopher, “ are m ak
ing  a hit now adays as interior decorators, but any sane m an know s that the 
interior decora tor w h o  m akes the biggest hit is the w om an w h o ’s a  g ood  
co o k .”



u

The Taming of Zero
By Kenneth Gilbert and Frank Cotter

N a tu re  tak es an in terest in  a sav ag e  m ule and 
prepares him  to  lie  d o w n  w ith  the lam b.

P
I E R R E  L ’A N S E , his sw art face 

gray with m ingled fear and anger, 
stepped back, and w ith fo lded  
arm s surveyed his team o f  blue 

m ules— A rctic  and Z ero . A rctic , the 
sm aller, placid and docile  as always, was 
in his stall, m unching contentedly. Z ero , 
the devil, was tensed, ears laid back dan
gerously , and heels ready to let fly the in 
stant his m aster cam e w ithin range. In  
fact, he had ju st tried an experim ental 
shot, and had m issed through no fault o f  
his ow n  but the agility  o f  P ierre, w ho, 
fro m  long  and bitter know ledge, had com e 
to a ccord  Z ero  a fearsom e respect.

“ S o , peeg o f  a d e v il !”  rasped Pierre. 
“ Y o u  w ould  keel yoh  papa, h c in ? ”  T he 
w ick ed -look in g  eye w hich  Z e ro  bent on  
him  seem ed now ise so ften ed  by  this re
proach.

“ Thass v a ir ’ had mule, P ierre .”  O ld  
P rosper  G aspard stood there, sucking at 
his lifeless pipe. “ A h  t ’eenk som e tarn 
you  keel thass mule. O u i ! ”

“ S a c r e ! ”  P ierre  spat out the exclam a
tion. “ Y o u  spik ze m ou th fu l.”  H e  had 
spent three m onths “ outside”  that sum 
m er, and prided h im self upon the acquisi

tion  o f  fluent slang. “ K eel h eem ? S om e 
tam I tie heem up, skin heem  alive, zen 
g ive him  ze v a ir ’ w orst lick in ’ he know. 
Zen  I build a bon fire under heem, and 
let heem roast in liees ow n  fa t .”

O ld  P rosper  n odded , ou tw ardly  im 
pressed. Y e t  he, as w ell as others w ho 
knew  P ierre  L ’A n se  and his fam ous team, 
knew  likew ise that the v exed  mule sk in 
ner w ould  d o  n o  such dread fu l thing.

T o  P ierre the m ules w ere m ore than 
m u le s ; they attached to  him  an im portance 
that he m ight not otherw ise have en joyed . 
T h ey  w ere his liv e lih o o d ; his boon  co m 
panions. N ot ill all that vast region  
loosely  term ed the headwaters o f  the 
F raser was their equal to be fou nd . D eep 
indeed was the sn ow  that the m ules could  
not w allow  through, over invisible trails, 
as they hauled supplies to  the far-flu ng  
outposts o f  the back c o u n tr y ; no m arsh or 
b o g  cou ld  trap them , and as fo r  m os
quitoes, black gnats, “ n o-see-u m s,”  and 
that w inged  fiend, the m oose  fly— pests 
that w ould  have driven a horse m ad—  
their casehardened hides w ere shields and 
bucklers.

M oreov er, P ierre  loved  both  o f  his
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charges. A rctic , the good -natu red , to 
w hom  treachery and m eanness w ere ab
horrent, was his special pet, scarcely  sec
ond, how ever, to  the w illfu l and tem pera
m ental Z ero , w ho fo r  days w ould  be dis
arm ingly  tractable, on ly  to suddenly try  to  
d rop -k ick  his m aster into the next lot.

T h e  tw o mules w ere aliens in this land, 
w ith  its sky line o f  sn ow -clad  peaks, dense 
forests, rushing rivers, bitterly cold  w in 
ters and blazing-hot sum m ers. A  lank 
K entuckian , w ho had conceived  the idea 
that in this alm ost v irg in  w ilderness lay a 
rare opportunity  to becom e a w ealthy land- 
ow ner, had brought them as colts from  
their Southern  hom e— together w ith his 
w ife  and b rood  o f  youngsters. But the 
ungentle N orth , w ith its r igorou s clim ate 
and unyield ing  aspect, had proved  too  
m uch fo r  the easy-goin g  Southerner, and 
he had been glad to d ispose o f  A rctic  and 
Z ero  to  P ierre L ’A n se fo r  a m odest sum.

T h ree  years o f  snaking “ g o -d e v il”  sleds 
over m arshy grou nd  in sum m er and 
frozen  bogs and lakes in w inter had served 
to  brin g  out the w idely  contrasted v iew 
points held by  the pair. Y et both  w ere 
gluttons fo r  w ork , and although P ierre 
som etim es sw ore until the tears cam e into 
his eyes, he w ould  not have parted w ith 
either fo r  several times the price o f  any 
m ule on  earth.

N ow , Z ero , the untamable, aw are that 
his master was on guard, perm itted his 
long  ears to slant fo rw a rd  peacefu lly  as 
he resum ed his lunch o f  oats. P ierre, 
astutelv reading by  this sign  that danger 
was past fo r  the m om ent, cautiously ap
proached the recalcitrant from  the near 
side, and m anaged to harness him w ith 
out further trouble.

“ So, m y ch ildren ,”  said P ierre  g ood -h u 
m oredly , w hen once the tw o w ere hitched 
to the “ g o -d e v il”  sled, and they had 
started tow ard  “ P apa”  P app ilon s’ store to 
load a supply o f  goods fo r  the cam p on  
B annock  Creek, “ w e are friends again. 
V o i l a !  Y o u , Z e ro ,”  he w ent on , flicking 
a black-snake w hip gently  over the rum p 
o f  the intractable one, “ you  should nevair 
forget, m y  son, that beside you  w alks the 
prince o f  mules. B e like h im !”

Z e ro  sw itched his ears as though  in un
derstan d in g ; indeed, it seem ed that he 
was even im pressed, fo r  he hum ped his 
shoulders contritely , and hung his head—  
then reached ov er  and n ipped his lo n g -s u f
fer in g  team m ate on  the shoulder. T h e 
outraged A rctic , indignant at this unw ar 
ranted a ffron t, reared w ild ly  and snorted, 
then plunged ahead, d raggin g  Z e ro  with 
him.

T h e  m ovem ent all but threw  P ierre 
fro m  the “ g o -d e v il.”  In  a split second 
the outfit w as racing tow ard the store, 
w hile the fiery little F rench  Canadian, pu r
ple w ith rage, danced and gave vent to  
strange cries, a string o f  sulphurous e x 
pletives trailing behind him  like a w isp  o f  
sm oke. W ith  the rattle and thud o f  a load 
o f  w ood  being  dum ped the sled stopped 
b e fo re  the store, both m ules panting and 
panicky, and ey ing  each other w ith m is
giving.

P ierre, sp itting out a sizzling  sw ear 
w ord , leaped to  the g rou nd  and sw ung 
m ightily  w ith his right fist on  the short 
ribs o f  the o ffen d in g  Z ero . T h ereu pon , 
that anim al, sluing h im self around w ith 
athletic agility , accurately k icked P ierre 
behind the opened  d oor  o f  P ap p ilon s’ 
store, and then earnestly set to k ick ing the 
d oor  on  top o f  him.

Papa Pappilons h im self, rotund and 
jo lly , appeared, an elephantine grin  on  his 
face— a grin  w hich  was instantly w iped 
o ff  as Z e ro ’s heels w histled close to his 
ear. T hen  and there he went berserk. 
Seizing a new  adz handle, he dealt the 
kicking and plunging Z ero  a trem endous 
w allop on  the rum p, a b low  that w ould  
have stricken an o x , and it brought the 
m ule upstanding.

E n couraged , Papa P appilons tried 
again, w ith such sincerity that the adz 
handle broke o ff  short. W ith  a shrill bray 
o f  agony, Z ero  reached back  w ith a le ft 
hind fo o t  and felt o f  P ap p ilon s’ jaw . 
T hat stanch Frenchm an, unyielding as 
the ranks o f  the O ld  G uard, m erely 
grunted— and i v h a c k !  w ent the stum p o f  
the adz handle.

Z ero  all but leaped out o f  his o w n  skin. 
A s  it was, he snapped the traces as though
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they w ere pack  thread, and w ith  another 
bray o f  pain, fre e  and untram m eled, w ent 
gallop ing- ov er  the flat at a speed som e
w hat less than sixty  m iles an hour. T h e  
last g lim pse they had o f  h im  w as w hen he 
vanished into a dev il-clu b  thicket— that 
“ w ait-a -b it”  thorn o f  the N orth — disre
gardin g  the lon g, sharp spikes as though 
they w ere spirilla o f  th istledow n. P ierre 
extricated  h im self fro m  the fallen  d oor  
and jo in ed  Papa P appilons in cursin g  the 
m ule and his ancestry as far back as the 
seventh generation.

“ It is I , P appilons, w ho have tam ed that 
dev il,”  boasted the storekeeper, still g rip 
ping the stum p o f  the adz handle. “ Y o u  
are too  kind, too  fo rg iv in g , P ierre  L ’A nse. 
H e  will com e back, beaten, w hipped. It 
w ill be as I  say.”

B ut P ierre  laughed derisively.
“ Y o u  are great m an, M ’sieu ’ P ap p i

lon s,”  he said, “ but nevair w ill y ou  tame 
thass mule. It w ill be som ething bigger 
even than you — fo r  he fears no m an—  
that will take him, son  o f  a peeg  as he is I 
O u i !  Y o u  shall see.”

O ld  P rosper  G aspard, sucking  at his 
lifeless pipe, nodded  agreem ent.

\ X 7 H E N  Z e ro  halted he was in the 
depths o f  the coo l, m oist autum n 

w oods. A lth ough  it w as broad day in the 
clearing, here w as a tw ilight, a place o f  
sepulchral silence. M osses dripped hoar- 
ily  from  low  bra n ch es ; lon g-dead  w in d 
falls w ere covered  w ith  v iv id ly  m ottled 
lichens. T all and n arrow  aisles, forest 
chancels w hose echoes w ere not aroused 
by so  m uch as a bird  song.

Y et Z e ro  w as not m inded to  meditate 
upon  his surroundings. H e  was chiefly 
concerned  w ith  the fa ct that the adz han
dle had raised w elts on  him  half the size 
o f  a bee ’s n e s t ; and, reaching backw ard as 
fa r  as he cou ld  w ith his head, he licked 
the places solicitously . T h erea fter  he 
cropped  a fe w  m ou th fu ls o f  tough, h a lf
dead g ra s s ; was beguiled by, a m ore ten 
der-look in g , greener clum p farther on , 
and so lured, w andered deeper in to the 
woods.<

T h ere  w as n o  gainsaying the fa ct th .t

Z e ro  w as hurt— b o d y  and soul. H e  w as 
not m inded to  return h o m e ; fo r  one thing, 
he feared the adz handle, and, perhaps, in 
his m ulish m ind, there w as the appercep
tion  that dire retribution  aw aited him  at 
the hands o f  P ierre  L ’A n se. M oreov er, 
he reveled in  freedom , n ow  that he had 
tasted it.

D eeper in to  the w ood s he w ent, w hile 
the shadow s becam e longer on  the hill
sides, and tw ilight grew . B y  and by  he 
cam e to the edge o f  a great area o f  
aspens, red and g o ld  in the d y in g  rays o f  
the sun. Y et he had no eyes fo r  the beauty 
o f  the sce n e ry ; he w as look in g  fo r  a place 
to  sleep. A n d  he fou n d  it, there am ong 
the aspens, ju st as F ate con fron ted  him 
w ith his first test.

B e fo re  him w as w hat appeared to  be a 
sp iny grow th . It look ed  prick ly , but 
this was en cou raging  rather than a m atter 
fo r  caution, fo r  Z ero , like m ost m ules, had 
a passionate fon dness fo r  thistles.

T h en  he stiffened, fo r  his eyes had de
tected m otion  in the strange grow th  on 
the g r o u n d ; it had actually m oved  ! H ere  
was inexplicable m ystery. A  dom estic 
anim al, despite the fact that he had lived 
fo r  three years on  the fr in ge  o f  these 
great forests , Z ero  had never encountered 
a p o rcu p in e ; and curiosity  was n ow  a 
thing to  be gratified w ithout the restrain
ing hand o f  P ierre  L ’A n se.

H e  m oved  closer to  the porcupine, 
w hich  was n ow  m aking its sluglike w ay 
tow ard the base o f  one o f  the largest 
aspens. T h e  porcupine, ind ifferent al
w ays, fo r  he w ell knew  that on ly  under 
the urge o f  the greatest hunger w ou ld  any 
animar, save the w olverene, dare face  his 
panoply  o f  spears, w as utterly u ncon 
cerned w hether Z e ro  was a m oose  o r  a 
m ouse. Y e t  he d id  keep on e beady little 
eye fixed  on  the bulky beast tow ering  over 
him , but he was unhurried , and continued 
his aw kw ard, shuffling w ay, quills rattling 
loosely, and his progress m arked by  quer
ulous grunts.

Z ero  took  tw o  steps fo rw a rd , and w ith 
nose held close  to  the strange anim al, 
sn iffe d ; then blew  a great breath o f  curi
osity.
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It w as m uch  too  much. T h e  porcupine, 
veteran gnaw er o f  poplar bark, and ir
ritable at best, w as not m inded to  perm it 
such fam iliarity. A s  the m ule’s m uzzle all 
but touched him , he w ent into action.

W ith  an astonishingly qu ick  m ovem ent 
he spun about and flipped his quill-arm ed 
tail in the m ule ’s face. Z ero  leaped back 
in sudden fright, his nose fu zzy  as though 
fro m  an instantaneous grow th  o f  long 
w hisker. V o ic in g  his rage and agony in 
a shrill bray, he reared, paw ing with fo re 
feet, then fell to rubbing his nose in the 
earth. Instead o f  d islodging  the quills, 
this on ly  served to break them o f f  short, 
or  w ork  them in deeper.

Seem ingly  startled, the porcupine 
hunched h im self contritely and waited, 
quills erected stiffly over his back, and 
nose betw een paw s. M eanw hile, Z ero , 
snorting and plunging was learning one 
o f  l i fe ’s great lessons— that curiosity  is 
frequently  costly , having once killed a cat.

A t last the porcupine, decid ing  that his 
adversary was not m inded to fo llo w  up 
the attack, uncoiled  and resum ed his slow  
m arch  tow ard  the tree. Z ero , the first 
shock o f  surprise over, w as filled w ith  con 
sum ing rage. B y  no means a cow ard , his 
pride n ow  dem anded revenge. H is  roll
ing  eyes saw  the porcupine slipping away, 
and he pranced fo rw a rd  just as the quill 
p ig  set his stout claw s in the tree.

T h e  porcu pin e w as perhaps tw o  feet 
fro m  the grou nd  w hen Z ero  w as upon 
him . T h e  m ule struck w ith  fo re fe e t like 
a  box er , but m issed, and his m uzzle lunged 
forw a rd . Q u ick  as a w ink, the thick, 
m eaty tail o f  the pork y , spirillated w ith 
spines, lashed out again, and a fiendish 
squall fro m  Z e ro  told  that it had landed.

T hen , decid in g  that haste w as im pera
tive, the porcupine, w ith a rem arkable 
burst o f  speed, scuttled up the tree and 
out o f  the m ule’s reach. P erch in g  him 
self on  the first stron g  lim b, he looked 
dow n  fo rg iv in g ly  upon  his late f o e ;  then 
fe ll to  n ibbling at a toothsom e tw ig  still 
ju icy  w ith  sap. T h e  m ule, strong yellow  
teeth bared savagely, tried vain ly  to  reach 
him. M odestly  content w ith  his v ictory , 
the porcupine continued his supper.

H is  m uzzle inflam ed and sw ollen, and 
throbbing  as though  fro m  a thousand bee 
stings, as the barbed quills w ork ed  their 
w ay deeper into the tender flesh, Z e ro  at 
last gave up his fu tile  attem pt to  m ete 
out vengeance. T h ereu pon  he departed in 
search o f  w ater. H a lf a m ile aw ay he 
fou n d  it, despite the g row in g  d a rk n ess; a 
tiny stream  w hispering  its w ay through 
the rank glades. F o r  a lon g  tim e he stood 
there, m uzzle buried in the coo l liquid, 
w hile he drank.

B y and by  the m oon  rose, and peered 
inquiringly dow n , but still Z ero  stood  
there by the pool, lift in g  his head on ly  to 
breathe, and qu ick ly  p lunging  his nose 
back into the water as the throbbing  pain 
resum ed.

Y et ever his ears tw itched this w ay  and 
that, as they recorded  m ysterious sounds 
in the forest night. T h e muffled croak  o f  
the last o f  the season ’s frogs , nearly ready 
to  seek their w inter cou ch  in deep ooze, 
seem ed to sym bolize the eeriness o f  Z e ro ’s 
surroundings. T h ere  w ere strange rus
tlings am ong the brittle, d ried -ou t le a v e s ; 
and on ce there cam e a so ft  pad-pad o f  
feet so close  that the m ule w hirled  in sud
den alarm. A  fo x ,  no less startled than 
he, vanished abruptly in  a clum p o f  fire- 
w eed, b illow y  tail floating ov er  him  and 
seem ing to cloak  his disappearance.

T h e  boom in g  hunting cry  o f  an arctic 
ow l, already alm ost w hite in his late fall- 
and-w inter coat, set Z e ro ’s nerves tw ang
ing, and he lifted  his head fro m  the w a
ter in determ ination. H e  w anted to  be 
m o v in g ; he w anted to  g o  som ew here. A l
though he did  not kn ow  it at that m om ent, 
he was gripped  w ith  a poignant loneliness 
— fo r  his m ate, his ow n  w arm  stall, and, 
yes, even  fo r  P ierre  L ’A n se  h im self.

P ick in g  his w ay  through  the brush with 
a care and skill rem arkable in him , fo r  he 
was unused to  the stealthy w ays o f  the 
w ild  kindred, he cam e at last to  a cleared 
space, and stood  there revealed in the thin 
m oonlight, an od d ly  grotesque statue in 
blue clay.

T h e air, chill, w as quiet, save fo r  in fre 
quent pu ffs that stirred the treetops, and 
set the forest giants w hispering to  each
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other. Z e r o ’s nostrils tw itched as he 
sought to read what m essages the atm os
phere held. F rankly, he disliked to go  
o n ; ou t here, w here he cou ld  see in all 
d irections, was sa fety , at least, while in 
the som ber depths o f  the con ifers  all 
about him  w ere hidden m enaces. T h e 
great trees, w ith  their interlaced screen o f  
lim bs, w ere black w ith shadow s. It 
seem ed to him that n ow  and then these 
shadow s m o v e d !

A T  last, how ever, he resolutely set o ff, 
fo llow in g  what seem ed a dim  trail, 

along w hich  intuition rather than sight 
guided him. H e  was passing beneath the 
spread o f  a huge spruce, a pit-black spot, 
when the thing happened.

A pprehension  by all senses, sharpened 
to a spear point o f  forebod in g , saved him. 
A s  the shadows sw allow ed him, he felt 
rather than saw a deeper shadow  detach 
itself from  a lim b above and drop  straight 
tow ard him.

T hat m om ent’s w arning spared him, fo r  
he flinched at the same instant that red-hot 
irons seem ed to sear his side and flank. 
B raying his fr igh t, he plunged ahead, 
som ething clinging to his back, while in 
his ears rang a fiendish scream . A  fu ll- 
grow n  male cougar, som ewhat o f  a rare 
v isitor in these N orthern  latitudes, had 
missed by  less than tw o inches in his 
dow nw ard  drop, but was earnestly deter
m ined to rectify  the error. L ike all o f  his 
kind, he had a weakness fo r  horseflesh, 
and as he had never seen a m ule, he co n 
cluded that this was m erely a sturdy colt, 
albeit o f  a strange color.

Chance again cam e to Z e ro ’s aid. W ith  
that devilish thing astride him, tearing at 
his tough skin, he tore m adly through the 
brush, ducking his head ju st in time as a 
thick and low -ly in g  lim b appeared alm ost 
be fore  his eyes. T h ere  was a dull impact, 
and the cougar was dislodged.

A t the same instant the m ule let fly with 
his heels— and reached his m a rk ! A  be
w ildered and battered cat extricated h im 
self from  a  devil-club thicket in tim e to 

. snarl rage and disappointm ent a fter  the 
fleeing Z ero , w hose progress through the

w oods was m arked by the dim inishing 
crashing o f  brush. F o r  m ore than a m ile 
the m ule fled, not stoppin g  to care in 
w hich d irection  he w as go in g , i f  on ly  he 
cou ld  rem ove h im self from  the vicinity 
o f  the cougar. W h en  he paused at last, 
w inded, to  take stock o f  h im self, he d is
covered  that he was alm ost on  the shore 
o f  a little lake.

T h e second encounter w ith the denizens 
o f  the w ild le ft him  sadly torn  and lacer
ated. T h oughts o f  the cougar m ade him 
shiver. H e  knew  n ow  that he wanted to 
g o  h om e; and if there is such a th ing as 
contriteness in the heart o f  a mule, Z ero 
had it. H e  w ould  have w elcom ed the 
sight o f  P ierre L 'A n se  that m om ent as 
he w ould  A rctic  h im self.

H e  w orked his w ay through  the brush 
to the lake, and drank lon g  and deep. A  
pall o f  fo g  hung close  to  the w a te r ; the 
air was very  still and dank, hut the sky 
seem ed to be lightening. T h e  m oon  hung 
low , still outlin ing him grayly  as he stood 
knee-deep in the rushes and m uck.

A  poignant loneliness gripped him. H e  
was lost, utterly lost, and w ithout friend  
and com panion. T o  be sure, that sixth 
sense o f  d irection  w ith w hich all dum b 
animals are endow ed w ould  presently show  
him the w ay he wished to g o ; at that m o 
ment he felt h im self w ithout guidance. 
R aising his head from  the w ater, he 
stretched his neck, laid back his ears, 
closed his eyes soul fu lly , and brayed.

It was not an unm usical bray, in a 
rough, w ire-edged  w ay, and w ith a little 
catch at the end o f  it, and Z e ro  was well 
pleased. T h e startling sound sent the 
echoes skittering up the lake, and all the 
w ild fo lk  w ho heard it m oved  uneasily.

A  blue heron, just about decided to 
launch his lon g  Southern flight, but loath 
to leave the shores o f  this lake, w here 
the fishing was unusually g ood , heard, and 
w ith a raucous k r - r - u k !  flapped out o f  the 
reeds a hundred yards aw ay, and set about 
putting distance between him  and that 
fearsom e noise. T h e last o f  the white 
throats, hidden in an alder thicket, chirped 
sleepily am ong them selves, and broke into 
querulous song. G rouse, perched in the
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spruce ju n gles, craned their necks in 
alarm, as they fro ze  into sudden rigidity.

In to  his m ou rn fu l plaint, Z e ro  put all 
the surcharged pathos o f  a griev in g  soul. 
T h e e ffort so soothed him  that he tried 
again. O nce  m ore  the echoes raced m ock 
ingly from  shore to shore— B r a w -w — h ie !  
B ren v -zv— h i e ! B r a w - w — h ie !  L ou d  at
first, but d im inishing as the sound w aves 
fled to  the opposite  end o f  the lake.

Y et on e echo took  on  a new  note 
strangely p ersisten t; a fierce, nasal tone, 
rough and u n c o u th — B w a -b w a -b z v a !  P uz
zled, Z e ro  listened. H e  was thrilled by 
the thought that he had m ade that lordly , 
com m anding  sound. H e  tried once m ore.

A  tw ig  cracked behind him, and he 
w hirled nervously. A  tall, sleek animal, 
slightly larger than him self, stood there, 
eying him. T h e  new com er was as long 
eared as his ow n  mate, A rctic , and with 
the same m ulelike head, yet a m ore curved, 
proboscislike m uzzle. Z ero  had never seen 
a cow  m oose, but he read in the m ild, 
curiosity-filled  eyes o f  the visitor that she 
intended him  no harm.

A t that instant there cam e from  a spot 
less than fifty  yards aw ay a thunderous 
crash ing o f  brush, and that bellow ing  call 
— B z v a -h z v a -b z m !

Z ero  ju m ped guiltily and wheeled. A t 
the edge o f  a birch  thicket near the water 
stood a ghostly  fo rm  in the w aning m oon 
light ; a bu lky thing with a gigantic spread 
o f  antlers.

In the pale lum inescence o f  the m oon  
the eyes o f  the bull m oose burned red with 
a v indictive rage. F o r  w eeks now  he had 
been conv in ced  that the w orld  was in a 
conspiracy  to  keep him  from  the side o f  
the mate intended fo r  him som ew here in 
these wilds.

T im e a fter  tim e he had sent his chal
lenging sum m ons ringing through the 
forest glades, and had heard the response 
o f  a mate. A lw ays, how ever, he arrived 
too  late. E ither the cow  had coy ly  van 
ished, or  had been charm ed by som e other 
bull. M ore  than once the great m oose had 
vanquished these truculent rivals as he 
cam e u pon  them , but w ithout rew ard. T h e  
Strange call o f  Z ero  he had interpreted

as the noisy  boasting o f  another b u ll ; and 
n ow  he w as here to  d o  battle.

Z ero , sensing that the atm osphere had 
taken on an inexplicable m enace, but un
decided just what to  do about it, stood 
fast. T h ere  was a ven gefu l snort from  
the giant b u l l ; then, low ering  his head un
til the stubby lance points bore straight 
ahead, he charged.

T h ere  was a fran tic  bray, and Z e ro  was 
being thrust ahead as though  struck by 
the pilot o f  a locom otive. B ravely  enough  
he turned to  fight, but he m ight as w ell 
have battled a tornado. H e w as scored, 
torn , c lu b bed ; and suddenly he knew  that 
he had enough.

1 T  was P ierre  L ’A n se ’s shout that 
1 brought old P rosper  G aspard hobbling 
to  the b a rn ; brought P apa Pappilons, and 
others.

“ T hat son o f  a gun  Z e r o ;  she’s back 
on ce m o r e !”  excla im ed P ierre . “ A n d , 
w o n  D i e u ,  look  w ’at has happened to  
h e e m ! I t ’eenks she fight a pack o f  dose 
l o u p -g a r o u  w o l f ;  h e i n ? ”

It was true that Z e ro  was back. H e  
was m unching oats w ith all the fe rv o r  o f  
a prodigal son assim ilating the fatted ca lf.

P ierre  started into the stall, to exam ine 
Z e ro ’s hurts m ore  closely.

“ M a  f o i l  T ak e c a r e !”  w arned old 
P rosper G aspard, and the others drew  in 
their breaths apprehensively. B ut it was 
too  late. Im pulsive P ierre, m oved  w ithin 
easy reach o f  those terrible heels.

F o r  a tense second the tableau held, as 
Z ero  le ft o f f  eating and turned his head 
as though m easuring the distance, and 
p ick ing  out a likely look in g  spot to drop  
his master. E ye  to eye they stood  regard 
ing each other.

T h e  battle was brie f. W h at P ierre  saw 
was som ething he alone cou ld  read. A s  a 
little gasp went up from  the on lookers, he 
stepped forw a rd , and slapped Z ero  con fi
dently on  the shanks. T h e  m ule trem bled, 
as though w ith  an em otion  long  dorm ant—  
gratitude tow ard his master— and rubbed 
his sore nose on P ierre ’s arm .in  a m anner 
that cou ld  not be mistaken.

Z ero , the devil, was tamed.



K in g ’s Ransom
By D . Stockbridge

Aiithor o f  “ Custody o f  the Child," “ The Gilded Youth," Etc.

T h e y  w e re  v e r y  d ifferen t p eo p le , C rab tree  w ith  a k n ife  in  his ribs, 
R iv e r to n  and the sailo r, w ith  m urder in th e ir  h earts, and the 
g ir l fro m  M aine. B ut th e y  w e r e  c u r io u s ly  a lik e  in o n e  p articu lar.

S
I N C E  late a ftern oon  R iverton  had 

been aw are that the sh ip ’s engines 
w ere stilled. It seem ed curious that, 
in the m idst o f  the dea fen in g  up

roar o f  the storm , that thin thread o f  si
lence should be noticeable above every
thing else. T h e  m otion , too , had changed. 
It was not on ly  that the vibration  had 
ceased but that, w here h ereto fore  there 
had been a definite gu id ing  purpose 
through all the senseless pitch ing about, 
n ow  there w as on ly  a helpless, incoherent 
tossing.

It was true that the captain had m an
aged to  keep steeragew ay by  means o f  
ju ry  rigg ing  hastily contrived  b e fore  the 
early dark set in. M iracu lou sly  it had 
held already m ore than s ix  hours. W h en  
it w ent, there w ould  be noth ing m ore to 
be done.

A lon e  in the little sm okin g  room , R iv er 
ton  was thankful that it was not a passen
ger ship, to be filled n ow  w ith  terrified 
w om en and perhaps children. Besides the

crew , there was on ly  h im self and C rab
tree, a rou n d -faced , bald-headed little man 
o f  the traveling-salesm an type, w hose card 
announced him  as “ C. M . Crabtree, 
A g e n t,”  and w ho w as bound on  som e m ys
terious errand fro m  C apetow n to  the 
States.

R iverton  had no ob jection  to Crabtree, 
but he w as glad he had stuck to  his cabin, 
on  this final evening. A ft e r  all, what 
cou ld  one say to a man w ith  w hom  one 
had played chess every  night fo r  a w eek 
— under these circu m stan ces?

R iverton  had alw ays lived in cities 
where m an ’s p ow er and inventiveness tri
um phed over insensate natural forces . H e  
had never b e fo re  been in danger o f  his 
life . H e  realized w ith  a h a lf sm ile that 
he was lam entably ignorant o f  the eti
quette p roper to  such occasions. H e  
should not have know n what to  say to 
C rabtree; w hether to  be flippant or  seri
ous. It w ould  have been— horrible, i f  
Crabtree had w anted to pray.
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N o, it was m uch better as it was. F o r  
all he knew, w hen the final m om ent cam e, 
he m ight be a fra id . H e  thought o f  it as 
a m an thinks o f  an inevitable attack o f  
seasickness, during w hich he prefers to be 
alone.

A n d  yet, as the hours passed, his isola
tion began to  w ear on  his nerves. It was 
not this w aiting fo r  death that bothered 
him. It was the contem plation  o f  the 
vast means used to com pass this puny 
e n d ; this theatrical extravagance o f  h ow l
ing w ind and m ountainous w ater, when 
another attack o f  the fever that was send
ing him hom e to  the States w ould  have 
achieved the same end m uch m ore eco 
nom ically.

T h e air in the close-sealed cabin stifled 
him. H e  staggered to the door  opening 
on to  the lee deck, pulled it open, and 
stepped out. E ven  here he fou n d  him self 
in a w hirlpool o f  sprav-drenched w ind, 
obliged to c ling  to the door  handle fo r  sup
port.

A n d  then he saw, by the dim light from  
the porthole, a very  curious thing. B e
tween the cabin and the rail, on the slip
pery, tilting plane o f  the deck, tw o men 
w ere fighting. T h eir  deadly intent was 
evident in every line o f  their crouched, 
taut figures. B alancing like circus acro
bats on the w avering  footh o ld , they circled 
and feinted and attacked, backed by  the 
gaunt gray  shadow s o f  w aves that w ould  
speedily en gu lf them both,

R iverton  stared in am azem ent. It 
seem ed incredible that, in the face  o f  a 
com m on  destruction , tw o men should put 
them selves to  the trouble o f  trying to  kill 
each other.

H e  savr the light '’ ash along  a draw n 
blade and cried  c u f a w arning, but his 
vo ice  Vas plucked Horn his lips and flung 
aside so quickly that he hardly heard it 
h im self. A t the same instant the kn ife  
descended, and a sudden m ovem ent o f  the 
ship threw  a dark, lim p fo rm  into his 
arms.

A lm ost in the sam e breath— so quickly 
did instinct w ork  in him — he kicked open 
the d oor  behind him, drew  the w ounded 
m an into the '■=»hin, slamm ed the d oor  to,

and shot the bolt. H e  heard the instant, 
heavy im pact o f  a b od y  against the w ood , 
and then nothing m ore. H e  turned his 
attention to the victim  o f  this extraord i
nary encounter, and saw that it was Crab
tree.

T h e k n ife  had caught him in the breast, 
and it was clear to the m ost hasty exam i
nation that he cou ld  not live. But he was 
quite conscious, and his hands dragged 
pu rposefu lly  at the fastenings o f  his shirt. 
W ith  som e little difficulty he unbuckled 
and drew  out an odd  belt o f  fo lded  
cham ois, w ith hard little lumps sewed into 
it at intervals, and thrust it into R iv e rto n ’s 
hand.

“ D iam onds,”  he w hispered hoarsely. 
R iverton  started, and the cham ois belt 
sw ung in his shaking hand. H e  looked  
at Crabtree incredulously, his senses trou 
bled, even in this extrem ity, w ith the 
m agic that clings to the idea o f  treasure.

“ D iam onds,”  m uttered Crabtree again, 
his breath laboring, and he m otioned fo r  
R iverton  to  fasten the belt about his ow n  
waist. “ K in g ’s ra n so m !”  Seeing that the 
youn g  m an was obey in g  his im perative 
gesture, he fell back on the crim son  carpet.

F o r  an instant the cabin seem ed filled 
w ith p e r fu m e s ; the rustle o f  fabulous 
silk s; lights sh ining on  jew els in the en
tr ’acte o f  an o p e r a ; f lo w e rs ; the m ovem ent 
o f  spirited h o rs e s ; p ic tu re s ; the beautifu l 
bindings o f  great books, carefu lly  loved 
and know n. C urious how  on e ’s secret 
dream s leap to the su rface in m om ents 
such as th is ! A s  a d row n in g  m an re
view s his life --------

R iverton  returned w ith a gasp to the 
present, and fou n d  that he w as trem bling. 
Crabtree, raised o n  one elbow , w ith  ou t
stretched, w avering  hand, the nails catch
ing  the light lik e  little g leam ing claw s, 
seem ed try ing  to  con vey  som ething fu r 
ther— one m ore idea o f  the hundreds he 
w ould  never utter.

O r  was he po in tin g?  R iverton , turn
ing his head this w ay and that, saw in 
the round disk o f  a porthole the face  o f  a 
man, nose flattened against the heavy 
glass, lips draw n back fro m  the greedy  
m outh. Im possible to  tell '^ w  lon g  that



KING’S RANSOM 171

face  had been there, or  how  m uch it had 
seen ! Instantly it w as w ithdraw n into 
the darkness.

“ H e — he------- ”  C rabtree ’s voice  broke
in an incoherent shriek. H is desperate 
hands clutched at his breast. H e  fell fo r 
w ard on  the crim son  carpet and lay still.

But R iverton  was still staring at the 
blank porthole. That face  was the face 
he had seen fo r  an instant as the cabin 
d oor  sw ung open— the face o f  the man 
w ho had killed Crabtree. W h o  had, p er 
haps, seen Crabtree g ive him  the dia
m onds. A n  instinctive contraction  o f  the 
m uscles put him  on  the defen sive , as he 
had seen Crabtree on  the defensive, and 
his hand went to the belt now  buckled 
around his waist.

T h en  he paused in am azem ent. W h at 
curious instinct was it that m ade the three 
o f  them kin— him self, and the little dia
m ond buyer, and the rough  sailor w ho 
had m urdered fo r  g a in ?  A  terrible thing, 
this greed, that changed the proportion s o f  
all m oral codes, and neutralized every c iv 
ilized instinct. It was in fectin g  him  now  
with a new  fever o f  determ ination, and 
the hope that he m ight som ehow  win free 
o f  the peril in w hich  he fou n d  h im self. 
H e felt a disdain fo r  the im m ense pow er 
o f  nature, as com pared w ith this pow er 
that was strapped around his waist, i f  he 
cou ld  on ly get aw ay— if  he cou ld  on ly get 
a w a y !

'T 'H E  actual m om ent o f  shipw reck was 
different from  any o f  the m any p ic

tures his fancy  had painted fo r  him.
T h ere  was the sharp report, like a gun 

shot, as the sail tore free, and then the 
feeling  o f  being tossed helplessly, like a 
cork  in a mill race. T h e  sw ivel chair, 
clam ped to the floor, to  w hich  R iverton  
was clinging, broke loose, and he narrow ly 
escaped being crushed against the wall. 
T hen  he realized— just h ow  he could  not 
say— that in the m idst o f  its erratic plung- 
ings the ship was taking a definite angle, 
was tilting— tilting perilously.

H e  flung h im self tow ard the door, and 
w renched open the bolt just as a w hite
faced  steward was trying to fo r ce  an en

trance. F o r  an instant they clung to  the 
d oor  fram e, staring at each other, and the 
stew ard ’s face  and bod y  dripped wet on 
the red carpet.

“ Boats on the lee side, sir ,”  he said, 
gasping fo r  breath. “ W h e re ’s M r. C rab
tree, s ir ? ”  A s  he asked the question  he 
saw the bod y  crouched  against the wall 
w here a w ave had throw n it, but his sur
prise was deadened by this greater terror. 
“ Praise G aw d, w e a in ’t a passenger s h ip !”  
he said, and was gone again into the dark 
ness.

R iverton  m ade his difficult w ay to the 
place w here a h alf-seen  grou p  o f  seamen 
w ere trying to low er boats into the suck
ing depths.

“ A s  well ju m p overb oard ,”  thought 
R iverton , but he clim bed in w hen ordered 
to do so, conscious o f  no terror, but only 
a detached interest, and a g row in g  inner 
excitem ent. H e  had becom e consum ed 
w ith the conv iction  that the end o f  the 
adventure was not yet. H e  fou n d  h im self 
h old ing  his breath, as though each m om ent 
sa fely  passed put danger that m uch fa r 
ther behind him.

O verhead he caught fragm ents o f  com 
m ands, broken  o f f  and twisted b y  the 
w ind. S om eth ing  appeared to have gone 
w ron g  w ith the falls. H e  saw  shadow y 
figures o f  sailors c lin g in g  to  the davits, 
w ork in g  at the ropes, and then one o f  
them leaped into the boat beside him.

A t the same instant a cry  broke out 
above th e m ; there was the sensation o f  
being  sw ept up against the clouds, o f  h o v 
ering over the deck, o f  being sucked dow n, 
dow n  into the open  m onth o f  the sea. H e  
seem ed to rem em ber sailors saw ing w ild ly  
at the ropes— the sudden w rench  as they 
broke free.

But o f  this he cou ld  not be sure. F or  
the first time fear stifled him . H e  cou ld  
no longer see the ship. H e  lay flat in the 
bottom  o f  the boat, his arm s clenched un
der one o f  the low  seats, cow erin g  b e fo re  
his first encounter w ith the infinite.

T h en  a hand shook  his shoulder and a 
vo ice  shouted in his e a r :

“ Bail ’ er out, i f  yer d on ’t w anna be 
sw a m p ed !”
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H e  raised h im self then, and accepted the 
metal pail that was thrust into his hand. 
T h rou gh  the age-lon g  night he was co m 
fortab ly  conscious o f  the presence o f  the 
other man beside him.

B y  m orning he was so exhausted that 
his arms m oved m echanically, attached to 
a body  that was alm ost asleep. H e  failed 
to notice that w hile the sea was still high 
the w ind was alm ost gone and the sky had 
cleared.

T h e first light o f  dawn roused him 
abruptly. Still bem used by exhaustion he 
looked out across the sea w ith a feeling 
that he had never know n b e fo re — a grati
tude fo r  the b lood  in his veins, the breath 
in his body. It was fu lly  a m inute be fore  
he thought o f  his com panion . T hen  he 
turned his head and looked  straight into 
the face o f  the man he had seen- at the 
porthole, the man w ho had killed C rab
tree, the man w ho had seen Crabtree give 
him the diam onds.

A n d  he saw in the m an’s eyes that his 
life  hung by a hair— on less than the toss 
o f  a die.

Seen thus in daylight, he rem em bered 
him w e ll : an enorm ous, slow -m ovin g
creature w ith a w ide face, huge as the 
countenance o f  the m oon faced  giant o f  
R iverton ’s ch ildhood , and abnorm ally 
long, corded  arm s, and a m op o f  ch ild 
ishly blond  hair. H e  had seen the fe llow  
m any times, scrubbing dow n the decks, 
barefoot, in a sleeveless jersey  displaying 
his m assive chest and short, sinew y neck. 
R iverton  rem em bered particularly the 
m an ’s hands, strong  as steel traps, and bis 
small eyes, set close together in his w ide 
expanse o f  face.

Instinctively  he glanced dow n  at his 
ow n  hands, and thought how  w om anish 
they looked  by com parison.

H is slight physique was wasted by ill
ness, w orn  dow n  by the exhausting expe
rience o f  the night. H e  saw  h im self again 
at the m ercy o f  a fo rce  that cou ld  not be 
reached by reason, that cou ld  be countered 
on ly  in kind.

Instinctively  he looked about fo r  help, 
but the ship and the boats w ere gone. 
T h e  sea was a bare welter o f  tossing

waves, above w hich  the rising sun shone 
as through  a mist. T h e  last w isps o f  w ind
b low n  cloud  were a bouquet o f  tinted 
flow ers against the blue bow l o f  the sky. 
It seem ed a pity to die on  such a beautifu l 
m orning. I f  he on ly  had som e sort o f  
w e a p o n !

T h e sailor, interpreting his m ovem ent, 
laughed. H e seem ed good-natured  
enough, and in no particular hurry.

“ W h y  don 't you  call a c o p ? ”
R iv e rto n ’s thoughts w ere racing  now . 

N o  g ood , o f  course, to o ffer  the fe llow  
the diam onds. A s  long  as R iverton  lived 
there w ould  be a w itness to the killing o f  
Crabtree. R iverton  dead, and there w ould 
be no w itness to anything, i f  once the 
sailor cou ld  escape this sm iling C irce, this 
ocean w ith her bland silver miles o f  un
traveled waters. I f  he cou ld  escape! That 
was it, o f  course— the w eapon  in R iv e r 
ton ’s hands— this subtle brain o f  his, 
stronger than knives and pistols.

“ Y o u  m ight as well hand over the belt,”  
said the sailor. H is  tongue did not speak 
the w ord  “ d iam on ds,”  but his eyes held it. 
T h ey  burned covetously  under his ruffled 
blond brow s in the m idst o f  his w ide, 
good-natured  face. “ I f  y ou  hand over the 
belt w it ’out no fuss, I ain ’t in no hurry 
— about the rest,”  the man went on . H is 
eyes blazed and his tongue wet his dry 
lips.

“ I guess I'll keep the belt,”  said R iv er 
ton. H e  saw the m an ’s hands clench and 
unclench on  the gunw ale o f  the boat. T h e 
look  between them was as close as the 
look  between duelists- fen cin g  w ith  ra
piers. A n d  like a duelist, R iverton  poised 
h im self as he delivered his thrust. “ T he 
diam onds w o n ’t do you  m uch g ood , i f  you  
can ’t get aw ay— from  the sea.”

T h e fe llow  w inced.
“ T o u c h e !  T o u c h e ! ”  thought R iverton  

exultantly.
“ A w , you  can ’t b lu ff me. I ’ll get away 

right enough. T h e re ’s provisions, and 
there’s ships passing.”

“ N ot here. W e ’re w ay but o f  the 
course— som ew here in the m iddle o f  the 
south Atlantic. T h ere  w o n ’t be any ships 
passing here.”
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“ W e ll, I ’ll take m y chance. A n d  I ’ll 
take— the belt, to o .”  H e  half rose, and 
R iverton  had the feeling o f  a m ountain 
about to fall upon him. H e  must strike 
up at that threatening mass, sw iftly , with 
keen w ords.

‘ ‘ Suppose I w ere to get you  back into 
the path o f  ships— that w ou ld  be w orth  
w aiting fo r , w ou ld n ’t i t ? ”

F o r  a m om ent he d idn ’t know  whether 
the man had heard him, so contorted  with 
desire was his face. T h en  the sailor re
laxed again against the thwart.

“ W ell, speak u p ! W h a d d o  you  m ea n ?”
“ I mean that I understand mathematics 

— enough to find out w here w e are—  
enough to set ou r course. I suppose 
there’ll be charts and a com pass and a 
sextant in the locker. W ell, w ith luck 
and g ood  w eather I can get us back into 
the w ay o f  ships w here w e'll stand a 
chance o f  being picked up. I f  y o u ’ll 
agree to let me alone, I 'll do  it, and when 
w e a r c  p icked up, I 'll g ive you  half the 
diam onds— and I '11 hold m y tongue about 
C rabtree.”

T h ere  was a long  pause, broken  only 
by the slap o f  w aves against the s id e ; a 
ridiculously  trifling sound to be filling this 
im m ensity. R iverton  rem em bered hear
ing it against the canvas o f  a canoe on a 
M aine lake, with a girl in a shade hat sit
ting opposite. H is  heart in this m om ent 
yearned over that girl, although he had 
never loved her.

H is m ind fo llow ed  each shade o f  
thought passing behind the sa ilor ’s light- 
blue eyes on  w hich his ow n  w ere undeviat- 
ingly fixed. T he fe llow  was w eighing the 
chances o f  what he said being true. H e 
was thinking that it w ould  be w orth  his 
while to wait, to contain that longing  that 
was urging him to hold in his hands those 
shining pebbles o f  his desire, if by w ait
ing  he cou ld  escape.

A n d  then there was that faint w avering 
that meant doubt— doubt o f  R iverton ’s 
g ood  fa i th ; and then again that shining 
look  o f  greed. W h y  be content w ith half 
the plunder w hen the w hole was within 
his g ra sp ?  H is eyes dropped . R iverton  
knew  as though he had heard the w ords

that this m an w ou ld  accept his conditions, 
and the instant that land rose above the 
h orizon , or  a sail bore dow n  on  them, or 
a funnel sm udged the sky, he w ould  kill 
again, qu ickly  and w ithout m alice, leaving- 
no trace.

W ell, so be it, i f  in the interval R iv er 
ton ’s shrew d brain, that served him so 
well, cou ld  think o f  no trick. A t  least he 
w ould  have tim e— hours, perhaps days, fo r  
thinking and planning.

T h e sa ilor ’s g ru dgin g  voice  broke in on  
his th ou gh ts :

“ T h e lock er ’s behind you . T h ere ’ll be 
gru b  and drink there. I ’ll rig  a sail w hen 
y o u ’re ready to take our bearings.”

“ Y o u  agree, th en ?”
“ S u re ! W ’at else can I  d o ? ”
T h eir  glances met and w avered and fell 

aw ay. It w as clear that each w as think
ing  his separate thoughts.

V R T  in the days that fo llow ed  they w ere 
outw ardly  fr iend ly  enough. T h ey  

took  w atch and w atch about, hold in g  the 
boat’s nose to her course across the blue 
plate o f  the Atlantic. Calm seas and brisk 
breezes favored  them. T h e  ocean upheld 
them tranquilly, as on  a round blue dish 
that m oved  as they m oved , so that they 
w ere always in the m iddle o f  it. T h e 
sailor doled out their grub in m odest ra
tions, and every noon  R iverton  took  their 
bearings and set their course.

A s  yet they su ffered  no privation , un
less it was the loss o f  sleep. In  this w ay 
on ly  their distrust was apparent. A  dozen 
times in the night watches the sleeper 
w ould  start up, broad awake, look  a ft to 
the im perturbable figure at the oar, and 
then, m om entarily  satisfied, com pose him 
self again fo r  slum ber.

M uch  o f  the nights R iverton  spent ly 
ing on his back staring up at the brilliant 
stars that looked  like open  w indow s o f  
radiance in the close  h eav en s; or  else 
seem ed so infinitely rem ote that, com pu t
ing their distance, he felt sick and dizzy, 
and clung w ith  dam p hands to  the thwarts 
o f  the sw aying goat, fee lin g  h im self about 
to  plunge o ff  into that star-sprinkled void.

T h en  he w ould  close  his eyes, thinking,



174 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

th in k in g ; som etim es he thought o f  fan 
tastic w ays o f  ou tw itting  the sailor. 
Som etim es he thought o f  things and places 
and people forgotten  fo r  y e a r s ; perhaps 
n ow  never to be seen again. T h en  he 
w ou ld  d r ift  o f f  to sleep, and start up, feel
ing  crushing hands on  his neck— -hands 
strong  as steel traps— and wake to  the 
bare sea, the heaving boat, and the m o
tionless figure sitting in the stern.

D uring  the day they w ould  som etim es 
talk together. O nce  R iverton , rousing 
from  a lon g  reverie, heard the sailor sing
ing— o f  all things— “ T h e Sidew alks o f  
N ew  Y o rk .”  H is vo ice  bellow ed im pu
dently over the w ide o c e a n :

“ Out in front o f  Casey’s old brown wooden stoop 
On a summer evening------ ”

“ Y o u  from  N ew  Y o r k ? ”  he asked idly. 
H e  had been speculating on this person 
ality, know n intim ately now  fo r  several 
days, and yet not know n at all.

“ Y u p ! A v en oo  A . ”
“ H o w ’d you  happen to g o  to sea ?”
“ K id  foolishness. S tow ed aw ay aboard 

a tram p, and they m ade m e w ork  fo r  m y 
grub. B een  sailin ’— or stok in ’— ever 
since.”

A n d  then cam e the question that R iv er 
ton  had asked h im self m any times, with 
am usem ent, w ith curiosity , w ith specu
lative w o n d e r :

“ W h a t are you  g o in g  to d o  w ith the dia
m onds— w hen you  get th em ?”

T h e  seaman shot a glance at him, sud
denly d istrustful.

“ N on e o ’ you r  dam n business.”
“ I  know  it isn’ t ,”  said R iverton  coolly . 

“ D o n ’t tell m e i f  you  d on ’t want to .”  
H e  turned his head aw ay indifferently, 
but his thoughts w ere busy w ith  his com 
panion. W h at, he w ondered, cou ld  be the 
ideal o f  happiness o f  such a m an ? W h at 
dream  w ould  he try  to buy fo r  h im self 
w ith  his belt o f  d iam on ds? F o r  that, un
less on e w ere a m iser lov in g  go ld  fo r  its 
ow n  sake, was what fortu ne meant— the 
p ow er to buy a dream .

H e  knew  well enough  what he w ould  
buy fo r  h im self, but he was sufficiently the 
ph ilosopher to question w hether the real

ity, once bought, w ould  have the fascina
tion o f  the dream .

It w as draw ing on  to sunset. T h e  sharp 
edge o f  the sea w as veiled with spilled 
c o lo r ; sky and w ater becam e an empty 
crystal ball filled w ith floating light. It 
was the hour o f  deck-chair confidences, 
spoken so ft ly  between long  glances. T h e 
seaman broke the silence w ith  an ex traor
dinary s o u n d : a lon g-draw n  sentimental 
sigh.

“ I ’ll buy me a g rog  house in Shanghai, 
dow n  by the w harves.”  Spoken  so, the 
w ords had a pleasantly rem iniscent sound, 
like the w ords o f  o ld  popular songs. “ A n d  
I ’ll have m e som e o f  them dance girls, 
with ukuleles--------”

R iverton ’s lips tw itched, but he lay still 
w ith his head turned aw ay and said noth
ing.

'T H E  next phase o f  their adventure be
gan when their grub ran out and the 

water g ot low , and the scavenger fish be
gan to fo llo w  the boat, ly in g  ju st under 
the water. R iverton  rem em bered stories 
o f  m en lost in the desert, w atching the 
vultures circling , w aiting--------

N ursing  hunger, the seam an becam e 
m oody. H is sullen eyes hardly le ft R iv 
erton, and his m outh was close, greedy. 
H is face  becam e again the face in the 
porthole, ferociou s w ith desire.

R iverton ’s sleep w as filled w ith n ight
mares. E xcep t w hen exhaustion  o v er 
cam e him, he lay cra ftily  w ith closed eyes, 
plotting. In  the daytim e lie scarcely took  
his eyes from  the h orizon , fo r  he calcu 
lated that they had reached again the path 
o f  ships, and he knew  that the first time 
that curved line o f  the sea was broken  by 
a hull, the m om ent had com e.

H e  did  not tell the seaman what he 
knew, but he fancied that the other 
guessed. H e  seem ed to read a m ounting 
tide o f  determ ination in the h ollow , burn- 
ing glance that fo llo w e d  him.

O n  the third day o f  fasting  they cut 
dow n  the sail, and used it fo r  a shelter 
from  the sun. T h ey  lay still, one at either 
end o f  the boat, their eyes alternately on 
the h orizon  and on each other. A rou n d
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them  the w ater boiled  w ith the w aiting 
fish.

R iverton  thanked G od  w hen the dark 
cam e on, shutting fro m  him the sight o f  
those staring eyes in w hich  he saw the be 
ginnings o f  delirium .

W e a k  as he was, his ow n  brain was 
dea r. H e  m ade a last reckon ing o f  his 
chances. I f  the sailor went m ad with 
fever, he, R iverton , had no chance, ship 
o r  no sh ip ; if  a ship appeared w hile the 
sailor slept, he m ight w in  th ro u g h ; but 
if a ship appeared, and the sailor saw it 
— w ell, the fish overside w ou ld  dine well, 
that was all.

H e  thought again o f  w aiting until the 
other slept, and o f  creeping upon him. 
T h e thought was not a naw one, but now , 
as be fore , he dism issed it. H e  knew  he 
w ould  have no chance against the other 
m an ’s w aking. N oth in g  but a m iracle 
cou ld  save him. W ith  a w ry  sm ile he 
adm itted to  h im self that he was not in a 
position  to dem and a m iracle.

T h e  night w ore  on. T h e seam an’s de
lirious w anderings died  dow n  in heavy 
slum ber. T ow a rd  daw n R iverton  relaxed 
and slept, fo r  he had decided, w hen the 
m om ent cam e, what he w ould  do.

T h e  sun rose into a sky w ithout a cloud , 
and by its light R iverton  saw the peak o f  
a sail cut by the horizon  line. H is heart 
sh ook  w ith m ingled jo y  and fear. S u p
pose it passed by and le ft  th em ! S u p
pose it cam e on  and fou n d  th e m !

H e  turned tow ard  his com panion  and 
fou n d  the m an ’s eyes fixed not on  the ship 
but on him. H e  knew  that the m om ents 
o f  danger passed w ere as noth ing to  the 
peril in w hich he now  stood. T h e  sea
m an, m addened w ith  privation  and the 
near attainm ent o f  his dearest desire, was 
beyond the p ow er o f  reason to stay. A n d 
R iverton  had no fo r ce  to  oppose to this 
m adness. H is weakness was so great that 
the w orld  sw u ng about him  w hen he lifted  
his head.

N o w  suddenly civilization  was sw am ped. 
F o r  these tw o  m en it m ight never have 
existed . U ntil this instant they had held 
to  som e vestige o f  illusion that it is p os
sible fo r  m an to  rise above his preh istoric

ancestor. B ut n ow , as though  that shin
ing sail had been a signal, pretense fell 
fr o m  them  and the situation em erged fo r  
what it w as— raw  desire to kill against 
the determ ination to  survive.

H atred  burst between them  like a flash 
o f  gun pow der. It had been there all 
along, hut quiescent. N o w  it flared into 
life .

T h e  seaman rose unsteadily, bracing 
h im self w ith his knees. Joy  was in him, 
fo r  his enem y w as in his hands. B lessed 
is it to slay and sa tis fy in g  to  the heart o f  
m an ! H e  was blinded by  the flash o f  
unseen stones, brighter than the sun. B e
fo re  his eyes danced fantastic v isions o f  a 
tidy little g ro g  shop ov erlook in g  the 
broad P acific  and the w harves o f  Shang
hai. H e  heard the tinkling bracelets o f  
dancing girls.

R iverton  lay still, h o ld in g  h im self 
steady. H e  saw  that the difficult th ing 
about dueling is not to  strike, but to  re
fra in  from  strik ing too  soon . T h e thing 
to  d o  is to  w ait fo r  y ou r  open ing, and 
then to thrust hom e so there w ill be no 
need o f  a second blow .

H e  saw  that the m an advancing on  him  
was essentially m ad, and re jo iced  that it 
was so. H e  unbuckled the cham ois belt 
and held it in  his hand.

“ H i !”  he shouted. “ C om e get you r 
share o f  the loot. I t ’ll bu y  y ou  a hundred 
g ro g  sh o p s ! T h e re ’s nothing you  can ’ t 
buy  fo r  half a belt o f  d ia m on d s!”

“ I ’ll have it all.”  T h e  vo ice  o f  the sailor 
was rasping s o f t ; it seem ed to  shake the 
boat.

“ H a lf  o f  it ’s m ine,”  taunted R iverton . 
“ H a lf o f  it ’s m in e !”

“ N ot one shiny sparkler o f  it ’ s yours. 
P lere ’s days and weeks I ’ve been lying 
here, w aitin ’ fo r  the tim e to  take ’em— — ”  

“ T ak e them, th e n !”  taunted R iverton . 
“ But you  never w ill. Y o u  haven ’t the 
nerve. Y o u ’ll lie th inking o f  y ou r  Sh ang
hai w harves and you r slant-eyed girls, and
the jin g le  o f  their ukuleles--------”

H e  stopped. H is w ords seem ed to  have 
pulled the crou ch in g  giant tow ard  him. 
H e  w as standing upright, sw aying. “ M ad  
as a loon ,”  thought R iverton , tim ing his
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blow . H e  lifted  the sw inging  belt taunt
ingly ov er  his head.

“ D ia m o n d s !”  he cried . “ K in g ’s ran
s o m !”  H e  w atched the sailor reach out 
his greedy  hand, heard his laugh o f  tri
um ph, and, with the last vestige o f  his fa il
ing  strength, he threw  the diam ond belt 
into the sea.

It splashed am ong the circlin g  fish, lay 
fo r  an instant on  the su rface, and began 
to  sink, too  far out fo r  any oar to  reach 
it. T h e  sailor, seeing on ly  his prize elud
in g  him  at the very  m om ent o f  capture, 
hurled h im self in to the sea, reaching fo r  
it w ith  lon g  strokes. T h e  w aves, w ith  the 
sound o f  a giant kettle boiling, closed 
over him.

A Y E A R  later, R iverton , fo llow in g  the 
lead o f  the girl w ith w hom  he was 

riding, drew  rein on  the crest o f  a hill 
overlook in g  his pleasant suburban estate in 
W estchester. T h e  a ftern oon  was crisp 
and c le a r ; the ride had been exh ila ra tin g ; 
the girl w as very  p r e tty ; the horses w ere 
g ood — and his ow n. Y e t, fo r  all that, 
there w as som ething w ron g  w ith  the p ic
ture. Perhaps it was that od d  note in the 
g ir l’s vo ice  w hen she spoke.

“ I t ’s a divine place, isn ’t it ?  But I 
think the best th ing about it is the w ay 
you  got it— your fortune, I mean. I do 
think these— er— sudden fortunes are so 
rom antic. G old , w asn ’t i t ? ”

“ D iam onds,”  said R iverton  shortly. 
T hen, look in g  dow n  into the pretty, e x 
cited face, he softened . “ I nearly lost 
them once, too. A  man tried to take them 
from  me, but at night I w orried  them out 
o f  the seam o f  the belt w here they w ere

sewed. He went after the belt and never
discovered  the diam onds w ere gon e.”

“ N e v e r? ”  she breathed, hanging on  his 
w ords.

“ W e ll ,”  said R iverton  grim ly, “ not until 
— too  late.”

“ H o w  th rilling ! A n d  you  never lost 
them— not o n e ? ”

“ N ot o n e !”  H e  look ed  into her eyes, 
w onderin g  how  m uch o f  that softness was 
due to the fact that he had “ never lost 
any— not on e .”  But a fter  all she w as so 
pretty, and he was rather fon d  o f  her—  
deucedly  fon d , i f  the truth w ere told. H e 
said som ething he hadn ’t m eant to say.

“ T h e y ’re pretty  diam onds. Shall I g ive 
you  o n e ? ”  T h e  so ft  eyes dropped  and he 
went on  p ersu as ive ly : “ W h e n  I  w as toss
ing  around in m y lifeboat I prom ised  m y 
se lf to  buy  m yse lf this— all this— the 
house, the horses, the life . A n d — and I 
quite had a thought o f  y ou  as fitting into 
the picture. I rem em bered that sum m er 
in  M aine, y ou  see. But y o u  never were 
very  nice to m e there.”

“ Y o u ’re not pretending you  w ere in love 
w ith  m e then, are you  ?”  she dem anded.

“ Y o u ’re not pretending y o u ’re in love 
w ith  m e n o w !”  he retorted.

“ Y es , I am ,”  she said. “ I ’m  pretending 
ju st as hard as I c a n !”

H e r  eyes held him and drew  him . H er 
lips enchained him. A fte r  all, it was not 
her fau lt i f  the captured reality w ould  
never be as sweet as the uncaptured dream .

C urious thing— this greed, that made 
them all kin— him self and Crabtree, and 
the m oon faced  sailor, and this girl w ith 
the reflected glint in her eyes o f  little shin
ing  stones.

‘  lll!lllll!l!ll!!!!II!lll!l!i!l!!l!ll!!!!ll!lllllllll!ll
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O s

O E B R U A R Y  is notoriously  a disagree- 
1  able m onth. In  D ecem ber we are fresh  
and eager fo r  the sharp frosts  and fo r  
Christm as. In  January w e still carry  on  
well. In  M arch  w e have the first s o ft  
w inds that carry  a prom ise o f  a welcom ei 
spring. But F eb ru a ry ! T h en , it is true 
that the days begin  not on ly  to lengthen 
but to  seem longer. T h en , i f  ever, wte 
look  at the pictures o f  w ealthy fo lk s sun
ning them selves at Palm  Beach in gay 
bathing suits and think that som etim es w e 
m ight envy them. W e  never do envy them. 
It is better, to our w ay o f  thinking, to take 
seasons ju st as w e try  to take people— < 
as they com e. It takes all sorts o f  people 
to  m ake up a w orld  and all sorts o f  seasons 
to m ake up a genuine year. T o  du ck  
F ebruary  by fly ing South is like ducking 
m arriage, or having children, or  experienc
ing  vicissitudes o f  various sorts. It may 
be easier, but you  m iss som ething. H a lf 
the pleasure o f  o ld  age m ust lie in the 
ability to  describe v ivid ly  to  on e ’s grand
children the terrible w inters one has 
know n in the old  days.

* * *  *

C L E E T  and icy  pavem ents, m uddy roads 
and northw est w inds, chill m ornings 

and frosty  m idnights, blizzards o f  various 
sorts and degrees— these things are charm 
ing  to  look  back upon  and boast about.

T h ere  are other g o o d  points about F eb 
ruary. T h ere  are tw o  holidays, fo r  in
stance, the birthdays o f  G eorge  W a sh in g 
ton  and A braham  L in coln . I f  F ebruary 
gave us tw o  such A m ericans as these there 
m ust be a heart o f  gold  in the rough  old  
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m onth a fter  all. T h e  old  almanac m akers 
w ho still half believed in astrology  placed 
the m onth under tw o  signs. A quarius, the 
w ater bearer, ruled the first h alf o f  it— > 
not a bad idea fo r  a proh ib ition  land like 
this. A n d  the last half lay under the dom i
nation o f  that m ysterious sign  o f  the fish 
w hich  in old  days had som ehow  becom e 
identified w ith  the beginnings o f  Christi
anity. Y o u  w ill find it inscribed over and 
ov er  in the catacom bs o f  R om e. A braham  
L in coln  was born  under A quarius. H e  
never took  a drink. G eorge  W ash in gton  
cam e under P isces. H e , like T im oth y , o c 
casionally  took  a little w ine fo r  his stom 
ach ’s sake, was strict about taking the com 
m union  and also w as a vestrym an in the 
church. 1 he on ly  other holiday in the 
m onth is the feast o f  St. Valentine. H e  
lived so lon g  ago that w e scarcely  know 1' 
w hat his habits w ere. A t  any rate his 
m em ory  lends a little g lam our to the frozen  
time o f  year.

* * * *

1 4  E R E  is another reflection suitable fo r  
1  the slipperiest, sleetiest day in the 

m onth. W e  have always felt that the times 
w hich  seem ed m ost unpleasant, w hen m is
ery  cam e closest to us to  chill us w ith her 
frozen  breath— -we have felt that these 
w ere the m ost produ ctive  and creative 
times. W h e n  w e are happy and sm ug and 
com fortab le  w e are on ly  laying up fo r  ou r
selves fu ture days o f  depression . W h e n  
w e face  a bu ffeting  gale w e are stim ulated 
to  the thought and energy thatf makes for 
happiness som e later time. In  a land of 
perpetual sum m er— either o f  the seasons, 
or o f  the em otions and intellect— people
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w ax lazy and indolent. W e  w ould  not 
care to be E sk im os, nor have w e any die- 
sire to be Sou th  Sea Islanders w ith  gar
lands o f  hibiscus in ou r hair. W e  take our 
stand som ew here betw een the tw o. W e re  
F ebru ary  taken from  us w e w ould  miss 
her. N o  longer m ight w e boast how  w e 
fe ll dow n  the ice-coated  steps w ithout 
breaking our neck, nor how  high the drifts 
w ere between the house and the barn. A, 
frostb itten  ear is a sad thing at the time, 
but later it m ay be an ob ject to  w hich 
on e points w ith pride.

* * * *

T P H E  weather bureau says that January 
is the coldest m onth  in  the year, but 

som ehow  F ebru ary  feels colder. It is the 
shortest m onth  in the year, but som ehow  
it feels longer. It is perhaps the best 
w ork in g  m onth in the year. A lw a ys there 
has been som ething doin g  in F ebruary. 
F o r  instance, go ld  w as d iscovered  in  
A ustra lia  in F ebruary. Captain C ook , the 
alleged pirate, w as hanged in F ebruary. 
T h e  R usso-Japanese W a r  started in the 
same m onth o f  another year. I t  w as in  
F ebru ary  that the M a in e  was b low n  up 
and one year later in F ebru ary  the treaty 
o f  peace between Spain and the U nited 
States was ratified by  the Senate. U pper 
and low er Canada w ere jo in ed  in Febn 
ruary e ig h ty -fou r  years ago. T h e first 
presidential election  occu rred  in February, 
1789. I f  we on ly  had the proper almanacs 
at hand w e m ight keep this up fo r  a long*

time. D iscoverin g  im portant things that 
happened in F ebruary  is alm ost as g ood  as 
cross-w ord  puzzles. W e  will stop, h ow 
ever, by announcing that the m ost im p or
tant thing fo r  F ebruary at the present 
w riting is the next num ber o f  T he Popu
l a r  w hich com es out tw o w eeks fro m  to 
day.

* * * *

I T  opens w ith  a splendid new  serial o f  
ou tdoors in the N orthw est, “ T h e  Sleeper 

o f  the M oon lit R an ges,”  by  E d ison  M a r
shall. It has a com plete novel, “ T h e 
R eader o f  F aces ,”  by  H ow a rd  F ielding. 
T h ere  is a cork in g  fu n n y  story, “ Jim pson  
the B en evolent,”  by  H am ish  M cL a iirin . 
T h ere  is a sea story  by O sw ald  W il -  
dridge, a railroad story  by  Calvin  Johnston , 
a tale o f  N e w  Y o r k  at its jazziest, by 
M ontanye, a W estern  story  by  A rth u r 
Chapm an and a tale o f  the G reat M acum - 
ber by  R oh de. A ll these are ex cep 
tional pieces o f  fiction . T h ere, is not a 
com m onplace one in the lot.

T o  get back to F ebru ary  fo r  a m om ent. 
A s  w e said it is a g ood  m onth fo r  w ork , 
also fo r  play. Ice  boating, skating, sn ow - 
shoeing, skiing, billiards, squash and bas
ket ball are all to  be recom m ended. But 
the king o f  all F ebru ary  in door  sports, the 
m ost seasonable, sa tisfy ing  and agreeable 
is reading T h e  P o p u l a r . AH you  need 
is a lam p, a chair— m aybe a pipe. I f  you  
order in advance the news dealer will br 
sure to  furnish  the m agazine.
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Time and tide wait for no man, but the Great Macumber 
makes the clock reel off five hours in a minute flat.

T H E  Great M acum ber had been 
ph ilosophizing  on the su bject o f  
stocks as w e cam e from  the tall 
and spidery building below  T r in 

ity in w hich  his old -tim e brokers, the 
M essrs. F araday & F ellow es. have their 
offices.

“ It may seem a paradox  to you, lad ,”  
he’d been saying, “ but it’s during times 
o f  deepest depression  that the soundest 
investm ents are m ade. T h at’s w hy it was 
m y choice this a ftern oon  to fly a m odest 
and cautious kite on m argin. P rosperous 
days like these, youngster, are the kind fo r
sane speculation. A  bod y  m ay--------”

M acum ber broke o ff  in the m iddle o f  
the sentence, and in the abrupt discontinu
ance o f  his discourse on  the higher finance 
I sensed a rebuke. T hat rankled. A l
though I had been keeping m y eyes to the 
fron t, as is w isdom ’s part when one wears 
fresh ly  polished shoes and walks through 
W a ll Street in business hours, he’d had 
m y respectfu l attention.

“ O h , I ’m  listening,”  said I w ith a suit
able flash o f  spirit. “ N ot particularly in 
terested, as y ou  m ay im agine, but listen
ing  neverth eless!”

A ll the hauteur o f  outraged innocence 
was in the side glance w hich  I  threw  to  
m y right, but the G reat O n e w asn ’t there 
to receive it. Instead I looked  into the 
am used eyes o f  a freck led  youth  in the 
u n iform  o f  the D istrict T elegraph  m es
senger service w h o had m aterialized in 
M acum ber’s place at m y elbow .

“ I  a in ’t you r  fr iend , m ister,”  the boy  
quite needlessly in form ed  me, and he 
jerked  a thum b over his shoulder. “ S om e
bod y  just g ive him  th ’ h o o k !”

A  half dozen  paces to the rear I saw  
the G reat M acum ber. T h e  “ h ook ”  still 
was upon him — the crook  o f  a w alking 
stick that had been thrust fro m  the w in
dow  o f  a closed  autom obile and fastened 
to  his arm as he strode at the sidew alk ’s 
edge.

“ C om e back, la d !"  he called. “ W e ’re 
spared the subw ay, by the grace o f  the 
L ord  and the benign hospitality o f  L arry  
K e tte r in !”

T h e  tanned and sm iling face in the li
m ousine ’s w in dow  was no unfam iliar one, 
although it had been m onths since I ’d seen 
y ou n g  K etterin . D u rin g  the w inter b e fore  
he had been on e o f  the fixtures in the
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bridge gam e at the T rou badou rs , M acum - 
b er ’s favorite  am ong his dozen clubs.

T h e big  ca r ’s passenger nodded  to me. 
“ H o p  in ,”  he invited. “ I ’m  bound your 

w ay. H ote l R aw ley, isn ’t i t ? ”
W h en  he had clim bed into the m achine 

the G reat O ne sat gazing at K etterin  un
der qu izzically  puckered brow s. W e  had 
turned north in B roadw ay  and w ere ap
proaching  the dusty green oasis w hich  sur
rounds city hall w hen he spoke.

“ I 'm  sorry, L aw rence, genuinely sorry .”  
K etterin  had been staring out abstract

edly over the heads o f  the pedestrian 
crow ds. H e  seem ed a little startled. 

“ S orry  fo r  what, p r o fe s s o r ? ”
“ I was hoping  that you r uncle ’s illness 

w ou ldn ’t prove serious. H e ’s a man I 
hold in high regard, L a rry .”

“ H o w  d o  you  know  that it is  serious ?”  
dem anded K etterin  quickly. “ Please d on ’t 
tell me the newspapers have— — ”

“ T h e y ’ve printed no alarm ing reports, 
so far as I am aw are.”

“ T hen  h ow  did you  com e to know --------”
“ I add well, Law rence. John F ellow es 

chanced to m ention to me a while ago that 
the old gentlem an hadn ’t been dow ntow n  
fo r  a w e e k ; and what w ould  keep him  
aw ay but sickness ? T h en  I ran across 
you . Last w eek I saw you r name listed 
am ong the m em bers o f  a party starting 
from  Bar H arbor  fo r  the Caribbean 
aboard the D illingw ell yacht, yet here you  
are in tow n. D o  you  w onder I ’m  led to  
the unw elcom e assum ption that L aw rence 
K etterin  the elder is su ffering  from  no 
small in d isposition ?”

“ Sim ple— and at the same time un
can n y ," said K etterin. " W h o 'd  have fa n 
cied  y o u  a reader o f  the society co lu m n s !”  

“ A ll the colum ns o f  all the newspapers 
are am usement colum ns to m e ,”  said M a- 
cttm ber soberly. “ H ard ly  a day passes but 
they point m e, som ew here, a w ay to d iver
sion. S o  you  find no fallacy in m y m athe
m atics, L aw ren ce?  It's  bad, th en ?”  

“ D am ned bad ,”  replied K etterin. 
“ P n eum onia .”

“ T h ey  called you  b a ck ?”
“ D id n 't have to. C live D illingw ell had 

som e odds and ends o f  business to  straigh

ten up in N ew  Y o rk , and the A r t e m i s  cam e 
into the H u dson  last Sunday. I  w ent to 
call on U n cle  L aw rence, and fou n d  him  in 
bed. F o r  a man close to  seventy he ’s dev
ilish careless o f  his health. H e ’d let an
other cold  g o  too  long  w ithout attention, 
and it finally had him dow n.

“ I had a talk w ith  D octor  Canby in the 
evening, and the A r t e m i s  sailed w ithout 
me on M on da y  a ftern oon . G ood  thing, 
too. T h at night U n cle  L a w ren ce ’s cold  
had developed into pneum onia— and there’s 
no telling. I ’m  standing by, naturally. 
Y o u ’ll treat all this as confidential, w o n ’t 
you , p ro fe ss o r?  I w o n ’t need to explain  
to y o u --------”

“ I know  the Street,”  interrupted the 
G reat O ne. “ D epend on  it, I ’ll set no 
d irefu l rum ors go in g  to unsettle the 
market. Indeed, I ’ve taken a bit gam ble 
that the general rise o f  stocks will co n 
tinue, and A m algam ated M etals is one o f  
m y  lines.”

T h e favored  nephew  and namesake o f  
old  L aw rence K etterin  sm iled.

“ I w on ’t criticize you r ju dgm en t,”  said 
he. “ A n d  K etterin  C opper m ight not be 
a bad hunch, either. Call it a tip, i f  you  
w ish .”

“ I ’d call it m ore  than that, com in g  from  
a K etterin. T hank  you, L aw rence. M ay 
I say you surprise me, th ou gh ? I  hadn ’t 
thought you  troubled y ou r head about 
trifles o f  trade.”

“ I haven ’t, m uch, until this last w eek ,”  
said K etterin  seriously. “ T h a t ’s been be 
cause U n cle  L aw rence hasn ’t w ished me 
to. I t ’s been his pleasure— yes, you  could  
call it his hobby— to see that one youn g  
L aw rence K etterin  got the g ood  tim es out 
o f  life  that an earlier y ou n g  L aw rence 
K etterin  missed.

“ P laying  the gilded youth, y ou  m ight 
say, has been a duty w ith  me. I t ’ s what 
has been expected o f  L aw ren ce  K etterin , 
second. I honestly believe, M acum ber, 
that i f  I ’d been given  m y ow n  head I 
w ould  have been m aking m yself u sefu l in 
business w ithin three m onths a fter  m y 
graduation  fr o m  Y a le .”

“ Y o u  astonish me, L a w re n ce !”  e ja cu 
lated the G reat O ne. “ M ust I believe that
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y o u ’ve really no taste fo r  the absolute ro 
m ance y o u ’ve been liv in g .”

“ R o m a n ce !”  sco ffed  K etterin . “ I ’ve 
been bored  stiff m ost o f  the time. A ll m y 
adventures to  date have been personally 
conducted, w ith  - som ebody ’s valet w orry 
ing  about m y linen. T hank G od , I ’ve 
never descended to having a man o f  m y 
o w n ! I balked there.”

“ But this voyage  o f  D illin gw ell’s.”
“ T h ree  valets on  b oa rd ; captain w ho 

used to be a lieutenant com m ander in the 
navy and crew  enough  to  man a gunboat. 
T h e re ’d be m ore sport and thrill on  a 
U nited  Fruit C om pany boat. A t  least a 
m an w ou ld n ’t know  every one else’s poker 
gam e and drinking songs. I f  you  want to 
know  w here rom ance is, p ro fessor, it ’s 
here— time, the p resen t!”

M acum ber blinked.
“ Y o u ’re refresh ing , L aw rence. I ’ve 

envied you r care free  existence m ore than 
once. A n d  in what form , m ay I ask, have 
you  fou n d  rom ance in N ew  Y o rk  this 
tr ip ? ”

S om e passing sight appeared to claim  
the vagrant interest o f  L aw rence K et
terin, second.

“ I w asn ’t talking o f  anything specific,”  
he protested, peering interestedly out the 
w in dow . “ I mean there’s m ore rom ance 
in business, in getting out on  you r ow n, 
in building--------”

“ O h , com e, L a w re n ce !”  chuckled M a
cum ber. “ W h o ’s the la d y ? ”

I thought K etterin  had flushed b e fo r e ; 
now  I was sure o f  it. H is eyes went to 
M acum ber’s, and dropped.

“ W h o  said anything about w om en ?”  he 
com plained.

“ Y o u  d id ,”  replied the Great One. 
“ P lain ly  enough fo r  me. I ’ve an e x 
trem ely sensitive ear. T h ere was a quality 
in y ou r  voice , L aw rence, that I ’m  sure I 
cou ld n ’t mistake. D o n ’t try to m ake me 
think y o u ’re huffed , m y  boy . Y o u ’re d y 
ing  to  tell m e about her. A y e , they al
w ays a r e !”

K etterin  shrugged im patiently, and fo r  
a m atter o f  a m ile conversation  languished. 
M acum ber filled his pipe. Sm oke dense 
and v itrio lic  assailed the delicate, rich

fabrics w ith w hicli the lim ousine was 
trim m ed.

L ook in g  up at length fro m  a prolon ged  
study o f  the nickeled robe  rail, K etterin  
fou n d  the G reat O n e ’s eyes fixed  con 
tem platively upon him. H e  spoke w ith a 
note o f  defiance.

“ T h ere  are girls aboard the A r t e m i s ,  
o f  course. D am ned nice girls o f  their 
sort. W h a t ’ll it all am ount to  w ith  ’em ? 
Cham pagne and chaperons. T h ree  o r  fou r  
or  five w eeks o f  it. M aybe an ex cep 
tional m oon  one night, a pair o f  useless 
people engaged. In  the spring a w edding, 
and a colum n o f  nam es in the newspapers 
fo r  you — after  w hich  it ’ll take m ore use
fu l people to  take care o f  ’ em than they 
needed be fore . O n ly  d ifference is they 
w o n ’t be needing the chaperon .”

T h e  Great O n e  nodded  his sym pathy 
w ith the sentim ents o f  L aw ren ce  K etterin , 
second.

“ I ’m acquainted w ith  the type ,”  said he. 
“ M erely  ornam ental. A  g irl w ho does 
som ething--------”

“ Y es. T h a t ’s it. T h ere ’s— there ’s m ore 
to  her. Substantial. Y o u  know . T ak e 
a g irl, fo r  exam ple, w h o ’s set out to  be a 
cheer to the a fflicted ; m ore  than that, a 
help to  ’em .”

“ S o -o ,”  m urm ured M acum ber. “ A  
nurse, is it, L a w re n ce ?”

“ B o s h !”  cried  K etterin .
“ Just n ow  occu p ied , I suppose,”  per

sisted the Great O ne, “ in bringing cheer to 
U ncle L a w re n ce ?”

T h e m aster o f  the lim ousine gave a m o 
ment to consideration.

“ W e ll ,”  said he, “ I d o  think M iss P er 
rin is a m ighty w on d erfu l y ou n g  person. 
S h e ’s so capable. L ook s  like a debutante, 
I swear, and yet she says she’s been nurs
ing fou r  years. I d id n ’t exactly  have her 
in m ind, though, w hen I  spoke o f  rom ance. 
L o o k  h e re ! W h a t d o  y ou  say to  this 
exhibit ?"

L aw rence K etterin  had p rodu ced  fo r  
ou r inspection  a lon g  and n arrow  panel 
o f  cardboard  w hich  had been reposing  un
der a flap o f  his wallet. O n  this was 
m ounted the photograph  o f  a w om an w h o, 
though y ou n g  and pretty, had the look  o f
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capability K etterin  had attributed to the 
nurse.

“ T h is  isn ’ t your M iss P e rr in ? ”  queried 
M acum ber.

“ N o ,”  replied K etterin . “ A lm ost the 
direct opposite in type. O pposite  in com 
plex ion . M iss P errin  is— well, you  know  
that extravagantly gorgeou s w hite gold  
that people are turning to ?  T h at’s her 
hair, M a cu m b er !”

T h e Great O n e still was eying the p h o
tograph. H e  appeared to  have fou n d  
som ething challenging in the direct and 
steady gaze w hich  the sitter had turned 
upon the lens.

“ A n d  this lady, L a w re n ce ?”  he said 
so ftly . “ W o u ld  it be indiscreet to ask 
you  w ho she is, or  is the question  e x 
pected ?”

“ A sk  ahead,”  invited K etterin . “ Y o u r  
curiosity  can be no greater than m ine.”  

“ E h ? ”
“ I mean I can ’t answer. I d on ’t know  

w ho she is, m y se lf.”
“ O h, tu sh ! T h ere ’s an inscription  in 

the low er corn er o f  the photograph. It is 
on ly  partly covered  by  y ou r thum b.”

K etterin  grinned.
“ T h e  thum b isn ’ t w here it is fo r  any 

purpose o f  concealm ent, p ro fessor. Y o u  
shall read the w ritten w ord . But first I 
want to let you  kn ow  h ow  this darkly 
lovely  lady cam e into m y life . I know  
what a hand you  are fo r  m ysteries— well, 
listen to th is !”

“ I listen,”  said M acum ber, and settled 
back in his corn er o f  the E lysian  tonneau. 
K etterin  lighted a fresh  cigarette.

“ Y o u  m ustn ’t get the idea that I ’ve been 
philandering arou nd ,”  said he, “ since I 
quit the crow d  on  the A r t e m is .  I 'v e  been 
too w orried  about U n cle  L aw rence to think 
o f  m uch else hut him. O f  course, I 
cou ld n ’t help noticing M iss Perrin , fo r  
she’s becom e the high com m ander o f  the 
tow n house. G ot the housekeeper subdued 
fo r  the first tim e in m y  m em ory, and even 
has old Canby bu ffaloed  fo r  all that she’s 
sw eetly deferential when lie’s around. W e  
struck it o f f  from  the first. N urse P er
rin and I — but that’s not in' the Story.

“ I ’m  com in g  to  the lady o f  the p h oto

graph directly. She m ade her grand en
trance yesterday. I w as sitting in the li
brary look in g  over the m orn ing  paper 
while P illsbury  ran over the mail. U ncle 
L aw ren ce ’s private secretary, y ou  know —  
sm irky sort o f  chap that I ’ve never m uch 
liked, anyhow .

“ I heard a sort o f  cluck and looked  up 
to find P illsbury facin g  m e w ith his pussy
cat grin.

“  ‘ P ardon  m e, sir,’ he said, ‘but this was 
in  w ith your uncle ’s mail. I d idn ’t real
ize until I ’d opened it that it must be in 
tended fo r  M r. L aw rence K etterin , s e c o n d .  
M ay I say she’s indeed a beauty, s ir ? ’

“ Y e s ;  that’s about verbatim , p ro fessor. 
W a y  the fe llow  talks. E very  tim e he 
opens his m outh I fresh ly  regret the death 
o f  o ld  Burdick . T h e r e  was a real secre
tary.

“ I glanced first at the superscription  on 
the lon g  envelope that P illsbury  handed to 
me. T h e w riting  didn 't look  like any I ’d 
ever seen be fore . A n d  I w as absolutely 
certain I ’d never seen the original o f  the 
photograph  w hich  the en velope contained.

“  ‘ D o n ’t think this is fo r  m e,’ said I. 
‘ I ’m  not acquainted w ith the lady.’

“ T h e  grin  stayed on P illsh ury ’s face. 
H e  just m urm ured, ‘ O h , M r. K e tte r in !’ 
and went on  ripping envelopes.

“  ‘ Sure there w asn ’t a letter w ith  th is? ’ 
I asked him , freezin g  up. ‘ N o  other in 
closure ?’

“  ‘ N oth ing, sir,’ he said. ‘ But there’s 
som ething w ritten on the photograph , I 
believe. I d idn ’t read it, sir.’ ”

M acum ber leaned forw a rd . K etterin  
had sh ifted  the concealing  thum b, and the 
ph otograph ’s inscription  was b e fo re  us. It 
was surely a strange o n e :

M il l i o n s  l ik e  t h i s !  E v e r y w h e r e !  P l e a s 
a n t  p r o s p e c t !

W h en  their eyes lifted  from  the picture 
and met, L aw rence K etterin  was sm iling, 
the G reat M acum ber frow n in g .

“ T ell me what it m e a n s !”  dem anded 
K etterin.

“ Supply me w ith a c lew ,”  countered  
M acum ber.

“ Y o u  ask too  m uch .”
“ It means nothing to  y o u ? ”
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“ L ess than n oth ing .”
“ H o w  about this w ritin g?  Sam e as on  

the en ve lop e?”
“ Identically .”
“ I t ’ s not a w om an ’s .”
“ I d idn ’t think it was, at first g lance.”  
T h e  G reat O ne glanced at me.
“ W h a t do you  think, la d ? ”
I  had an opin ion  on tap.
“ K n o w  any practical jok ers, K etter in ?”

I  asked.
“ P len ty .”
“ T h en ,”  said I, “ single out the jok er 

w ith the w orst taste, and ask him  fo r  an 
explanation . A  dam ned cad, I ’d say, to  
m ake such use o f  a w om an ’s photograph—  
any w om an ’s ! ”

K etterin  sh ook  his head.
“ W a it a bit. Y o u r  v iew  is the one I set

tled on , after  I ’d decided I  w asn ’t being 
h ooked  on  som e new  advertising dodge. 
I ’ve never been m uch fo r  w om en, and 
som e o f  m y friends are forever  jok in g  
about it. ■ But this th ing isn ’t any joke. 
I ’ve  seen the lady herself— talked to  h e r !”  

M acum ber, sacrificing the co m fo rt  o f  
the cushions, sat suddenly erect.

“ S o  s o o n ! Y o u  have a feeling  fo r  
w ords, L aw rence. R o m a n ce ! > A y e , that’s 
it ! T h e  very  essence o f  rom ance is speed. 
A  m an receives by  m ail the photograph  o f  
a beautifu l stranger, and w ithin a day he 
has m et h er! N o  w onder, son , you  don ’t 
regret the A r t e m i s . ”

I looked  again into the bold  eyes o f  the 
brunette. T h ey  seem ed harder than they 
had b e fo r e ; calculating.

“ S o  th a t  was i t ! ”  said I 
" W h a t  was i t ? ”  snapped the Great One. 

“ W h a t gleam ing thought is in y ou r  m ind, 
la d ? ”

“ I d o n ’t think K etterin  needs to  tell me 
the rest,”  I  rem arked. “ T h e  device be
com es transparent. T h is  w om an is an ad
venturess o f  a type w ith  w hich  w e ’re all 
m ore  or  less fam iliar. She saw, quite un
derstandably, certain possibilities in an ac
quaintance w ith  a m an like L aw rence K et
terin, second. A n d  she was enterprising
enough, and original enough, to--------”

“ T o  d irect his attention ,”  in terjected  
M acum ber dryly , “ to  the fact that a m il

lion  like h erse lf are available to  h im ? 
T ush , y ou n gster ! T h e  w ritin g ’s a m an ’s, 
and the w ords have a sting o f  sarcasm.

“ Y o u r  th eory ’s untenable. I f  y o u ’ve no 
ob jection , I ’d m uch rather hear further 
from  K etterin . C om e, L aw rence, tell me 
w here you  met her, and w hen and h o w !”

‘ ‘T h e  lady o f  the ph otograph  m aterial
ized be fore  m y eyes last n igh t,”  said K et
terin, “ in the G old  R o o m  at the R h in e
lander. I w as d in ing  there, alone. W h ile  
I was orderin g  a couple w ere hrought to 
the next table. T h ey  had been seated be
fo re  I looked  up fro m  the m enu card and 
d iscovered  in the w om an a person  in w hom  
I could  claim  a considerable interest.

“ She w ore  an evening g ow n  o f  jade 
green, and m ade such a stunning picture 
in it that others stared as hard as I. M y  
w ord , she was the best-look ing  w om an in 
the restauran t!

“ T h e  tables w ere so  arranged that her 
com panion ’s back w as tow ard  m e, and yet 
she and I w ere not d irectly  face  to  face. 
I was at liberty to  study her w ith  no ap
pearance o f  rudeness. E x cep t w hen  she 
was in conversation , w hich  I observed  was 
not o ften , her eyes w ere cast dow n . A n d  
the fe llow  w h o w as w ith  her, fo r  a fact, 
w asn ’t any treat to  lo o k  at.

“ H e  was in evening dress, too , o f  
c o u r s e ; and yet he m anaged to  appear slov 
enly. H e  w as obese, partly  bald. H is  
features, o f  w hich  I  got a glim pse several 
times w hen he turned his head to  gaze 
around the room , w ere  decidedly  coarse. 
H e  w asn ’t the sort o f  m an one sees m ost 
o fte n  at the Rhinelander, and to  m e he 
seem ed a surprising com panion  fo r  the 
lady in green. F o r , b y  heavens, she i s  a 
lady, M a cu m b e r !”

“ I ’ll not argue the poin t,”  said the Great 
O n e placidly. “ K eep  to  y o u r  story , L a w 
rence. H o w  d id  y o u  circu m vent the es
cort ?”

“ I d idn ’ t have to  bother m y  w its about 
that. In  fact, I  dare say the lady and I  
w ould  be strangers still i f  she hadn ’t con 
trived a meeting.

“ T en  or  fifteen  m inutes m ust have 
passed b e fo re  her eyes fe ll u pon  me. I 
qu ick ly  averted m y gaze, but w hen I  ven 
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tured to  look  again tow ard her she still 
was staring. I f  I  read her expression  
aright, it w as on e  o f  am azem ent. She 
seem ed to  have recogn ized  m e— and yet 
not to  w ish  the m an opposite  her to  know  
that she had.

“ F rom  m y ow n  end, it was an e x 
traordinary situation. She d idn ’t nod, and 
yet her eyes seem ed som ehow , subtly, to  
hail me as a friend . N o w  understand, 
p ro fessor, I ’ve  been flirted w ith, but flirta
tion w asn ’t in her look . Rather a kind 
o f  restrained eagerness, so plain to be read 
that I expected  m om entarily  she’d be call
ing m e to  her.

“ N oth in g  o f  the sort happened, though. 
I  m ade a devilish  u ncom fortab le  meal o f  
it, being at so  decided a disadvantage. 
O rd inarily  I linger o v e r  co ffee . I d idn ’t 
last night. M y  im pulse to  get out o f  the 
place was stronger than m y curiosity . She 
m ust have observed m y preparations to 
leave. H o w  she accom plished the thing, I 
d on ’t k n o w ; but w hen m y w aiter brought 
the check a slip o f  paper was beneath it. 
O n  it she had w ritten : ‘W a it, p lea se !’

“ I was in m ore o f  a b ox  than ever, then, 
but w hen I m et her eyes again there was 
such pleading in them — absolutely, p le a d 
in g — that I resolved to see the thing 
through.

“ T h e bald person , too, was ready to  go  
w ithin  a m inute o r  tw o. H e  called fo r  his 
check  w ith  a snapping o f  his fingers that 
sounded through  the G old  R o o m  like a 
racket o f  firecrackers. W h en  the tw o 
rose, the w om an ’s eyes com m anded m e to 
fo llow . I saw  them h alfw ay to the doors, 
and sauntered a fter  them.

“ I met the bald man on the w ay out. 
H e  was com in g  back tow ard  the table he’d 
ju st le ft , and g row lin g  to  h im self. B e
yon d  the entrance the w om an in green  was 
w aiting. She addressed m e breathlessly.

“  ‘Y o u ’re L aw rence K etterin , aren ’t 
y ou  ?’ she asked.

“  ‘T h ere ’s n o  m istake there,’ said I. ‘ But 
y ou -------- ’

“ She d idn ’t let m e finish.
“  ‘ I kn ow , I k n o w !’ she w hispered. ‘ I ’m 

a stranger to  you  n o w .  B ut w e have som e
thing in com m on , I  assure y ou . W e  share

an interest. Y o u  m ust help m e ! W e  must 
m eet a g a in !’

“  ‘ I f  y o u ’ll say ju st a w ord  to  enlighten 
m e, m adam e,’ I began, and on ce m ore  she 
broke in.

“  ‘ I  fear there’s no time. I  m ade an e x 
cuse to  send him  back  to  the table.’ She 
glanced into the room , and her fa ce  filled 
w ith fright. ‘G o , n ow . Please. H e ’s re
turning— m y h u sba n d !’

“ T h e bald m an cam e from  the G old  
R o o m  so suddenly that I feared  fo r  a sec
ond he had surprised us in conversation . 
H e  scow led  at m e, but I returned his glare 
coo lly  enough to  allay w hatever suspicion  
he m ay have had. I took  m y tim e getting 
into m y topcoat, and saw the tw o  o f  them 
o f f  together in a taxi b e fo re  I g o t aw ay 
from  the check ro o m .’ ’

L aw rence K etterin  leaned across M a- 
curnber to deposit an u n com forta b ly  short 
cigarette end in the silver ash receiver fa s 
tened to the lim ousine door.

“ T hat, p ro fe sso r ,”  he said, “ concludes 
our synopsis o f  preced ing  events. In  the
next installment-------- ”

“ In  the next installm ent,”  spoke up the 
G reat O ne quickly, “ our h ero ’d better have 
a care fo r  his skin .”

“ W h a t do you  m ean ?”
“ T h at y o u ’re being  invited, L aw rence, 

to w alk in a w ilderness that you  m ay find 
peopled w ith beasts o f  prey. It behooves 
you  to g o  w ith open  eyes and well arm ed—  
or  to  g o  not at all.”

“ Y o u  think I 'll hear from  the original 
o f  this photograph  ag a in ?”

“ I w ish there w ere as sure a gam ble in 
W a ll S tre e t !”

“ A n d  you r advice is not to m ake an 
appointm ent w ith  h e r? ”

M acum ber d idn ’t reply  at once. W h en  
he did  speak, his w ords w ere slow ly  d e 
livered and cautious.

“ N ow , I ’m not saying that, L aw rence. 
I t ’s y ou r  party, - not m ine. T h e  advice 
w hich I have g iven  to you  m ay be univer
sally applied to the affa irs o f  men. I t ’s 
always wise to be on  guard, alert, w ou ldn ’t 
you  say?

“ T h at y o u ’ll have opportu n ity  to  see the 
lady again I ’ve not the slightest doubt.
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and I ’m  curious m ysel’ to know  what the 
gam e is. But go slow . Be w ary about 
com m itting  yourseP, m y boy. I f  it pleases 
you, as I earnestly hope it w ill, keep me 
in form ed  o f  y ou r  progress w ith the lady o f  
the R hinelander. I m ight prove able to  be 
of service to  you . M ind  that, L aw rence,
m d -------- W h at, hom e so so o n ! I t ’s been
a far shorter trip than by  tube, eh, lad? 
Y o u ’ll com e in fo r  a nip o f  the M acV ick ar, 
K etterin ? A h , w ell, another tim e w e ’ll 
drink together to R o m a n ce !"

II .
I F  speed be the essence o f  rom ance, as

M acum ber holds, then his singular 
achievem ent in the case o f  M r. L aw rence 
K etterin, second, must be num bered am ong 
the m ost rom antic o f  the G reat O n e ’s e x 
ploits. 7

D ow n tow n  again we w ent that day after 
the quickest o f  luncheons, fo r  w e w ere 
not playing that w eek and the a ftern oon  
was free. O nce  m ore I fou n d  m yself in 
W all Street, studying a board covered  with 
figures that to m e w ere m eaningless while 
M acum ber had further indulgence in the 
m ysteries o f  the market.

“ N ow , lad ,”  said he, w hen his business 
had been transacted and he cam e striding 
out o f  F ellow es ’ office, “ now  w e ’ll devote 
ourselves to L arry  K etterin ’s little p rob 
lem. W e  shall have a try at a gam e called 
‘ stalking the stalkers,’ w hich  is cousin  to 
the contest know n as ‘cheating the cheat
ers.’ ”

“ T h e gam e w ould  be interesting,”  I con 
fessed, “ but I can ’t see that w e ’re equipped 
to play it successfu lly . W h a t w ould  our 
m ove b e ? ”

“ F irst, youngster, w e look  up the ja de - 
green lady o f  the G old  R o o m .”

"W h a t do you  intend to  use fo r  a clew , 
m aestro ?”

“ K etterin  supplied the best o f  clew s in 
the ph otograph .”

“ Y o u  think she’ll be about the R h ine
lander ?”

“ H o ig h ty -to ig h ty ! D o  you  think I ’m  
insane? N o, lad, w e ’ll p roceed  by  sub
w ay to M adison  Square.”

“ W h at do  you  expect to find th ere?”

“ T h e studio fro m  w hich  the photograph  
cam e. W a sn ’t the nam e plainly em bossed 
on  the m ou n tin g? U n happy  youth, was it 
on ly  the w riting on  the picture itself that 
y ou  observed  ?”

A  quarter hour later the G reat O ne led 
the w ay into a not particu larly  prepos
sessing ph otographer’s shop in B roadw ay 
just north o f  the square o f  the G arden 
and laid a bill on  the show  case.

“ T h at,”  said he, “ is paym ent in advance 
fo r  a bit o f  trouble y o u ’ ll be put to. I ’m 
trying to locate som e one w ho sat fo r  a 
portrait here.”

“ H o w  lon g  a g o ? ”  asked the proprietor, 
w ith a respectfu l eye on  M acum ber ’s bank 
note.

T h e Great O ne, to m y surprise, had an 
im m ediate and definite answer.

“ W ith in  the last m onth .”
“ T hat ought to  be easy. W e  don 't keep 

records on ly  fro m  one year to another. 
W h a t ’s the n am e?”

“ It xvas M iss Castle,”  said M acum ber 
uncertainly, “ but I can ’t fo r  the life  o f  me 
recollect the nam e o f  the chap she m ar
ried. Y o u  save prints o f  you r subjects, 
d o n ’t y o u ?  I f  I cou ld  ju st run over 
them --------”

“ Sure. T h e y ’re all in a ju m ble back 
there, but y o u ’re w elcom e to look  all you  
please. T h is w ay. I ’ll light up fo r  y o u .”

In  a stu ffy  rear room  M acum ber and I 
sorted through great piles o f  unm ounted 
negatives w hich  had been throw n  helter- 
skelter on to  the shelves o f  a dusty closet. 
I g rew  d iscouraged  a fter  having been con 
fronted  by  a hundred or so uninteresting 
faces.

“ W h at i f  the photograph  w asn 't taken 
this y e a r? ”  I asked. “ I ’m  afra id , m aestro, 
that--------”

“ T u s h !”  snapped the G reat O ne. “ It 
w a s  taken this year.”

“ W h y  d o  you  think s o ? ”
“ I t ’s no thought- o f  m ine, lad. I t ’s 

kn ow ledge— -aye, and here’s the lady her- 
sel’ in the same pose w e saw  her before . 
W ill  you  note it ’s a new  fall suit she’s 
w earin g? A n d  the m onth  is Septem ber, 
isn ’t it ?”

“ L u ck  m akes you r  guess g o o d ,”  said I,
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after a glance at the negative lie was w av
ing trium phantly beneath m y nose. “ But 
you 'll admit, m aestro, that there have been 
other Septem bers b e fo re  this.”

M acum ber surveyed m e scorn fu lly .
“ W ill you  never be learning to use your 

eyes, y ou n gster?" he dem anded. “ T he 
w om en haven ’t been w earing those lon g- 
pointed collars, I ’ll guarantee you, fo r  
m ore than thirty d a y s !”

T h e proprietor o f  the studio cam e at 
M acum ber’s hail.

“ O h ,"  said he, “ th a t ’s  your fr ie n d ! A  
hurry jo b  it was she w anted— just a cou 
ple o f  days ago. She le ft  her name and 
address, but cam e back and got the photos 
herself the same a ftern oon . H a lf dozen 
that she needed right away. L e t ’s see, 
w hat’s the num ber on  the n ega tive?”  H e  
consulted an index  file. “ D ow n in g ’s the 
name you  w ere trying to think o f ,  m ister. 
M rs. H en ry  D ow n in g , your fr iend  is n o w ; 
and she’s liv ing at the Y o r k  A rm s A p a rt
m ents.”

“ T h a t ’s som ew here in the n eighbor
hood ?’ ’

“ T w enty-n in th  Street, I think. B ig  new 
building. W a lk  on  up B roadw ay, and 
y o u ’ll see it to the w est.”

T o  the Y o rk  A rm s we w ent, thus specifi
cally directed. W ith ou t difficulty w e 
fou nd  the bu ilding, but M rs. H en ry  D ow n 
ing  we d idn ’t find.

“ A in ’t been anybody o f  that name in 
the house fo r  a year back, an yhow ,”  the 
elevator attendant in form ed  us.

“ T ra il’s end ,”  said I, but the G reat O ne 
seem ed highly pleased.

“ W h at I expected, lad ,”  he said. “ N ow  
I feel fu lly  justified  in taking the nega
tive— didn ’t think I ’d le ft  it behind, did 
y o u ?— dow n to  police  headquarters. I t ’s 
barely possible, d on ’t you  think, they m ay 
know  the lady at the bureau o f  identifica
tion ?"

M acum ber’s errand at headquarters, as 
he pointed out, was an errand fo r  one. I 
went on alone to  the R aw ley, and in no 
m ore than an hour he jo in ed  m e there. H e  
w as glow ing.

“ T h e lady hasn ’t exactly  a record, 
youn gster,”  he said, “ but I was lucky

enough to run across a fe llow  w ho knew 
her. In  the light o f  the new  know ledge, 
I ’d better telephone to L aw ren ce  K etterin  
and em phasize m y w arning. G et him  on 
the w ire, please.”

“ W h a t ’s the g a m e?”  I  asked, look in g  
about fo r  the phone d irectory .

“ O ne too  deep fo r  me to fathom  just 
yet. But there’s tim e enough  to  get to 
the bottom  o f  it. K etterin  m ay thank his 
stars, I ’ll tell you , that he o ffered  us a 
lift  this day.”

I had fou nd  the book  and the num ber, 
and put in the call. A  m om ent later I 
turned blankly to the G reat O ne.

“ K etterin ’s not there,”  I reported. “ H e 
le ft  the house a couple o f  hours ago, and 
carried a w eek-end bag w ith  him . Said 
he m ight not be back fo r  a day or  two. 
T h ey  d on ’t seem to know  w here h e ’s 
g on e .”

“ I ’m  a fra id ,”  said M acum ber, “ he’s 
gone to a funeral. N ot literally, perhaps 
— but it’ s a b low , lad. B a d !”

But b e fo re  w e sat dow n  to dinner w e 
had news o f  the vanished K etterin . It 
cam e in a hastily scraw led note bearing a 
specia l-delivery stamp w hich  w as brought 
to our room s as w e w ere starting fo r  the 
grill.

K etterin  had w ritte n :

M y  D ear M a c u m b e r : I scribble this in haste, 
for I ’ve a train to catch. Matters have developed 
swiftly in re Rhinelander friend. Had phone 
cal! from  her soon after I reached home, and 
went to meet her on learning what was^ in the 
wind.

Briefly, here’s the story behind that photograph. 
The woman is a Mrs. Downing. Has a no-good 
husband— the person with her in the Gold Room 
—and left him, having means o f  her own. Met 
Uncle Lawrence by seeking advice on financial 
matters. H e took considerable interest in her— 
absolutely fatherly, and all that. You know him 
well enough to understand.

It seems uncle wrote a letter to Mrs. Downing 
that was susceptible o f two interpretations. Hus
band got hold o f  it, and threatened trouble. 
Nothing more than a damned blackmailer. W as 
trying to hold Uncle Lawrence up when L. K. 
was ordered to bed. That photo was intended 
for uncle; -and the sentences enigmatic to us rep
resented a polite but forceful suggestion that the 
newspapers would be filled with well-illustrated 
scandal unless there was a settlement.

Mrs. D. is a damned fine woman. Been doing
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what she can to protect Uncle Lawrence. Even 
pretended to become reconciled to bald-headed 
scoundrel in the hope o f regaining possession o f  
letter.

D. started W est last night. Mrs. D. follows 
this afternoon. I ’m going on same train. She 
has some sort o f  scheme I haven’t been fully let 
in on yet, but in which I ’m to play a heavy part. 
Thus my sudden departure. When I see you 
again I ’ll probably have a better tale to unfold—  
and a letter for L. K .’s own hands to destroy.

L. K etterin , S econd.

“ C la r ify in g ,”  I rem arked as I handed 
back the letter to  M acum ber.

H e  eyed m e solem nly.
“ A y e , it is that. A n d  the devil o f  it is 

that p o o r  L aw rence will likely be on  a 
through  flyer w hich  w o n ’t be stopping fo r  
telegram s fo r  m any hundred m iles.”  

“ W h y ’d you  w ire him  ?”
“ T o  call him  back, o f  course. I ’ve a 

thought-— and it’s com e to m e suddenly, 
lad— that you n g  M r. K etterin  w ould be 
doin g  better in N ew  Y o rk  than riding out 
in to  the open  spaces.”

“ Y o u  d on ’t think he’s in actual d a n g er?”  
“ N o t h im sel’ , perhaps, but— well, just 

what the danger is m ay be qu ick ly  learned. 
A  single phone call w ill do  it.”

I t  w asn ’t until a fter  we had dined that 
M acum ber m ade his call. H e put it 
through  from  one o f  the booths beside the 
R a w ley ’s sw itchboard. H is expression  
w hen he cam e forth  held a queer contrast 
o f  relish and rue, and in his eyes was the 
light o f  battle.

“ I ’ve  at least a partial corroboration  o f  
m y brand-new  theory, lad ,”  said he. “ I f  
I ’m  right there’ll be a deal to be d o n e -  
aye, a m iracle to  be w ork ed— betw een now  
and eleven o ’c lock  to -m orrow  m orning. 
’T w ill be faster w ork  than w e ’ve ever tried 
ou r  hand at be fore . W e  m ig h t  schem e out 
a kidnaping, to  be su re ; but what a mess 
w e ’d  be in i f  I  cou ld n ’t p rove  m y p o in t !”  

T h e  G reat O n e met m y stare with a 
tight-lipped smile.

“ I t ’s a rem arkable m ind w e ’re pitted 
against in this m atter,”  he w ent on, “ and 
in the circum stances defeat w ould  be no 
disgrace.”

“ W h o ,”  I dem anded, “ is the possessor 
o f  this rem arkable m ind, d o  you  th in k ?”

“ I f  on ly  I kn ew ,”  replied M acum ber, 
“ our problem  w ou ld  be largely sim plified. 
T h ere ’ll have been a m onstrous w eb in the 
spinning around o ld  L aw ren ce  K etterin ’s 
sick  room , I ju dge . T o  get at the spider, 
though, I must be seeking an ally.”  H e  
jam m ed on his hat. “ A n d  it ’s not too  soon  
now  to be look in g  her u p .”

“ H e r ? ”
“ A y e . W h o  but the golden -haired  M iss 

Perrin . R . N .? ”

I I I .

I S A T  up lon g  fo r  M acum ber, and was 
1  preparing to turn in w hen he finally 
show ed up.

“ A  little luck is w ith  us, lad ,”  said he, 
“ and I ’ve evolved  a plan w hich  m ay serve 
us i f  it holds. I ’m  satisfied I have the 
enem y spotted, and I think the choice o f  
terrain will be ours. E veryth in g  depends 
on  that last, youngster. H e  m ay m arch 
around us, m ay com e now here near— in 
w hich  case w e ’re beaten. But I think he’ll 
com e to u s ; I think he’ll c o m e !”

Sh ortly  b e fo re  nine o ’c lock  on  the m orn 
ing fo llo w in g  the sudden departure o f  
L aw rence K etterin , second, on  his altruis
tic enterprise, the G reat O n e and I set 
forth  from  the R aw ley. O n ly  one o f  us 
knew  whither w e w ere bound— and that 
w asn ’t I.

O u r  taxi deposited  us in fron t o f  a large 
and im posin g  residence in W e st  E nd 
A ven ue. W e ’d  been expected. N o  sooner 
had M acum ber pressed the bell button  
when the big glass-paneled d oor  sw ung in.
A  servant in livery  was h urry ing  along 
the hall as w e entered, but it w as a girl 
in starchy w hite w h o had adm itted us.

B y the u n ifo rm , and by  the escaped 
ringlets o f  white g o ld  that m odified  the 
severity o f  her headdress, I  recognized  \  
M iss P errin . She and M acum ber, too , 
appeared to  have “ struck it o f f . ”  T h e ir  
actions w ere those o f  tw o  w hose fr ien d 
ship has run the course to th orough  under
standing.

“ P illsbury  g o n e ? ”  asked the G reat O ne.
T h e girl nodded.
“ H e  w ent at nine, as usual.”
“ B rack ett?”
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“ N ot yet.”
“ A n d  D o cto r  C a n b y?”
“ D o n ’t w orry  about him. H e  w o n ’t ar

rive until noon . I  ju st had him  on  the 
ph on e.”  A  shadow  o f  anxiety  cam e into 
M iss P errin ’s face, but her vo ice  rem ained 
coo l and im personal. “ H ave you  had any 
new  w ord  from  M r. K etter in ?”

“ N ot yet. B ut he ’s well able to look  
out fo r  h im self. Y o u ’ve m ade the ar
rangem ents I su ggested?”

“ H ou rs  a g o .”
M acum ber glanced concernedly  at his 

watch.
“ N ine tw enty-five. I  hope--------”
“ It was a little later than this yesterday 

and the day b e fo re ,”  said M iss Perrin. 
“ I f  what you  think is so, I ’m sure he ’ll be 
here. T h ere ’s a P ow er, M r. M acum ber, 
that w e m ay count on  to w ork  w ith us.”

She had led us into a spacious and tran
quil library open ing  o f f  the m ain hall, at 
the rear. S om ew here below  a g on g  
clanged m ellow ly.

“ T h e d o o r !”  cried  the girl, and slipped 
aw ay. A  fe w  seconds later I heard her 
vo ice  in the hall.

“ N o, M r. Brackett. D octor  Canby 
hasn ’t arrived yet. I  d on ’t look  fo r  him 
b e fo re  twelve. . . . N o , really I can ’t. 
T h e orders are absolute. Y o u ’ll have to 
see D octor  F orb es .”

A  voice  that had been an indistinguish
able rum ble b e fo re  spoke up.

“ D o cto r  F orbes, eh ? N ew  man here, 
isn ’t he ?”

“ T h e  lung specialist. D octor  Canby 
called him into consultation  last night. I 
understand D octor  F orbes is here to in
augurate som e rem arkable new  m ethods o f  
his in the treatm ent o f  M r . K etterin . 
H e re ’s D octor  F orbes, M r. Brackett. 
Speak to h im .”

T h e  library d oor  was draw n open. A  
tall and deep-chested man stood b e fo re  us. 
H is hair was graying, and he had a gray
ish  fa c e ; there was a touch o f  iron  in each 
gra y  note.

“ D octor  F o r b e s ? ”  he dem anded.
T h e  Great O ne had seated h im self be 

h ind the lon g  m ahogany table w hich  o c 
cupied the center o f  the room .

“ I ’m  D o cto r  F o rb e s ,”  he said crisply, 
“ and y ou  see also D o cto r  D eem s, m y  as
sociate. W e ll, s ir ? ”

T h e caller cleared his throat.
“ I am M r. B rackett,”  said he. “ M r. 

G eorge W . B rackett.”
“ I ’m  afra id , M r. B rackett,”  said M a 

cum ber, “ that you r name d oesn ’t m ean to 
me what it should. D o cto r  Canby, o f  
course--------”

Brackett shrugged im patiently and in 
terposed :

“ Canby isn ’t here, is h e ?  I ’ve had to 
com e to  you . L et m e explain  m y status. 
I am vice president and general m anager 
o f  one o f  M r. Ivetterin 's larger corp ora 
tions, the K etterin  C opper C om pany. I 
w ish to see M r. K etterin  on a m ost im por
tant m atter o f  business.”

“ I believe I heard the nurse in fo rm 'y o u  
that his condition  was unchanged ,”  re
marked the Great O ne.

“ She did say that. B ut m y business 
with M r, K etterin  is vital. I must see 
him. I dem and to see h im .”

“ A n d  your dem and,”  said M acum ber, 
“ is re fu sed .”

“ T h ere  will be trouble ,”  predicted M r. 
G eorge W . B rackett, calling into play the 
deepest o f  his chest tones. “ It w ill be 
yours, and not mine. D o n ’t fo rg e t that 
I have been m ost em phatic in stating m y 
w ishes.”

Brackett had seated h im self beside the 
big table. H e  brought a fist dow n  upon  it, 
and M acu m ber ’s hand shot out to rescue 
a slender and fragile  vase w hich  held the 
bud o f  a single rose.

“ N o m ind, M r. B rackett,”  he said, sm il
ing. “ T h ere ’s no harm  done. B ut y o u ’ll 
not be hurrying a w a y? Y o u  have co n 
vinced me that y o u ’re really anxious to 
talk w ith M r. K etterin . W e ll, sir, it m ight 
— it m ig h t  be a rra n ged !”

Brackett had started to  rise. H e  looked 
sharply at M acum ber and sank back  into 
his chair.

“ W h a t ’s th is ? ”  he ejaculated. “ Y o u ’ve 
had a change o f  m in d ? I can--------”

“ Y o u  must perm it m e a m om ent fo r  
consideration ,”  said the G reat O ne.

“ M y  tim e’s sh ort,”  snapped Brackett.
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“ T o o  m uch o f  it has been w asted already. 
A t  eleven------

“ It  still,”  the Great O n e rem inded him, 
“ lacks tw enty-five m inutes to ten. Y o u r  
ow n  w atch confirm s that, eh ?  H o w  long, 
tell m e, do  you  w ish  to be with M r. K et- 
terin ?”

M r. G eorge  W . B rackett's face  and 
chest fell sim ultaneously.

“ D o  y ou  tell me he’s im provin g— able 
to-------- ”

M acum ber inclined his head.
“ I f  the business w ere v e r y  im portant, 

M r. Brackett, w e m ight stretch a poin t.”
T h e deportm ent o f  K etterin  C opper’s 

general m anager had undergone a sw ift 
and startling change. H is  austerity had 
le ft him, and w ith it som e o f  his color.

“ I am  not on e ,”  said he, m ost pacifically, 
“ to try  to  tell a professiona l man his busi
ness. I f  you  knew  what responsibilities 
have been throw n on to m y shoulders by 
the illness o f  M r. K etterin , you  w ould  un
derstand how  it was that m y nerves got 
the better o f  me. Perhaps I ow e you  an 
ap ology  fo r  m y abruptness. I can, in
deed, see the question  from  you r v iew 
point, D octor  F orbes. A n d  I w ish to say, 
upon  due reflection, that i f  you  feel it 
w ou ld  be better that M r. K etterin  not be 
disturbed I shall bow  to your judgm ent. 
T h e  burden  is one w hich  if  necessary I 
can continue to bear a lone.”

M r. G eorge  W . Brackett m opped his 
forehead  w ith  an oversize handkerchief. 
T h e  room  was oppressively  warm . I ’d 
been grow in g  steadily m ore uncom fortable  
since stepping into it. D espite the w arm th 
o f  the late Septem ber day, the w indow s 
w ere tightly closed, and steam was sim
m ering in the long, low  radiators.

O n ly  M acum ber appeared unconscious 
o f  the clam m y heat. H e  w alked dow n  the 
room , and beckoned Brackett urgently to 
him.

“ I ’m  sorry , d octor, but it ’s not business 
that cou ld  be discussed through  a third 
party ,”  I heard Brackett say. T h en  he 
burst forth . “ G ad, it’s hot in h e re ! D o n ’t 
see h ow  you  stand i t !”

A  m om ent later there was a tinkle o f  
ice in a glass. B rackett had poured him 

self a drink fro m  a w ater p itcher on  a side 
table. Im m ediately  he began to splutter.

“ T h a t ’s  not w a te r !”  he exclaim ed. 
“ D am ned sa lty ! W h a t the devil--------”

A t  the m om ent the G reat M acum ber’s 
back had been turned. H e  w heeled.

“ G ood  L o rd , B rack ett! Y o u  drank 
from  that p itch er?”

“ A  sw allow  or  tw o. T h ou g h t it w as ice 
w ater.”

“ M r. K etterin ,”  said M acum ber, sm il- 
ing grim ly, “ thinks it ’ s v ich y .”

“ W h at— what is it ? ”  gasped Brackett, 
obviou sly  im pressed by  the G reat O n e ’s 
concern.

“ I f  I w ere to g ive y ou  the chem ical f o r 
m ula,”  replied M acum ber, “ y o u  w ould  
probably not understand— and I should be 
violating a trust. But y o u ’ve taken the 
m ost p ow erfu l o f  brom ides, M r. Brackett. 
It is called, fa n c ifu lly  and yet perhaps 
properly , ‘ C leopatra ’s C u p .’ ”

Brackett had dropped  back into his chair 
beside the lon g  table.

“ N ot likely to— to upset m e, is i t ? ”
T h e G reat O n e sh ook  his head.
“ Q uite the reverse. Y o u  will forget 

you r cares.”
“ E h ? "
“ I mean you  w ill sleep. I t ’s a fo r tu 

nate thing that I observed  y ou  taking the 
dose. I f  y o u ’d le ft  the house, there m ight 
have been a serious afterm ath . N o w  you  
are safe. Sit w here you  are, or  lie dow n  
if  you  p re fer, and y ou --------”

“ W h at are you  talking a b ou t?”  grow led  
Brackett, reverting to the blustering m an
ner o f  his entrance. “ I m u s t  leave here. 
A t  on ce .”

M acum ber stood in fron t o f  him , pre
venting him fro m  rising.

“ I can ’t perm it you  to  g o , M r. B rack 
ett,”  he said. “ A n y  responsibilities you  
may have w ould  be nothing, then, to  mine. 
Let me explain  to you  exactly  what you  
have taken. W h a t there is to  the legend 
w hich cam e to m e w ith  the form u la , I 
can ’t say. I t ’s not the sort o f  th ing that 
a man o f  .scientific turn w ou ld  speculate 
m uch u p o n ; but as to  the efficacy o f  the 
m edicine there can be no doubt. Y o u ’ll 
have none you rse lf.
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“ T h e  form u la  is neither a d iscovery  o f  
mine, n or o f  the E gyptian  gentlem an 
through  w hose friendship  I cam e into p o s 
session o f  it. H e  said that it had com e 
dow n  through m any generations to him, 
and he actually show ed m e the stone tablet 
on  w hich  he alleged it to  have been o r ig 
inally engraved. I gu a rd  m y speech care
fu lly , you  see, fo r  the story  is fantastic.

“ It will doubtless be in you r m em ory, 
M r. B rackett, that when her unparalleled 
profligacies had turned E g yp t and the 
w orld  against her, Q ueen  Cleopatra be 
cam e vastly interested in chem istry. She 
sought a poison  that w ould  bring  death to 
her qu ickly  and without su ffering  when 
her last avenue o f  regal pleasure should 
have been blocked. T h at m uch is history. 
But, m ost o f  all, she sought n epenthes; 
brom ides to  speed the dull hours between 
revels. T h at I have been told.

“ O n e com pou nd  she d iscovered , so the 
legend has it, w hich  was the veritable arch
enem y o f  T im e. A  dra ft w hich annihi
lated hours and m em ories was this, induc
ing  a state rather closer to that o f  sus
pended anim ation than o f  sleep. A n d , 
again by the legend, her secret w as co n 
fided by Cleopatra to a learned man o f  
her co u r t ; and by him  handed dow n  from  
eldest son to eldest son  to the present. 
A n d  you, M r. Brackett, have drunk from  
C leopatra ’s C u p !”

Brackett had been staring incredulously  
at the Great O ne.

“ R u b b ish !”  he cried. “ T h e stuff may 
a ffect som e people, but I ’m  as w ide awake 
at this m om ent as I ’ve ever been in m y 
life . D o n ’t w orry  about me, d o c to r !”

“ I d on ’t intend to w o rry ,”  M acum ber 
calm ly assured him. “ Y o u  w ill begin to 
feel the pull o f  the brom ide in a very  few  
m inutes— and then, I prom ise you , y o u ’ll 
have no further thought o f  leaving us. I t ’s 
harm less, the C up— but potent, poten t! 
S o o n  enough  y ou r eyes w ill be closing. 
Y o u ’ll not be able to  keep them open. T o  
m e they seem  heavy n ow .”

“ I  m ust get d o w n to w n ! I t ’s v ita l!”  
“ I ’m  sorry ,”  said the G reat O ne.
“ I f  this m edicine is what you  say it 

is, then there m ust be som ething--------”

“ T h ere  is n oth ing  w hich  w ill counteract 
the C u p .”

“ But it ’s not w ork in g  on  me. A b s o 
lutely not. I ’m  not in the least sleepy.”  

“ But y ou r  eyes, m a n ! T h e y ’re c los 
in g ! B lin k in g !”

“ T h a t ’s you r  im agination, doctor. 
C ould  they be w ider open ?”

A n d  B rackett’s eyes w ere opened w id e ; 
strained, distended.

“ Y o u  w o n ’t be able to keep them open. 
A h , D o cto r  D eem s, h e ’ s  o f f ! ”

T h e  pro lon ged  staring had been too 
m uch fo r  the overstrained optical nerves 
o f  M r. G eorge  W . Brackett. S low ly , as 
i f  w eighted, the lids dropped  over his 
sharp gray  eyes.

F o r  an instant I held the thought that 
M acum ber possessed pow ers h ereto fore  
concealed fro m  m e— that he had induced 
a m esm eric slum ber. B ut B rackett’s eyes 
did  not stay shut. T h e lids went up m uch 
m ore qu ickly than they had gone dow n.

“ I d on ’t care what you  s a y !”  h e -cr ied . 
“ I ’ll fight it o ff. B y  G od , I ’m  g o in g !”

In  the instant that B rackett’s eyes had 
been closed, the Great O n e had stridden 
fro m  him  and seated h im self in a chair 
beyond the table.

“ G ood  a ftern oon , M r. B ra ck ett !”  he 
called cheerfu lly . “ A ccep t m y  Congratu
lations, sir. Y o u  have fou gh t it o ff , nobly. 
I thought y o u ’d sleep on  until evening. 
I ’ve spent the last hour w ith M r. K et- 
terin, and y o u ’ll doubtless be glad to  hear
that he--------”

“ Y o u ’ve ivhat?”
M acum ber glanced significantly at m e. 
“ D ’ye see the w ay the Cup w orks, 

d o c to r ? ”  he queried. “ T h ere ’s absolutely 
no break in the continuity  o f  the sleeper’s 
thought. H e  doesn ’t realize he has slept. 
H e ’ll sw ear that he ’s on ly  closed his e y e s ; 
and, until he ’s had one experience w ith  the 
stuff, will hold to  it until the p r o o f  o f  
tim e’s passage is b e fo re  h im .”

Brackett grunted.
'T  haven ’t been sleeping T h a t ’s too  

silly. U tter n on sen se !!’
T h e  G reat O n e sm iled.
“ A ston ish in g, isn ’t it, D e e m s? ”  H e  

turned to Brackett. “ Shake into the real
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ity, m a n ! Y o u ’ve lost a little m ore than 
five hours out o f  your life . F eel rested? 
A n y  a fter  e ffe ct?  H ea v in ess?”

Brackett glared at him w ildly.
“ H ave you  gone m a d ?”
“ E asy, easy,”  counseled M acum ber. 

“ D o n ’t excite  y ou rse lf , M r. B rackett.”  H e 
lifted  up the vase that had held the rose
bud. “ H e re ’s an evidence b e fo re  your 
eyes. W h a t w as a bud w hen you  closed 
y ou r eyes is n ow  a r o s e !”

A  rose it was. Brackett regarded it 
stupidly. Behind his back the mantel clock  
struck— ju st once.

“ W h a t ’s th a t?”
“ T h e half hour. I t ’s tw o thirty by the 

clock , M r. Brackett, but the c lo ck ’s a trifle 
m ore than a quarter hour slow . I noticed 
that, but d idn ’t bother to set it .”

Brackett shot to his feet. H is  eyes 
w ent to the clock , back  to the rose.

“ D o  you  m ean to tell me it’s quarter 
to  th ree?”  he shouted.

“ Y o u  have a w atch o f  your o w n ,”  sug
gested the G reat O ne.

T h e hand that B rackett reached fo r  his 
w atch w as trem bling. H e  groaned as his 
eyes m et the dial.

“ T w elve  to th ree! B y  all that’s holy, 
y o u ’ve been telling m e the tru th !”

A  desk phone stood  on  the table. B rack
ett snatched it up and called a num ber. 
W h e n  his connection  had been m ade he 
spoke excited ly  into the instrum ent, fo r  
the nonce ob liv ious to the presence o f  M a 
cum ber and me.

“ M ille r?  H eh , M ille r?  G . W . B rack
ett talking. C over m y shorts in  K etterin  
C opp er, M iller— and get it done b e fo re  the 
m arket c lo s e s !”

T h e  voice  o f  M acum ber rang out ju b i
lantly as the receiver clashed on to its hook. 

“ I  thank you, B ra ck e tt!”
“ H eh  ? H o w ’s that ? T hank m e ! F or  

w hat ?”
“ F o r  responding so m agnificently to 

su g gestion ; fo r  delivering  you rse lf so 
w holly  into m y h a n d s ! A  fine fu rry  f o x  
y ou  m ay be, m y friend , but y o u ’ve reck
oned w ithout hounds— and traps.”

T h e Great O n e  caught m y eye and 
nodded  tow ard  the door.

“ I ’ll ask y ou r  indulgence, youngster. 
M r. Brackett and I w ill have a deal to 
say to each other— a private understand
ing  to  reach. Y o u ’ll let us be a lon e?”

I V .

p R O M  the K etterin  d raw in g-room , a 
m atter o f  a half hour later, I  saw M r. 

G eorge W . Brackett pass like a wraith 
along the corr id or . In  the b r ie f glim pse I 
had o f  it, his gray  face seem ed grayer. 
H is carriage had no longer the arrogance 
o f  the m aster o f  m en. L eavin g  the house, 
he closed the d oor  very  so ft ly  behind him.

M acum ber called m e back to  the library 
then. H e  had flung up the w indow s. T h e  
air w as coo ler  by  m any degrees, and al
ready thickening w ith the raspy sm oke o f  
his saw -toothed black tobacco.

“ I have lately enlightened our fr iend  
B rackett,”  said the Great O ne, “ concern 
ing the m agical m eans by  w hich  the bud 
becam e a rose and the bit legerdem ain that 
set his w atch forw a rd . I w o n ’t say he 
was not vastly a n n o y e d ; but be fore  taking 
his leave he had so far forg iven  me as to  
let m e be the first to know  o f  his inten
tion o f  severing all connections w ith  the 
K etterin  C opper C om pany as soon  as m ay 
be. Indeed, his announcem ent was in the 
nature o f  a p rom ise .”

M acum ber settled back in the chair 
w hich  Brackett had occupied .

“ I know  that talk o f  finance is a bore to 
y ou , lad ,”  said he, “ but I w ould  neverthe
less ask you  to  consider the com plex ion  o f  
the K etterin  C opper Com pany. It is a 
very  prosperous subsidiary o f  A m alga 
m ated M etals, and fo r  m any years has 
been absolutely dom inated by L aw rence 
K etterin , the elder. O n e m ight call the d i
rectors his ‘ creatures.’ B esides h im self, 
there are fo u r  on  the board— Brackett, the 
secretary P illsbury, one o f  the old gentle
m en ’s law yers and L aw rence K etterin , 
second.

“ T h is  last had been an excellent year 
fo r  K etterin  C opper. T h e  elder K etterin  
had decided that an extra  dividend should 
be declared at the m eeting scheduled fo r  
to-day. In  one w ay o r  another— y o u ’ve 
had evidence, youngster, o f  h ow  that m ight
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be— news leaked that K etterin  C opper was 
a canny buy. T h e  stock  has experienced  a 
sharp advance based on  the expectation  o f  
a m elon cutting.

“ Som ething like tw o w eeks ago, old  
L aw rence K etterin  w as ordered to bed 
by his physician, as y ou  know . Jt becam e 
apparent in the course o f  a few  days that 
he w ould not be able to be at the dividend 
meeting.

“ Brackett’s schem e fo r  rigg in g  the 
m arket was born  o f  this know ledge. T here 
w ould be, he expected, on ly  three directors 
at the m eeting— a hare quorum . Pillsbury 
he could  count on  to stand w ith  him. B e
tween them they cou ld  override whatever 
protests m ight he m ade by K etterin ’s law 
yer and, instead o f  declaring an extra  d iv i
dend, pass the dividend paym ent entirely.

“ Y o u  can im agine the sharp decline such 
a procedure w ould  bring  about in K etterin 
C opper securities, lad. Brackett began to 
sell short on  the rising market.

“ A lready  he had com m itted him self 
heavily when youn g  L aw rence popped into 
N ew  Y ork . In  the event o f  a d ifference 
in the hoard he w ould surely vote with the 
K etterin  lawyer.

“ It was really an extraord inarily  clever 
plan w hich Brackett and P illsbury w orked  
out, between them, to get rid o f  M r. L a w 
rence K etterin , secon d .”

“ S o ,”  said I , “ there hadn ’t been any at
tem pt to blackmail M r. K etterin .”

“ Certainly not. T h e w hole business was 
a ruse to take L arry  sa fely  aw ay w hile
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Brackett and P illsbury played out their 
gam e. That, indeed, was m y instantane
ous thought on  reading the b o y ’s letter.

“ It was to  m y friend  Jeffers, the finan
cial editor o f  the S ta n d a r d ,  that I  phoned 
last night. H e  told m e o f  the d irectors ’ 
m eeting and o f  the persistent rum ors o f  
an extra  d ividend— and the ‘ D irectory  o f  
D irectors ’ show ed m e the strategic possi
bilities o f  you n g  L a w ren ce ’s position  in 
the hoard.

“ It was while I talked w ith M iss P er 
rin that the inspiration fo r  the experim ent 
o f  C leopatra ’s Cup cam e to me. Brackett, 
she told me, had been a daily caller here. 
H e  had been alm ost too  trem endously in
terested in L aw rence K etterin ’s condition .

“ M y  m a jor  problem , as y o u ’ve seen, was 
to make our man drink som ething— any
thing— w ith no suggestion  from  us that he 
do so. S o  I made him  hot, and I made 
him nervous— and thus, praise the L ord , 
I saved K etterin  C opper a scandal and 
m yself a thousand g ood  dollars and m ore .”  

“ Y o u rse lf  a thousand dollars, m a estro?”  
“ A y e , that I did. D ’ye suppose I neg

lected to take on a line o f  K etterin  a fter  
getting L a rry ’s t ip ? ”

I had sauntered over to the table on  
w hich the liquid bait o f  “ C leopatra ’s C u p”  
had been set fo r  parched M r. Brackett. 
S om e im pulse led me to sam ple the pitch 
er ’s contents.

“ H o ly  m a ck ere l!”  I exclaim ed. “ It is 
sa lty ! W h a t ’s that f r o m ? ”

“ Salt,”  said the G reat M acum ber.
i n o t l i c r  M a c u m b e r  s t o r v  in  th e  n e x t  is s u e .
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p r i v a t e  S e c r e t a r i e s  o f  FH/UOt/S M E N

T h e  E a sy  W r i t in g

Mark

TYPEWRITER
“ C om pare  the W o r k ’ ’

henever I hear a private secretary 
say that her duties are becoming too much 
for her, I recommend that she try an easy 
writing Royal Typewriter. It is the easiest 
machine to operate that I ever used.

. . . Secretary to General J. LESLIE KIN C AID  
Vice-President o f  the United Hotels Company o f  
America, operating one o f  the largest hotel chains in 
the world —5 hotels in Canada and 18 in America in
cluding the new Roosevelt, New York, and 20 others 
under construction both in America and Canada.

R O Y A L  T Y P E W R IT E R  C O M P A N Y , In c., 316 Broadway, N ew  York City 
Branches and Agencies the World Over

-  ------------------- ------------------------------------------ - ■

P l e a s e  m e n t i o n  th is  m a g a z i n e  w h e n  a n s w e r i n g  a d v e r t i s e m e n t s
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Below  Pa r - ?

I  W AS a wreck and I knew it. Although young, scarcely 
twenty, indigestion had taken a firm hold; my complexion was 
bad, vitality gone and life looked black. I had tried everything 
and yeast had been recommended to me. ‘ How absurd,’ I 
mused. ‘ Yet if I only dared h op e !’ At the end o f a month 
my complexion was noticeably improved, my stomach working 
properly and my entire system rejuvenated. Miracles like this 
cannot happen in a day, but now I am the picture o f  health.”  
(Art extract from  a letter from Mrs. Arthur R. Pagnam, 

R. F. D. No. 29, Stam ford , C on n .)

from constipation, lowered 
vitality, skin and stomach 
disorders?

Boundless energy in this 
simple fresh food!

T H E S E  rem arkable reports are typical 
o f  th o u s a n d s  o f  s im ila r  t r ib u t e s  to  

F leisch m ann ’s Y east.
T here is noth ing m ysterious ab ou t its a ction . 

I t  is n ot a “ cu re-a ll,”  n o t  a m edicine in any 
sense. B u t when the b o d y  is choked  w ith  the 
poisons o f  con stipa tion — or when its vita lity 
is low  so that skin, stom ach and general health 
are a ffected— this sim ple natural food  achieves 
literally am azing results.

C on cen trated  in every  cake o f  Fleisch- 
m an n ’s Y east are m illions o f  tin y  yeast-plants, 
alive and active.

/A t on ce  they  go to  w ork — invigoratin g  the 
w hole system , clearing the skin, a iding diges
tion , strengthening the intestinal m uscles and 
m aking them  hea lthy and active.

/ r
D isso lv e  o n e  ca k e  in a  g la ss  o f  w a ter  just 
h ot en ou g h  to  d r in k — before  breakfast and at

F i v e  years ago I could an
swer to the description o f the 
‘ rundown, nervous, suffering 
wom an’ in the patent medi
cine ads. M y sallow complex
ion was my greatest worry and 
I was always troubled with 
constipation. I had taken 
medicine for four years, but 
the doctor said that drugs 
could not effect a permanent 
cure. I learned to eat Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast. Today I am 
frequently complimented on 
my fresh complexion and am 
told I don ’t look more than 
twenty-two. I hold the cham
pionship record for swimming 
and tennis in our club. I still 
have one incurable habit— 
half a cake o f Fleischmann’s 
Yeast daily with a glass o f 
milk.’*

(M rs. Ella Fitzgerald, of 
Ypsilanti, Michigan)

bed tim e. F leisch m ann ’s Y east when taken 
this w ay  is especia lly  effective  in  overcom ing  
or preven tin g constipa tion . Or eat 2 or 3 
cakes a d a y  —  spread on  bread  or  crackers — 
d issolved  in  fru it ju ices or m ilk — or eat it 
plain. F leisch m ann ’s Y east for H ealth  com es 
on ly  in the tin foil package —  it  cann ot be  pur
chased in tablet form . A ll grocers have it. 
Start eating it  t o d a y ! Y o u  can  order several 
cakes at a tim e, for  Y east will keep  fresh in a 
coo l, d ry  p lace for tw o  or three d a y s r "

W rite  us for  fu rther in form ation , or let us 
send y ou  a free co p y  o f  our latest book le t on  
Y east for  H ea lth . A ddress: H ealth  R esearch 
D ep t. Z - 13, T h e  F leischm ann C om p a n y , 701 
W ashin gton  S t., N ew  Y ork .

“ A t  the age o f forty I found my
self slipping in health. I was 
troubled with indigestion, con
stipation and nervous debility. I 
had read about people taking 
Fleischmann’s Yeast, and ordered 
some. A while later, in answer to 
a friend's inquiry, I was surprised 
to hear myself reply, ‘ I feel like a 
prize-fighter’ and realized then 
that I had not felt any sign of in
digestion for some time, and was 
putting in ten to twelve hours’ 
hard brain work daily. I knew I 
was back again.”
(A letter from Mr. W . L. King 

of W ashington , D, C .)

P l e a s e  m e n t i o n  th i s  m a g a z i n e  w h e n  a n s w e r i n g  a d v e r t i s e m e n t s



ADVERTISING SECTION

Sor<? T h r o * * -  ^

■throat • * * * ? £ £ .or 

' “Ctiaept'O °«9 ' " r\w»at

T h e v < ire

/  \ \> /  v ™

s
i « l|
• /  Jy* \ ) % M"

' T i m

■ 1 /  « 
< i . ..

No off-days for him
r ___ — — 4  P i * * n  / 7  /on account

A PERFECT record o f  attendance! More 
/ l  than m ost little  fo lk s  can  say du rin g  
r o ia  b lu stery , sore-throat days o f  winter.

N a tu ra lly , he ’ s prou d  o f that report card  he
brings h om e . A n d  his m oth er is, too .

H tfh  m oth er and son have a ^ c r e t - w h 'c h ,  
after all, n eed n ’ t be  a secret at a i l  S unply 
,h e  ch ildren  fo rm  the system atic hab .t o f  us g 
I isterine, the safe a n tisep tic , as a m ou th  wash 
and gargle.

o f sore  throatKJ!  t -  ----------------
S o  often  it w ill ward o ff a bad  -  -  o f sore 

throat and  the m ore serious ills t h a J  13

’^ ' ^ r s s ^ S s t r j a i
o,te . *■

o u t , t , , h c ircu lar that com es w rapped 
r ^ u n d  e a c h  b o t t l e ^ L a m b e r t  P h a r m a c o l  

C o m p a n y , S a in t  L o u is ,  U . S .  A .

P l e a s e  m e n t i o n  th is  m a g a z i n e  w h e n  a n s w e r i n g  a d v e r t i s e m e n t s



' v . v . w r  s fc t i o n

'If you lack this one thing
■ Many of your friends have lost it— many 

others are losing it— and if you lack this one 
thing . . . .

But it’s no use dwelling on the unpleasant' 
ness o f being over-weight. Every woman hates 
it. Every woman fears it. Yet, it is so unnec
essary !

Slenderness can be acquired easily and 
pleasantly. For many years Marmola Tablets 
have brought the health and vigor o f a slender 
figure to thousands o f men and women. No 
diets, no exercises— just Marmola Tablets. 
Try them.

All drug stores have them— one dollar a 
box. Or they will be sent in plain wrapper, 
postpaid, by the Marmola Co., 1715 General 
Motors Building, Detroit, Mich.

How To W ork Your W ay 
Through College

B y  R A Y M O N D  F. SU LLIV A N
This thoroughly practical book has been pre

pared primarily as a guide and inspiration for 
ambitious high school and college students and 
their parents. It was written by a man who 
earned his own way through college, and is based 
upon the self-help experiences of thousands of 
other young men and women in colleges and pro
fessional schools throughout the United States. It 
solves a vital problem of today which confronts 
those of limited means who appreciate the ever- 
increasing value of college education. It discusses 
in detail such subjects as Costs of College Edu
cation, Opportunities For Work Around Cam
puses, Best Methods of ' Earning Money, Loans 
and Scholarships, Social Position of Students 
Earning Their Way. The Relative Importance of 
Athletics, Fraternities and Extra-Curriculum Ac
tivities, and also includes over 250 Tested Job 
Hints.
E. J. Clode, Inc., 156 Fifth Avenue, New York. $2.00

P l e a s e  m e n t i o n  th i s  m a g a z i n e  w h e n  a n s w e r i n g  a d v e r t i s e m e n t s
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A  W art On Your Nose
w ould  not be noticed  nearly as m uch 
as a frail, weak body. Y e t, if  you  
had a wart on your nose, y ou  w ould  
w orry  y ou rse lf sick— y ou  w ould  pay 
m ost any  price to  get rid o f  it. But 
what about that bod y  o f  y o u rs?
W h at are you  doin g  to  m ake people  
adm ire and respect you  ? W a k e  u p !
C om e to your sen ses ! D o n ’t y ou  
realize what a strong, robu st bod y  
means to y o u ?  It m akes no d iffe r 
ence w hether it be in the business or 
social w orld— everybod y  adm ires the 
strong, robust fe llow — everyone de
spises the w eakling.

I Will Transform You
t make weak men strong. That’s my 

job. That’s why they call me “ The Mus
cle Builder.”  I never fail. A  bold state
ment, but true. I don’t care how weak 
you are, I can do the trick. The weaker 
you are, the more noticeable the results.
I’ve been doing this for so many years, 
it’s easy now. I know how.

In just thirty days, I ’m going to put one 
full inch on those arms o f  yours. Yes, 
and two inches on your chest. But that’s 
nothing. I've only started. N ow  comes 
the real work. I'm going to broaden your 
shoulders and strengthen your back. I ’m 
going to deepen your chest so that every 
breath will literally penetrate every cell o f 
your lungs, feeding them with rich life- 
giving oxygen. You will feel the thrill o f  
life glow ing throughout your entire sys
tem. _ I ’m going to tighten up those mus- „ „ „  *.
cles in and around your heart, kidneys The M uscle B u ild er
and stomach. I ’m going to shoot a quiver
up your spine so that you will stretch out your b ig  brawny arms and shout for bigger and harder 
tasks to do. N othing will seem impossible.

Sounds good, doesn’t it?  You can bet your Sunday socks it’s good. It’s wonderful. And the 
best o f  it is, I don ’t just promise you these things— I guarantee them. D o you doubt m e? Come on 
then and make me prove it. That’s what I like. Are you ready? Atta b o y ! Let’s go.

Send for my new 64-page book

“ M U S C U L A R  D E V E L O P M E N T ”
It Is Free

It contains forty-tlireo full-page photographs of myself and some of 
the many prize-winning pupils I have trained. Many of these are lead
ers in their business professions today. I have not only given them a 
body to be proud of, but made them better doctors, lawyers, merchants,
etc. Some of these came to me as pitiful weaklings, imploring me to
help them. Look them over now and you will marvel at their present 
physioues. This book will prove an impetus and a real Inspiration to you. 
It will thrill you through and through. All I ask is ten cents to cover the 
cost of wrapping and mailing and it is yours to keep. Thic will not 
obligate you at all, but for the sake of your future health and appiness,
do not put it off. Send today—right now, before you turn this page.

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN

I EARLE E. LIEDERMAN,
Dept. 5002, 305 Broadway, New York City

Dear Sir:—I enclose herewith 10 cents, for which 
. you are to send me, without any obligation on my 
I part whatever, a copy of your latest book, “ Muscu- 
'  lar Development." {Please write or print plainly.)

* Name........................................................................................

I Street,

Dept. 5002, 3 0 3  B roadw ay, N ew  Y ork  City | City. State,

P l e a s e  m e n t i o n  t h i s  m a g a z i n e  w h e n  a n s w e r i n g  a d v e r t i s e m e n t s
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DIAM ONDS WATCHES
C A S  H o r C R K D I T

No. 3 5 —Bine 
White Diamond. >5 
Solid 18-k W hite ' 

i Gold, $37.50. Pay 
\  $3.76 down, then

*122

/ l O F T I S
k  ■ ■  BROS.&CO. \es%>

DIAMOND
IMPORTERS

LWn import Diamonds 
direct from Europe 
and sell direct by 
mail —a great saving' 
to you. Our Diamonds’ 
are “ quality”  gems, 
brilliant blue white.

D ia m o n d . 
S o l i d  18-k 
White Gold, 
$50. $5 down,

$J25
k A Weak /

SEND FOR FREE CATALOG illustrations
o f Diamond-set Jewelry. Watches, Wrist Watches, Pearls, Mesh 
Bags, Silverware, etc. Sent prepaid for your Free Examination. 
Catalog explains everything.
You owe it to yourself to buy o f  LOFTI3, the direct Importer, and 
save money. W o Invite Com parison o f  Quality and Prices.
C R E D I T  T E R  IV/f • G°oda delivered on first payment o f  one-tenth 

1 * *  , , *  o f  purchase price; balance in equal amount*,
payable weekly, semi-monthly, oz monthly, at your convenience. >Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded

W r i s t  W a t c h
An Ideal Gift

- - - 4 9 —Solid 18-k White 
Sold, 17 Jew els, $40. Deliv- 
jred  on first paym ent o f 

fiionly $4.00. then

A  *122  wA k
\2

No. 15 —Green Gold, 
graved. Assorted patterns. 
12 Size, gilt dial, $30. De
livered on first payraont
SS-00- *12 2 , ■

IOFTIS
■ B H  BROS.&CO.msa 

The National Jewelers
DEPT. K 2 2 2

108 N. State St.,Chicago, III.
Storea*in Loading Cities

o f  t h e  B a c k
T housands o f  

R em arkable Cases
An old lady, 72 years of Age, who 
suffered for many years and was 
absolutely helpless, found relief. 
A man who was helpless, unable 
to rise from his chair, was riding 
horseback and playing tennis 
within a year. A little child, 
paralyzed, was playing about the 
house after wearing a Philo Burt 
Appliance three weeks. We have 
successfully treated more than 
50,000 cased the past 20 years.

3 0  Days’ Trial Free
We will prove its value in your own case. 
There is no reason why you should 
not accept our offer. " The photo
graphs show liow light, cool, elas
tic and easily adjusted the Philo 
Burt Appliance is— how different 
from tin- old torturous plaster, 
lout her or steel jackets.

Every sufferer with a weak
ened or deformed spine owes 
if to himself to investigate 
thoroughly. Price within 
reach of all.
Send For Our Free Book

If you will describe the ease it 
will aid us in giving you definite 
information at once.
PHILO BURT MFC. CO.

105-2 Odd Fellows Tem ple 
JAM ESTO W N , N. Y .

Club
Straightened 5 Years Ago
Claire Reynolds, born with 
Club Feet, had them straight
ened in a few months at 
McLain Sanitarium when 
he was 14. Read of per
manent result in brother’s 
letter written 5 years later:
W e will gladly call on prospective pa
tients near here, to sh o w  th em  w ha  
marvelous and permanent work you do.
I know what a wonderful thing it has 
been, to  have my brother*$ feet made 
straight and useful. W ill answer any 

inquiries.
GUY L. REYNOLDS,

Olean, New York.

For Crippled Children
McLain Sanitarium is a thorough
ly equipped private institution 
devoted exclusively to the treat
ment o f Club Feet, Infantile 
Paralysis, Spinal Diseases and 
Deformities, Diseases of the 
Hip, Knee, and other Joints, 

W ry Neck, etc., especially In 
c h ild re n  and you n g  adu lts. 
W rite  for th ese  FREE b ook s : 
“ D e fo rm it ie s  and P a ra ly sis ” 

and“  Book of References,”
ORTHOPEDIC SANITARIUM 

954 Aub«rt Ave. St. Louis, Mo.

F r e e  B o o K
C on ta in ing com plete  
Btory o f  orig in  and 
h istory  of that w on 
derful instrum ent 
—the

SAXOPHONE
Easiest o f all instrumen t to play and one 
of the most beautiful. Three first lessons
sent free give you a quick easy start-In  a few 
weeks you can be playing popular tunes. N 
teacher necessary . You can take your place in
band or orchestra in 90 daya If you so desire. Most 
popular instrument for  dance orchestras, home enter 
tatnments, church, lodge and school. A Saxopbom 
player is always popular socially and has many oppor
tunities to earn money. 6 Days’ Trial and easy payments 
arranged. Send your name for  free book. Mention 
any other Instrument in which you are interested.

B U E S C H E R  B A N D  I N S T R U M E N T  C O .
E v e ry th in g  i n  B a n d  a n d  O r ch e s tr a  In s tr u m en ts  

4 3 2  B u e sch e r  B lo c k  E lk h a rt , In d ia n a ^

S-Rooml
AIADDIN,
You can buy all the mate* 
rials for a complete home 
direct from the manufac
turer and save four profits 
on the lumber, millwork, 
hardware and labor.
P r ic e  in c lu d e s  all lumber cut to fit; highest grade interior wood
work, siding, flooring, windows, doors, glass, paint, hardware, nails, 
laths, roofing, with complete instructions and -drawings. F re ig h t

Said to your station. Permanent Homes—N O T  P O R T A B L E .
any styles to choose from. W r it e  n ea rest  m ill  t o d a y  f o t  

F R E E  M o n e y -S a v in g  A la d d in  C a ta lo g  N o. 122D.

T he ALADDIN Co. ^cVr^Yri
Wilmington, North Carolina; Portland, Oregon; loronto, Ontario

P l e a s e  m e n t i o n  t h i s  m a g a z i n e  w h e n  a n s w e r i n g  a d v e r t i s e m e n t s
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Th£l5cfw aK I N T R O D U C I N G
/  o 18 6 c p r  fpto p

Our C hallenge
I f you can duplicate any Dia
mond purchased from us for  
less money in any cash jewelry 
store, we will gladly refund 
any amount deposited if  re
turned within fifteen days.

It Makes the Diamond Look Larger
The new SPREDTOP Ring, sold exclusively 
by us) is scientifically constructed to give tho 
AA1 quality blue-white Diamond greater bril
liancy and a larger appearance. 18K White 
Gold hand-engraved mounting. Regular $65 
value—our Special I n t r o d u c t o r y  P r i c e  only $45.

Send No Money <v°
Ring for  FRED EXAMINATION. I f  satii 
tied pay only $5.00 upon acceptance, and 
then only $4.00 a month until balance is 
paid. Transactions Strictly Confidential 
—ORDER TODAY.
t r n v r i r  complete book: o f Diamonds, Watches 
i n f i E r a n d  Jewelry all on T E N  M O N TH S'
Oedlt Terms. Also our pamphlet ol other 
SP R E D TO P Rings.

LW-SWEET INC ■«<*• 185-G

l -W e e k
P A Y  B Y  T H E  MONTH

10 MONTHS 
T O  P A Y

1650 B R O A D W A Y  
N E W  Y O R K  C ITY

Stop Using a Truss
STUART’S PLAPAO-PAOS

are dlllerent from the truss, 
being medicine appMcatora 
made eelf> adhesive pur
posely to hold the distended 
muscles securely in place.
No straps, buoklos or spring 
attached — cannot slip, so 
oannoi chafe orpress against 
the pubic bone. Thousands

___  have successfully treated
8»M < Fas-SMl themselves at hom e without
"fiold MidiL hindrance from w ork—most

obstinate cases conquered.
Soft ao velvet—easy to apply—Inexpensive,’ Awarded 
Gold Medal and Grand Prix. Process o f recovery la 
natural, so afterwards no further use for trusses. W o 
grove It by  sending Trial of Plapao absolutely r n | * l*  

Write namo On Coupon and send TODAY. TIt b U
f  lagaa Cs. .. 833 Stuart Bldg., St Uuis, Mo.
N im e............... .......................................................................... ..

Grand P rix.

Addreas....................................................................................
Bstnru mail will bring Free Trial Plapao...................... .*•)

Brings you a Genuine
UNDERWOOD

T  Y  P E W  R

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL returned if  at end o f  10
days you are not satisfied with this late model UNDERWOOD 
typewriter rebuilt by the famous Shipman Ward process.

GREAT PRICE SAVING largest typewriter fa c 
tory in the world by our money caving methods.

EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS
notice it while you enjoy the use o f  this wonderful machine.

FREE BOOK OF FACTS
r tem o f  rebuilding typewriters and also valuable information 

ut the typewriter industry both instructive and entertaining.

Act Todayl 
Mail 

Coupon

S h ip m a n  W a rd  
M f& , C o m p a n y
2632 Shipm an B uild ing 
"Montrose &  Ravensw ood 
Aves., Chicago
Name...................*..........
St. and N o ..........................
City...................................

Please Bend me a copy of your free book of facts, 
explaining bargain offer.

. State.

! DEAFNESS IS MISERY
I know because* I was Deaf a ml had Head Noises for 
over 30 years. My invisible Anliseptle Ear Drum- ie- 
stored my hearing ami stopped Head Noises, ami Mill 
do It for you. They are Tiny Megaphones. Cannot be 
seen when worn. Effective when Deafness is caused by 
Catarrh or by Perforated, Partially or Wholly Destroyed 
Natural Drums. Easy to put in. easy to take out. Are 
"Unseen Comforts." Inexpensive. Write for Booklet 
and my sworn statement of how 1 recovered my heariiu'..

A. 0. LEONARD, Suite 98, 70 5th Ave., New York City

THE VALUE OF CHARCOAL
Few  P eople K n ow  H ow  U sefu l it is in  

Preserving H ealth  an d  Beauty.
Nearly everybody knows that charcoal is the safest 

and most efficient disinfectant and purifier in nature, 
but few realize its value when properly prepared and 
taken into the human system for tho same cleansing 
purpose.

Charcoal is a remedy that the more you take of it 
the better: it is not a drug at all, but simply absorbs 
the gases and impurities always present in the stomach 
and intestines and carries them out of the system.

Charcoal sweetens the breath after smoking, and 
after eating onions and other odorous vegetables.

Charcoal effectually clears and improves the com
plexion, it whitens the teeth and further acts as a 
natural and eminently safe cathartic.

It absorbs the injurious gases which collect in tho 
stomach and bowels; it disinfects the mouth and 
throat from the poison of catarrh.

All druggists sell charcoal in one form or another, 
but probably the best charcoal and the most for tin- 
money is in Stuart ’s Absorbent Lozenges: they are 
composed of the finest quality Willow charcoal pow
dered to extreme fineness, then compressed in tablet 
form or rather in the form of large, pleasant tasting 
lozenges, the charcoal being sweetened to be smooth 
and palatable.

The daily use of these lozenges will soon tell in a 
much improved condition of the general health, bet
ter complexion, sweeter breath and purer blood, am! 
the beauty of it is that no possible harm can result from 
their continued use, but oil the contrary, great benefit.

Many physicians advise Stuart’s Absorbent Loz
enges to patients suffering from gas in stomach and 
bowels, and to clear the complexion and purify the 
breath, mouth and throat. They are also believed 
to greatly benefit the liver. These lozenges cost hut 
thirty cents a box at drug stores. For a free trial 
send your name and address to F. A. Stuart <’o.. 15 
Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich. You get more and bet
ter charcoal in Stuart's Absorbent Lozenges than iu 
any of the ordinary charcoal tablets.

P l e a s e  m e n t i o n  t h i s  m a g a z i n e  w h e n  a n s w e r i n g  a d v e r t i s e m e n t s



AlH AiRTlSlSG SECTJOX

To invade Slumberland— use your flashlight!

I n  t i i i : children's bedroom, in the 
<litrk: (it night, use your flashlight! 
No blinding glare in its soft, re
flected rays . . . no clicking elec
tric Switch to wake the sleeping 
one. Keep an Eveready up-stairs 
for night duties and emergencies. 
Keep another near those dark cellar 
stairs. And another in the auto
mobile. Silent sentinels of safety, 
v\ ith countless uses.

Reload your flashlights and keep 
them on the job with tresh, strong

77,,. tm m
m i - 1 ’/

i i  i i<?A n t  I n i s A'o. -OM, th e7- ' T n  l,i> h u  M t i s U i . jh t  i r i ih
t, „  ' ■ s, l l  m i  I n n H f r ih h n ti. h U trk -/• com. Nai•< C 'tll I '.'rb'■ A 'ith  U n it,;- ,/  m n i

E t crctniy Unit ( Vll.s fit riml Improve ali make* <if flash! piit'. Thvy insuiv britflilvi* 11st kl aini lunpt-r I sat t cry I ]V. Keep an
lil.ovvisi* last linii.fr.

Eveready Unit t ells. And if you 
haven’t a flashlight, see the nearest 
Eveready dealer at once. Bun the 
improved Eveready Flashlights 
from electrical, hardware anil ma
rine supply dealers, sporting goods 
and general stores, garages and auto 
nccrssorv shops.

S h i  n i t j  iti 'u  ’  n !  m i l l  i i U i i h in t i ' i ’ cl b y  

\  A FI ONA! .  C A R B O N  C O M P A N Y ,  I  !IC . 

Nrw York San Francisco
lion C.i'bntt Co., Ltlliitc4'!'• ii on! ii, Onl:n io

eVEEEADy
FLASHLIGHTS 
y  BATTERIES

- th e y  last longer
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R I V A L S  T H E  B E A U T Y O F  T H E  S C A R L E T  T A N A G E R

W hich Point 
W ill You Have?

f/ - -  —  ^ - v C c .  t C *

-  J L A l x - x J L u

You can get all five degrees in the 
classic Duofold Pens

clAnd A ll Joints guaranteed for 25-Years’ Wear

FO R  what kind of writing do 
you use a pen? H ow do you 

hold it? A n d  what style of writing 
is entirely natural to your hand?

Close figure work or fine memo
randa, for example, call for a fine or 
an extra-fine point. But the medium 
point, the broad, or the stub— these 
give one’s penmanship a personal
ity and character that make mighty 
valuable impressions in a letter or a 
signature.

These are reasons why, in the 
classic D u o fo ld  Pens, G eo . S.
Parker gives the world the whole 
five degrees of points that the five 
degrees of writing require.

Points you can lend without a 
tremor, for no style of writing can

T H E  P A R K E R  P E N  C O ., J A N E S V IL L E , W I S C O N S I N
N E W  Y O R K , C h i c a g o  * Parker Duofold Pencils to match the per.,$ 3 .5 0  * s a n  FRANCISCO  

Over-size, $ 4
THE PARKE* O U N T A IN  PEN C O M P A N Y . LIM ITE D. T O R O N T O . C A N A D A  

THE PA R K E R  PEN C O  LIM ITE D , 2 A N D  3 N O R fO L K  S T ., S T R A N D . L O N D O N , ENGLAN D

distort them. Points that are tipped 
with super-sm ooth Iridium , for 
which we pay a premium of 200%. 
Points that we guarantee, if not 
mistreated, for 25 years' WEAR.

A nd every point set in a shapely, 
hand-balanced barrel that feels so 
inspiring you hate to lay it down.

You can buy cheaper pens, but is 
the saving worth it? For you can’t 
compete with the world on even 
terms if your pen can’ t keep pace 
with the Duofold.

Any good pen counter will sell 
you this beauty on 30 days’ ap
proval. Flashing black, or black- 
tipped lacquer red, the color that’s 
handsomer than gold and makes 
this a hard pen to mislay.

‘Parke
Red and Black 

C olor
Combination 

Reg. Trade Mark 
U .S . Pat. Office

With The

Slender 
Lady Duofold 

$5
Ribbon $1 extra

Over-size 
Duofold $7 
Duofold Jr.
Same except 

for size
$5



COLGATE’S

W h e n  w e  say to  y o u  th at the “ H a n d y  G r ip ”  Shaving S tick  is m ost 
Shaving S tick  has im p orta n t advan- co n v e n ie n t fo r  traveling. It w ill n o t  
tages o v e r  shaving preparations in  cru sh  w h e n  p a ck ed , a n d  it m akes a 
any o th e r  fo rm , w e  can  d o  so  w ith - w o n d e r fu l la ther fo r  e a s y  sh a v in g . It 
o u t  bias, fo r  w e  m anu factu re shaving is n o t  u n c o m m o n  f o r  a C o lg a t e  
sticks, p o w d e r  and  cream . Shaving  S tick  to  last m o re  th an  a

In  its attractive n ick e l b o x , ou r  year in  daily  use.

The famous “ Handy Grip” , with a trial-size shaving stick 
in nickel box, sent for 10c. When the trial stick is gone, 
buy Colgate “ Refills”  for the price of the soap alone, 25c.

COLGATE & CO. Dept, c, 199  Fulton St. NEW YORK

S h a v i n g  S t i c k
"H A N D Y  CRIP"ft«D R E F IL L

For Comfort, Convenience, and Economy

Truth in advertising implies honesty in manufacture


