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Jib Owners of Graphophones 
and other Talking Machines:

There’s as much difference in records
as there is in voices.

Columbia Disc and Gold-Moulded 
Cylinder Records are far clearer, 
smoother and more lasting than the 
best of all the others.

Easy enough to prove it.

You know what you like and why 
you like it.

Argument doesn't count ior much — 
step into the nearest ot the 9,000 scores 
where Columbia Records are sold and 
get the evidence through the big end 
of the horn. Listen— that's all.

Look for this 
trade mark 
whenever and 
wherever you 
buy disc or 
cylinder records

Grand Prix,
Paris, 1900 

Grand Prize,
Milan, 1906 

Double Grand Prize, 
St. Louis, 1904

Send for our latest list of new records, disc or cylinder.
Get the Graph op hone catalog if you don’t own a Grapho- 
phone. Cylinder records, 25c. Disc records, 00c to* So. 
Graphophones, $7.50 to $200.

T o  insure reply by return mail, mark your postal or letter Dept.- S.

COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH CO., Gen*l
TRIBUNE BUILD ING . NEW YORK

D i s t r ib u t in g  I if  p o t s - ^  w . r d  Street. New-' ork; £3 Wabash 
Ave.ue. Chica^u : 9:1 Van Ness Avenue. San I-ran cisco.

At Jamestown I:^position— N. E. cor. Manufactures md Liberal Arts Bldg. 
Dealers wanted wherever we are not now represented.

Columbia Records Will Fit Your Machine 
and Double Its \&lue to You



Trained Ad Writers and Managers. $1,200.00 to 
$ 6 ,0 0 0 .0 0  a Year. More Proof of the Benefits of 
tHe World’s Best Instruction System.

B y  G EO R G E
The best argument in the world as to the supe

riority of the Powell System of Advertising Instruc
tion by correspondence is the large number of gen
uine, sim onpure  testimonials I have for years been 
able to publish.

When I say that the Powell System is the only 
one endorsed by the great advertising publications 
of America, I h a genuine testimony to prove it.

When I say that the large printers and publishers 
everywhere—men who do not know me personally, 
but by reputation—advise the ambitious to take my 
instruction, careful inquiry by the investigator will 
prove it.

When I say that clerks, mechanics, and business 
men everywhere are reaping large rewards from 
my help I have their letters in proof.

I have never faked “ china nest egg”  testimony 
because I am constantly doing so much good that 
I have more real recommendations than I am able 
to use at one time in print. I  don't omit addresses, 
and always urge the prospective student to write 
and find out. Note these unsolicited testimonials, 
with their late dates (remember this ad is written 
early in June).

Min n e a po lis , Minn., June 12, 1907. 
M r . G e o r g e  H. P o w e l l , N ew  Y ork  City.

My dear M r. Pozvell:— Enclosed please find §5.00 as fourth 
paym ent on m y advertising course.

I m ust state that I am deriving m uch good  from  you r 
course. T he train ing is sim ply great. A s a graduate 
from  one o f the leading U niversities o f  this countrv, I am 
frank to state that you r course o f  instruction g ives a 
mental train ing that is  ahead o f anything taught in the 
Colleges. Y ou  are certa in ly  to  b e 'con gratu la ted  in the 
system atic, painstaking w ay you  con du ct you r course.

I shall want to  m ake this’ w ork m y p’rofession and 
therefore wish to becom e better acquainted and stay in 
close touch w ith you . V erv  tru ly  yours.

W M. S. K IE N H O L Z,
319 W ash ington^ .ve ., S. E.

GEORGE H. POWELL, 551

H. P O W E L L
San  D ieg o , Cal., June 4, 1907.

G e o . H. Po w e l l ,
D ear Sir and Teacher:—I wish to express gratitude for 

the great am ount o f good  which I have gained through 
taking you r course, and, w hile I am not m aking any 
practical use o f it to speak of, I w ou ld  not have m issed 
taking same for tw ice the amount.

I can fu lly  en joy  such an education now , and appreciate 
an artistic ad when I see one. And in this respect let me 
say that both  you r ow n ads, and those com posed by 
Pow ell students are a never-end ing pleasure to the 
lovers  o f true advertising art.

My business is constantlv on the upw ard m ove, and I 
am now w ork ing hard to get to  the place, financially, 
where I can begin a v igorous advertising cam paign, arid 
thus insure success through seeds planted by vou r 
efforts.

W ith best wishes for you rse lf and School, I rem ain as 
ever , Y our gratefu l student,

(S igned) F R A N K  E. BUSER,
Tea and Coffee Routes, 643 Sixth St.

T he
I n d e p e n d e n t  P r i n t i n g  H o u s e  

E. F. G r a b i l l , Proprietor.
G r e e n v i l l e , Mich., M ay 28, 1907. 

M r . G e o r g e  H. P o w e l l , N ew Y o rk ,  N. Y .
D ear S ir :—H ave you  on you r list, available within 30 

days, a graduate who is capable o f taking charge o f the 
advertising and w indow  dressing for a departm ent 
store? If so, will you  please have him com m unicate 
direct with Mr. H enry Jacobson, care Jacobson ’s “ B ig 
S tore ,”  G reenville. Mich., using you r nam e and mine.

A bout a year and a half ago  I was an enrolled student 
in vou r school. Since that tim e I have becom e actively  
engaged in the new spaper business, and take pleasure in 
stating that the benefits derived from  you r course have 
been o f great value to me. It has m ade it possible for  m e 
to talk intelligently  and con vincing ly to  our advertisers 
and through it our m edium  has becoriie o f  greater value 
to them. V ery respectfu lly ,

TV  C. E. G R A B IL L .

If you want to join the $5,000.00 ranks let me 
mail my two free books—Prospectus and “ Net Re
sults,”  laying bare the situation. Merely ad
dress me

Metropolitan Annex, New York

Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank ycu, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”  ^



THE POPULAR M A G A Z IN E  A D V E R T ISE R

A FEW FEATURES OF THE

People’s Magazine August
A great novel by the author of "THE MYSTERIOUS MISSION,” 

is WILLIAM WALLACE COOK'S

"BILLIONAIRE P R O -T E M ”
An exciting and romantic story of adventure, love and high finance.

A NEW SERIES of .stories, based oil the life of a tramp, is

"BILLINGS— HOBO”
By EDWARD S. PILLSWORTH. The first of the series appears in the August 
P e o p l e ' s . It is an instructive story, entitled “ The Making of a Hobo,’ ’

By the author of "Chatham’s Choice”
There will be another story by BRAND WHITLOCK, the brilliant young Mayor of 
Toledo, Ohio, whose political story in the March People’s was so widely admired.

By the author of "A  Plain Clothes Cupid”
ADELAIDE SOULE will contribute another brilliant story to our next number. 
This is a cleverly written love story, but something more than that—being as well a 
strong study of certain modern social conditions—an unusual tale.

By the author ol "Billy Mac’s Proposal”
In the above named tale, WILLIAM .MACLEOD RAIXE showed that he could w r i t e  
a love story with the light breezy touch that lends so much charm to such fiction. 
For the August P e o p l e ’ s  he has written another s o r t  of love story, one with a 
deeper and more serious jiute--lmt no less pleasing. ‘ The Sheriff’s Daughter”  is a 
fine bit of fiction.

A  SCORE OF SHORT STORIES - A L L  GOOD

192 Pages NOW ON SALE 10 Cents
“No other 10c. all-fiction magazine to 

compare with THE PEOPLE’S”

1 0 ^ Tell the subitiiutur: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked fur. Good-bye.’
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Ainslee’s lor August
“ T h e  M a g a z i n e  T h a t  E n t e r t a i n s * ’

The midsummer number of Ainslee’s Magazine will give a promi
nent place to the story by Robert Hichens, which began with the first 
instalment in July. The opening chapters introduce the reader to some of 
the characters and bring them to the scene of the story’s action. The 
August instalment will fully develop the mystical atmosphere of the desert 
and Lady Wyverne will give readers some intense dramatic moments.

Elizabeth Duer is the author of the novelette, a story of the type 
which she knows so well how to write, full of life, clever dialogue and 
consummate characterization, and with a skilfully constructed plot. It 
is called “ The Cousin from Paris.”

One of the best stories of child interest that has been written in a 
long time will have a place in the August number. “ The Bisque Dull.” 
by Will Levington .Comfort, is a tale of profoundly pathetic interest 
leading up to a climax that is unrivaled for dramatic effect.

A humorous story that will be found irresistibly funny is Elliott 
Flower’s "The Automobile and the Pig.”

Nobody, so far, has been able to equal Roy Norton’s Western tales 
in verisimilitude and human interest, and he will have a new one in 
“ The Grand Reunion.”

Robert E. MacAlarney’s series of mystery stories under the 
title of “ The Chauffeur Crook” will be continued.

Then there will be other short stories by Owen Oliver, Carolyn 
Wells, Leo Crane and Joseph C. Lincoln, two excellent essays and 
the usual discussion of theatrical and literary matters.

Price, per copy, 15c. Subscription, $1.80 per Year
AINSLEE M A G AZIN E CO M P A N Y, N E W  YO R K

A
/ Tell the substitutor: “No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.’
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CYCLOPEDIA OF DRAWING
4 Volum es, Each N early  One Foot High, 2,000 Pages

Bound in red morocco; type is large, new, easy to read; fully in. 
dexed; most practical work on drawing published. Just the set of 
books for the Architect, Draftsman, Designer. Sheet Metal 'Yorker and 
persons in general interested directly or indirectly in architecture or 
drawing. The Cyclopedia is compiled from our regular instruction books, 
which have been tested by thousands of practical men. Each volume 
contains a series o f test questions to emphasize vital points. Prepared 
especially for HOME study in a simple, uuderstandable manner.

GREAT H ALF-PR ICF SALE
R eg u lar  P rice . $24.00; S pecia l 30 D ays. $12.00

Sent, express prepaid, for one week's FREE examination if you mention 
Popular .Magazine,Aug.,'07. Pay $2.00 down and $2.00 a month thereafter 
until you have paid $12.00, if you keep the books. We send for them at 
our expense if they do not meet your needs. The only reason this set of 
books is ottered at such a low price is to acquaint the public with the 
superior instruction of the American School oi Correspondence. A  200- 
page handbook sent free on application.

CONTENTS:
Mechanical Drawing, Architectural Lettering, Pen and Ink Render, 
ing, Architectural Drawing, Perspective Drawing, Shades a 
Shadows, Roman Orders o f Architecture, Wording Draw
ings, Machine Drawing, Shop Drawings, Machine De
sign, Tinsmithing, Sheet Metal Work, Skylights, Roof
ing, Cornice Worx, etc.
American School of Correspondence 

CHICAGO

IF W E JE A C H  YOU TO DRAW
Yon can earn 820 to 850
Fer week, and upwards.

branches of drawing success
fully taught bv correspondence. P R A C 

T I C A L  and P E R S O N A L  Instruction. Suc
cessful students everywhere.

Large 1ÇO7 Catalog F R E E .  W rite.
SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART

Í 6 3 -7 7  Fine Arts Bldg., Battle Creek, M ich .I

53000

OURNALISM
Taught by  Mall. The original 
school. 14th year. Big demand for 
writers. We develop, train, in
struct. We get results. Our teach
ers themselves successful editors. 
Practical work from the start. In
dividual instruction. Easy P a y 
m en t Plan. Particulars free.

THE SPRAGUE CORRESPOJÍDESCE 
SCHOOL OF JOURNALISM 

284 Majestic Bldg., Detroit, Mieh.

GOOD PIANO TUNERS
EAR N $5 T O  $15 P E R  DAY
W e will teach vou  Piano Tun ing, Voicing-, regulating and 

R epairing, quickly by personal corre 
spondence, New T une-a-P hone Method. 
Mechanical aids. D iplom a recognized 
by highest authorities. .School charter
ed by the State. W rite for free illus
tra ted  catalogue.
NILES BRYANT SCHOOL OF PIANO TUNING

2 Slusic Hall, Rattle Creek, Mich.
The oldest and best school. Instruction by mail 
adapted to every one. Recognized by courts and 
educators. Experienced and competent instruc
tors. Takes spare time only.
Preparatory, Business, College.
Prepares for practice. Will bet
ter your condition and prospects 
in business. Students and grad
uates everywhere. Full particu
lars and Easy Payment Plan free.

T h e  S p ra g u e  
C o r re sp o n d e n c e  S ch o o l 

o f  L aw .
598 Majestic Bldg, Detroit, Mich.

A YE AD MADE BY GRADUATES OF THE M 1 EAR success shorthand school-
T H E Y  IN C L U D E  C O U R T  R E P O R T E R S  -  men and women who make 
$3.000 a year and upward. Others are p r iv a t e  sec reta ries  to U. S. Senators, Con
gressmen, Governors, millionaires, bankers, railroad officials and heads of great indu& 
trial institutions. Successful stenographers in every state in the Union and throughout 
Mexico and Canada have been trained by our special home study course. Write to-day 
for full information about our guaranteed course.

STUDY
LAW
AT

HOME

Three courses—

I C T i r r F C C  C H A D T I I A A i n  c m n n i  SUITE o s . 7 0  c l a r k  s t r e e t . Ch i c a g o , orJ U L L L J J  j n u i v  A X l /V l l I U  J L H U U L ,  s u m ;  1)8, 1 4 1 0  liltO A D U A V . V E »  1 ORK CITY

MY BOOK “ HOW TO REMEMBER”
Sent Free to Reader* of this Publication

1 are no greater intellectually than 
"your memory, Easy, inexpensive. Increases 

income; gives ready memory for faces, names, 
J  business details, studies, conversation; develops will, 

public speaking, personality. Send for Free Booklet.
Dickson Memory School, 987 The Auditorium, Chicago

G E T C W T H E C . S .

P A T
ROLL

If you are an American over 18 years 
o f age, and can read and write, we will 
send you free The Civil Service Hook tell, 
ing you how to qualify at home to pass 
any civil service examination, and thus 
become eligible for a Post office orothei 
Government position. Write at once 

International Correspondence Seboola* 
Do* 855C Scranton, Pa.

FREE
W e have just m ade arrangements whereby w e are able to offer a valuable prize, j 

to those who will cop y  this cartoon. Take Y o u r Penoll Now, and cop y  this sketch I 
on a com m on  piece o f paper, and send it to us today; and, if in the estim ation o f I 
our Art D irectors, it is even 40 per cent, as good  as the original, w e will mail to I 
your address. F R E E  O F C H A R G E  F O R  S IX  M O N TH S ,

T H E  H O M E  EDUCATOR
This m agazine is fully illustrated and contains special inform ation pertaining to I 

Illustrating, Cartooning, etc., and published for the benefit o f those desirous o f  I 
earning larger salaries. It is a H om e Study m agazine. T here is positively no I 
money consideration connected with this free offer. C opy this picture now and | 
gendat to us today.

Correspondence Institute of America, Bex 971 Scranton, Pa.

A H
Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, Í  want what I asked for, Good-bye.
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Edwnrd T . Pngre
The founder o f and instructor in this Educational Institution is 
the only man ever recognized as Expert on advertising instruc
tion i,y the United States Government.

f l T U l l l m m  m i .; ^  p v
V

E a rn  $25.00 to $100.00 a W e e k  .
What is a man going to do when he has reached 

the top of his profession and after years of hard 
toil he finds that just the ordinary positions in the 
advertising profession pay better than the best po
sitions in his present vocation? He is going to do 
as Dr. H. E. Jones did—study advertising by cor
respondence with the Page-Davis School without 
interference with his daily work, and when he is 
ready to take an advertising position at a salary 
from |5,ooo.oo to $10,000.00 a year, he will step 
into it as easily as into a carriage. Dr. Jones says: 

“ My start in a money-making business 
was due to Page-Davis instruction.”
L. A. Hebert, was at the top of his profession— 

stenography. He held the world’s record for 
speed, but he found out that advertising was the 
greatest business in the world. He took a course 
by mail from the Page-Davis School, and here are 
a few words from a recent letter written by him:

“ 1 made $450.00 the first week.”
E. J. Delano was a superintendent of public 

schools, a good superintendent too, but what is 
better still, he is now a good advertising man, and 
secretary of one of the largest band instrument 
concerns in the country. He writes as follows: 

“ Page-Davis School is responsible for 
ail my success.”
We could go on indefinitely showing how men

in the best positions in every line of work from fac
tory to pulpit have taken a course by correspon
dence with the Page-Davis School, not as men in 
desperation, like the drowning man grasping at a 
straw, but as men of common-sense judgment, 
who realize the great opportunity in this the most 
profitable and fascinating of all professions in the 
world today.

What we have done for those at the top is only a 
trifle compared to what our instruction has done 
for those still on their wav up. Clerks, office men, 
traveling men and employes in factories earn
ing from $10.00 to $20.00 per week can, by devot
ing a few hours now and then to this fascinating 
study, increase their incomes to S25.00 to 
$100.00 per week. If you will write us, we will 
send our free prospectus, a book that tells 
of the success of hundreds of men and /  
women once in offices and factories who 
read our announcement, just as you ..--'A /  
are doing now, and who are today .ricf -d1 
earning from $25.00 to $100.00 per 04"
week as a direct result of their /^>s 
enrollment. Is the reading 
of this announcement, a / ■ ? .. /  .•
seemingly small incident /_<R\

$ 4?
in itself, going to be the 
nucleus of your sue- /  .0' 
cess ? Write and A P i- '
we will tell you / ’.g  <o%<!
what we can S  /
do for you /  . .•'* /
person
ally. r  &

Pag'e-D avis S c h o o l, A d d r e s s  190 Wabash Ave., Chicago 
E ith er  o f f i c e  /150 Nassau St., New YorK

Tell the substitutes: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”
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As well as at meal times, is the Ideal Food for Growing Children. Easy to 
-digest and insures perfect health and good nature. Grown-ups find in 
EGG-O-SEE strength and energy to work on. EGG-O-SEE is the perfectly 
balanced whole wheat food, and is Ideal for Hot Weather—

Wholesome—Strengthening—Cooling
More EG G -O -SEE is eaten each day than all other similar foods 
combined. This is the strongest endorsement ever given a food,

Costs no more than the ordinary kinds. Large package 10c.
T ry  Seven D ays o f Right Living, as outlined in our “ -back to nature”  book , sent free on application.

EGG-O-SEE CEREAL COMPANY, CHICAGO, U. S. A.
_________ Largest Manufacturers of Flaked Cereal Foods in the World. ^

Tell the substitute»!*: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.’



Long Complete Novel by GEORGE BRONSON-HOWARD, Author of 
“ Norroy,”  Will Appear in the September POPULAR.

THE TAMING OF RED BUTTE WESTERN. A Complete Novel. Francis Lvnde
The “ civil iz ing''  o f  a Western ru.ilrond which 1 
gulch miners and the d r i f tw ood  o f  human it v.

t he o f  ex -cow  men and

Bertrand W. Sinclair
ge instincts.

SOUND-OF-MANY-GUNS. A Short Story. .
The effect of  modern environment upon an Indian of sav

THE PLAY OF THE D U E L IS T S .................................................

EHE BOSS OF THE BONNECHERE. A Short Story.
Tile manner o f  dethronement o f  a hard-hitting boss of  a 
was forced to  try  conclusions with the supreme lord ot i

WHEN THE MOTOR S T R U C K .................................................

THE DEVIL’S PULPIT. A  Serial Story,
Which tells o f  a unique cruise undertaken in the iiopr o f  finding treasure in an unknown

A MIGHTY DEEP GAME OF GRAFT. A Short St..r\\ . Lawrence S. Mott

A. M. Chisholm .
gg in g  camp, and how 
e B o u n c h c - r t -  R iv e r .

r.ew doss

H. B. Marriott Watson

An intricate piece o f  “ gra ft ing ' ' th at  involve.,; certain insurance cuinpan:es whose d 
high nuance were the subject ot especial attention at th.e hands of (.lovernment m<

Francis Whitlock 

W. B. M. Ferguson
Li 1'oval cUeSs- ijoUt'd.

TALES OF THE LOST LEGION. A  Series, .
III. Votaries  o f  Voodoo.

ZOLLENSTEIN. A  Serial Story, . . . .
In which an unpremeditated crime makes a man a paw:

MUSIC AS A S C IEN C E..............................................................................................................

SHANGHAIING THE TONG. A  Short Story, T. Jenkins Hains .
In which Bahama Bill, w recker  and sponger,  gets  into trouble ashore.

THE FORTUNES OF GEOFF. A  Series ................................ K. and hesketh Prichard
X I .—Orders  to  Kidnap.

THE ADVENTURE IN THE PETTICOAT MAZE. Two-part Sumy, J. Kenilworth Egerton
"I'llrough court  circles in Hun-pe in quest o f  the mis>ing wire o; a millionaire.

RED ROCK’S FREE LIBRARY. A  Short Story. . George Eoxhall .
The amazingly strenuous efforts o f  a small Western town t o e  ha-ate itsrl : up to  the : 
bilities o f  a municipal library.

WHILE THE FERRY W A I T E D ....................................................................................................
THE MAN WHO WAS DEAD. A  Serial Story, . , Arthur W. Marchmont

The circumstances which compelled an Bug] Ah mail to take the idt-ninv «.<: a - p y :  
Servian revolution.

THE WHITE HORSE OF DROWNING. FORD. A  Short Slorv. R. M. Bower .
A very, very creepy  gnus: srurv, vriih a while  hurst- a- One ventral rigure.

THE ADVENTURES OF FELIX BOYD. A  Series, . Scott Campbell .
X I X .—T ile  W ine p i L ife .
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Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”
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THE POPULAR MAGAZINE
VOL. IX. AUGUST, 1907. No. 2.

T h e  T a m i n g  o f  R e d  B u t t e  W e s t e r n
B y  Francis L yn d e

Author o f  “  The K ing o f  Arcadia,”  “  The Empire Builders 
“ The Grafters,”  Etc.

The building and operating of railroads in the far West is not accomplished 
without good hard fighting. Mr. Lynde has an intensely dramatic story to 
tell of a typical Western road which had come into the control of ex=cowmen 
and gulch miners and the driftwood of humanity; and how in the search for a 
man to “ civilize”  the road the choice fell upon a self-confessed coward, a 
good-living, right-thinking, upright, but hitherto untried man who had always 
been content to take the path of least resistance. The story is an illustration 
of how action, bodily' action, will shape the mind and endow it with earnest
ness and strength and that nameless something that gives a man the mastery 
of his faculties.

(A Complete Novel)

I.
VRS-AXD-CUFFS.

windows of the di
vision headquarters of 
the Pacific Southwest
ern at Copah l o o k  
northward over bald, 
b r o w n  mesas, and 
across the Pannikin to 
the eroded cliffs of the 

Uintah Hills. The prospect, lacking ar
tistic atmosphere and color, is crude 
and harshly aggressive: and to Lidger- 
wood, glooming thoughtfully out upon 
it through the weather-worn panes 
scratched and scarred by many desert 
sand-storms, it was peculiarly depress
ing. ^

“ Xo, Ford; I'm sorry to disappoint 
you, but I am not the man you are look
ing for,” he said, turning back to the

broad-shouldered, square-jawed figure 
swinging gently in the division super
intendent's pivot-chair. ‘‘I've had a 
week since you wired me, and I have 
been looking the ground over while 
waiting for you to come on from New 
York. It isn't in me to flog the Red 
Butte Western into a well-behaved di
vision of the P. S-W .”

“ I know; that is what you say— 
what you've been saying, with varia
tions, for the last half-hour. Put it in 
ten words, Howard; why isn't it in 
you ?”

"Because the job asks for gifts that 
I don't possess. At the present transi
tion moment, the Red Butte is the most 
utterly demoralized three hundred miles 
of railroad west of the Rockies. There 
is no discipline, there is no respect for 
authority^; there is nothing like sys
tem. The men run the road as if it

cor.u.
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were a private venture of their own. 
A<1<1 to these conditions the fact that 
the red desert is a country where the 
ready revolver is the arbitrator of all 
disputes, and you have the combination 
your new Superintendent will have to 
go up against.”

"Yes, I know all that." was the vice- 
president's reply. "The road and the 
country nc-ed civilizing 'a whole lot.' as 
Erisbie would say. That is one of the 
reasons why I am ottering Von the sri- 
perintendency of the Red Butte West
ern. You are long on civilization. How
ard.”

"N ot on the compulsory kind. Now. 
if you could materialize a man like 
Spearman's ‘Whispering Smith,’ and 
send him over to Angels as your su
perintendent. something might come of 
it. Cut I ’m no scrapper."

To the eve of appraisal, LidgerwoodC 
personal appearance bore out the peace
able assertion to the final well-groomed 
detail. Compactly built and neatly, 
brawn and bulk were conspicuously 
lacking: and the thin, intellectual face 
was made to appear still thinner by the 
pointed cut of the closely trimmed 
brown beard. The eyes were alert and 
steadfast, but they had a trick of seem
ing to look beyond, rather than directly 
at. the visual obiect. Nine guesses out 
of ten would have classified him as a 
man of leisure: a student, an artist, or 
a dilettante; and he unconsciously 
dressed the part.

In his outspoken moments, which 
were rare, he was given to railing 
against the fate which had made him a 
round peg in a square la do; a technical 
engineer and a man of action, when his 
earlier tastes and inclinations had drawn 
him in oilier directions. But the artis
tic nicety, which was his chief charac
teristic, hud made him a master in his 
uneh’ .-on, profession : as none knew bet
ter than Mr. Stuart Ford, first vice- 
president of the Pacific Southwestern 
Sy.-tcm.

So now the vice-president was lock
ing his hands over one knee, and the 
swing of the pivot-chair was becom
ing a rhythmic measure for the crisp 
sentences, while he spoke as a man and

a comrade, and not at all as a railroad 
magnate holding out the bait of promo
tion to a reluctant aspirant.

"Let me tell you. Howard—we've 
had a savage fight in the Street ab
sorbing these same demoralized three 
hundred miles. You know why we had 
to have them. If the Transcontinental 
had beaten us, it meant that our com
petitor would build over here from 
Jack's Canon, divide the Copah business 
with us, and have a line three hundred 
miles nearer to the X evada goid-fields 
than ours."

"I  understand," said Lidgerwood; 
and the vicc-preridem went on ;

"Yfie began buying quietly, with the 
stock at nineteen. Since the failure of 
the Red Butte ’pocket' mines, the road 
and the country it traverses have been 
practically given over to the cowmen, 
the gulch miners, the rustlers, and the 
drift from the big camps elsewhere. In 
X'eW York and on the Exchange, Red 
Butte Western was regarded as an ex
ploded cartridge, and nobody wanted 
the empty sheik Then it dawned upon 
a few of us that it offered a ready
made jump of three hundred miles to
ward Tonopah and Goldfield, and we 
began to feel the market for the con
trol. That was the tip the Transconti
nental people had been waiting for. and 
in three days the fight was on.’’

Lidgerwood nodded. “ I kept up with 
it in the newspapers," he said.

"The newspapers didn’t print the 
whole story." was the curt rejoinder; 
"not by a good many turns of the 
thumbscrew. Howard, there were 
eight sights along toward the last when 
I never had my clothes off. When the 
stock jumped to par and beyond, our 
own crowd went back on m e; and when 
it passed the two-hundred mark, Adair 
and I were fighting it practically alone. 
Even President Brewster lost his nerve, 
and wanted to make a hedging dicker 
with the Transcontinental just before 
we swung over the summit with the 
final five hundred shares we needed."

Lidgerwood nodded again. ‘A ir. 
Brewster is a level-headed Westerner. 
He doubtless knew to the dotting of 
an ‘i’ the particular brand of trouble
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you two expansionist.? were so eager to 
acquire/’

“ He did. He has a copper property 
somewhere in the vicinity of Angels. 
He contended that we were buying two 
streaks of rust and a right-of-way in 
the red desert; that the man didn't live 
who could bring order out of the chaos 
that bad management and a peculiarly 
tough country had superimposed upon 
the Red Butte Western. That's where 
I had him bested. Howard. All through 
the hot fight I kept saying to myself 
that I knew the man.”

“ But you don't know him. Stuart— 
that is the weak link in the chain.” 
Lidgcrwood turned away to the 
scratched window-panes and the crude 
prospect, dimmed now by the gather
ing shadows of the early evening. In 
the yards below, a long freight-train 
was pulling in from the West, with a 
switch-engine chasing it to begin the 
cutting out of the locals. Over in the 
Red Butte yard an engine, turning on 
the table, swept a wide arc in the gray
ing dust with the beam of its electric 
headlight. Through the half-opened 
door into the despatcher's room came 
the diminished chattering of the tele
graph-instruments—this, with the jan
gling clamor of trains and engines, 
made the silence in the private office 
more insistent.

When Lidgcrwood faced about again, 
after the interval of abstraction, his 
eyes had fine lines at the corners, and 
his words came laboriously.

“ I suppose I know enough, technical
ly. to do what you want done with the 
three hundred miles of demoralization. 
But the Red Butte proposition asks for 
more—it asks for something that I can’t 
give it. Stuart, there is a yellow streak 
in me that you seem never to have dis
covered. I am a coward.”

The ghost of an incredulous smile 
wrinkled about the tired eyes of the man 
in the swinging chair.

“ You put it in the proper phrase— 
with your customary exactitude,” he as
sented slowly. “ We have known each 
other, boy and man, since the swim
ming-hole days in the old Sangamon 
R iver: certainly I hadn't discovered it.”

“ It is true, nevertheless: God help 
me, it is only too shamefully true! No” 
—whan the listener would have pro
tested—"no, hear me through, and then 
judge for yourself. What I ’m going 
to say to you I have never said to any 
living man, but it is your right to hear 
it. I've had the symptoms all my life, 
Stuart. You. may remember how you 
used to: fight my battles at school—you 
thought I took the bullying of the big
ger boys because I wasn't strong 
enough to hold up my end. That 
wasn't it-—it was physical fear, pure 
and simple. Are you listening?”

The man in the chair made a sign of 
assent. He was of those to whom fear 
—the fear of what other men might do 
to him—was a thing as yet unlearned, 
and he was trying to attain the pánt 
of view of one to whom it seemed very 
real.

“ It followed me up to manhood, and 
after a time I found myself deferring 
to it—taking always the path of the 
least resistance. As twentieth-century 
civilization is decently peaceable, it is 
not so very difficult to'dodge the per
sonal collisions with the scrappers. I 
have dodged them, for the greater part, 
paying the price as I went along. I ’m 
paying the price at the present moment 
—this is the fourth time I've had to re
fuse a good job that carried with it the 
slugging chance.”

The vice-president’s heavy eyebrows 
slanted in questioning surprise.

“ You knew in advance that you were 
going to turn me down r Yet you came 
two thousand miles to meet me here; 
and you admit you've gone the length 
of looking the ground over.”

Lidgerwood'.- smile was mirthless.
“ Yes; one of the regularly recurring 

phases p i the disease manifests itself in 
a frenzied determination to break away 
and do something desperate—to jump 
into the thick of things, and to be filing 
out of the mill, once for all, a living, 
self-respecting unit in the bunch, or a 
permanently dead coward. I can't take 
the plunge; I know beforehand that I 
can't. . . . Which brings us down
to Copah, the present exigency, and the 
fact that you'll have to look farther
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along for your Red Butte man-queller. 
The marrow isn't in my bones, Stuart. 
It was left out in the making.'’

The vice-president was still a young 
man, and he was confronting a prob
lem that nettled him. He had been 
calling himself a fair judge of men, and 
hitherto the event had proved that he 
was. Yet here was a man whom he had 
known intimately from boyhood, who 
was but just now revealing a totally 
unsuspected weakness.

“ You say you’ve been dodging the 
scraps—how do you know you wouldn’t 
buck up when the real pinch comes ?’’ 
he demanded.

“ Because the pinch came—once, and 
—I failed, most miserably. It was over 
a year ago, and I can’t think calmly 
about it, even at this distance. You’ll 
understand when I say that it cost me 
the love of the one woman in the 
world."

The vice-president did understand. 
Being a married lover himself, he knew 
the depth of the abyss into which 
Lidgerwood was looking. His voice 
was as sympathetic as a woman's when 
he said:

“ Ease your mind and tell me about 
it. if you can, Howard. It's barely pos
sible that you are not the best judge 
of your own act.’’

There was something akin to the de
fiance of despair in_ Lidgerwood’s 
manner when he went on.

“ It was in the Montana mountains. 
I was going in to do a bit of expert
work for M r .----- , for her father; and.
incidentally, I was escorting her and 
her mother to a meeting-point with a 
Yellowstone coaching-party of their 
friends. We had to drive forty miles 
from the railroad, and there were six 
of us in the stage: the two women and 
four men. On the way the talk turned 
upon stage-robbers and hold-ups. With 
the fact no more than the thousandth 
possibility, I could be an ass and a 
braggart; I remember that I was even 
tempted to be sarcastic at the expense 
of the armed victim who lets himself 
be robbed without striking a blow. 
You can guess what followed ?”

“ I ’d rather hear you tell it,”  said the

listener at Superintendent Leckhard’s 
desk. “ Go on.”

Lidgerwood waited until the switch
ing engine, with pop-valve open and 
screaming like a liberated devil of the 
noise-pit, had passed.

“ Three miles beyond our supper 
station we had our hold-up in sober 
earnest; the cm.-and dried, melodra
matic sort of thing they put on at the 
cheap theaters: with a couple of Win
chesters poking through the scrub- 
pines to represent the gang in hiding, 
and one lone, crippled desperado to 
come down to the footlights in the 
speaking part. Of course it struck 
every soul of us with the shock of the 
totally unexpected. It was a rank an
achronism, twenty-five years out of 
date in that particular locality. Before 
anybody realized what was happening, 
the cripple had us lined up in a row be
side the stage, and I was reaching for 
the stars as anxiously as the little Jew 
hat salesman, who was swearing by all 
the patriarchs that the twenty-dollar 
bill in his right-hand vest pocket was 
his entire fortune.”

“ Naturally,” said Ford. “ You 
needn't rawhide yourself specially for 
that. You’ve been West often enough 
and long enough at a time to know the 
rules of the game—not to be frivolous 
when the other fellow has the drop on 
you.”

“W ait,” said Lidgerwood. “ One 
minute later the cripple had us sized up 
for what we were. The other three 
men were not armed— I was, and she 
knew it. Also the cripple knew it. He 
tapped the gun bulging in my pocket, 
and said, in good-natured contempt: 
‘Watch out that don't go off and hurt 
you some time when you ain’t lookin’ , 
stranger.’ Ford, I think I must have 
been hypnotized. I stood there like a 
frozen image, and let that crippled cow- 
rustler rob those two women—take the 
rings from their fingers!”

"Oh, hold on; there’s another side to 
that, too,” the vice-president began; but 
Lidgerwood would not listen.

"N o,” he protested; “ don’t try to 
find excuses for me; there were none. 
The fellow gave me every chance;
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turned his back on me as an absolutely 
negligible factor while he was going 
through the others. I'm quick enough 
when I have to be; and I Can shoot, 
too, when the thing to be shot at isn't 
a human being. But to save my soul 
from everlasting torments I couldn’t 
go through the simple motions of pull
ing the pistol from my pocket and 
dropping that fellow in his tracks— 
couldn’t, and didn't.”

“ Well?” said Ford, when the self
accused culprit turned again to the 
dusk-darkened window.

"That is all. Of course, she told me 
what she thought of m e; told me many 
times and in many different ways. For 
the few days she waited at her father’s 
mine for the coming of the coaching- 
party she used me for a door-mat, as I 
deserved. That was a year ago last 
spring. It isn’t needful to say that 
I haven't tried to see her since.”

The vice-president reached up and 
snapped the key of the electric bulb 
over the desk, and the lurking shadows 
in the corners of the room fled away.

“ Sit down,” he said curtly; and when 
Lidgerwood had found a chair: “ You
say that is all. Is it all ? Do you mean 
to go on leaving it up in the air like 
that ?”

“ I left it in the air a year ago last 
spring. I can't pull it down now.”

“ Yes, you can. You haven’t exag
gerated the conditions on the Red Butte 
line a single iota. As you say, the oper
ating force is as godless a lot of out
laws as ever ran trains or ditched them. 
They all know that the road has been 
bought and sold, and they are looking 
for trouble, and are ready to help make 
it. If you could fire them as a body, 
you couldn't replace them-—the red 
desert having nothing to offer as a 
dwelling-place for good men; and this 
they know, too. Howard, I ’m telling 
you right here and now that it will re
quire a higher brand of courage to go 
over to Angels and manhandle the Red 
Butte Western than it would to shoot 
a dozen highwaymen, if every individ
ual one of the dozen had the drop on 
you 1"

Lidgerwood left his chair and paced

the narrow limits of the private office 
for five full minutes before he said:

“ You mean that you are still giving 
me the chance to make good over yon
der in the red desert—after what I 
have told you?’’

“ I do ; only I ’ll make it more bind
ing—it was optional with you before; 
it's a sheer necessity now. You’ve got 
to go.”

Again Lidgerwood took time to con
sider, tramping the floor with his head 
down and his hands in the pockets of 
the correct coat. In the end he yielded, 
as the vice-president's subjects were 
commonly forced to yield.

“ I'll gc>, if you still insist upon it,” 
was the slowly spoken decision, 
“ There will doubtless be plenty of 
trouble, and I shall probably show the 
yellow streak, as usual— for the last 
time, I guess. It ’s the kind of an out
fit to kill a coward for the pure pleas
ure of it, if I ’m not mistaken.”

“ Well,”  said the vice-president calm
ly, “I ’m half-inclined to think that you 
need a little killing, Howard. Don’t 
you think so?”

A  gray look came into Lidgerwood’s 
face.

“ If  you stand it upon that leg, I don't 
know but you are right.”

“ I know I'm right. Now that you 
are fairly committed, sit down and let 
me give you an idea of what you'll find 
at Angels in the way of a headquarters 
outfit.”

It was an hour later, and the gong of 
the station dining-room was adding its 
hideous clamor to the grinding roar 
of the incoming passenger-train from 
Green Butte when the vice-president 
concluded his outline sketch of the Red 
Butte conditions.

“ Of course you understand that you 
will have a free hand: you'll hire and 
discharge as you see fit, and there will 
be no appeal from your decision. The 
one exception is Gridiey. the master 
mechanic. Nominally, he will be un
der your orders; but if it should come 
to blows, you couldn’t fire him. In the 
regular routine he will report to the su
perintendent of motive power of the 
System at Denver, but, as it happens,
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his ladder reaches still higher up—to 
the P. S-W. board of directors.”

“ How is that?” inquired Lidger- 
wood.

“ It's a family affair. He is a widow
er, and his wife was a sister of the 
Van Kensingtons. He got his job 
through the family influence, and he'll 
hold it in the same way. But you won't 
have any trouble with him. He’s a 
brute in his own somewhat peculiar 
fashion; but when it comes to handling 
shopmen and keeping the engines in 
service, he can’t be beat.”

“ That is all I shall ask of him,”  said 
the new superintendent. “ Anything 
else ?"’—looking at his watch.

"Y es ; there is one other thing. I 
spoke of Hallock, the man you will find 
holding down the job you are going to 
take. He was Cumberley’s chief clerk, 
and, long before Cumberlev resigned, 
Hallock was the superintendent of the 
road in everything but the name and 
the place on the pay-roll. Naturally, 
he thought he ought to be considered 
when we climbed into the saddle, and 
he wrote President Brewster to that 
end. Pie happens to be a New Yorker 
—like Gridley; and again like Gridley, 
he has a friend at court. Magnus 
knows him, and recommended him for 
the superintendency; and I had to turn 
him down. I'm telling you this so you 
will be easy with him—as easy as you 
can. I don't know him personally, but 
if you can keep him----- ”

“ I'll be only too glad to keep him, if 
he knows his business, and will stay,” 
was Lidgerwood's reply. Then, with 
another glance at his watch: “ Shall
we go up-town to the hotel and get 
dinner? Afterward you can give me 
your notion in the large about the fu
ture extension of the Reel Butte West
ern. and I'll order out the car and an 
engine and go to my place. A man can 
uie but once : and maybe I can make 
shift to live long enough to set a few 
stakes for some better fellow to drive. 
Let's go.”

At ten o’clock that night Engine 266, 
Williams, engineer, and Blackmar, fire
man, was chalked up on the Red Butte

Western roundhouse bulletin-board to 
go West at midnight with the new su
perintendent’s service-car.

Svenson, the caller, who brought the 
order from the Copah despatcher’s of
fice, unloaded his news upon the circle 
of Red Butte engineers, firemen, and 
roundhouse roustabouts lounging on the 
benches in the tool-room, and specula
ting morosely'on the probable changes 
which the new management would 
bring to pass.

“ Ye bane got dew new boss, Ay 
voan tha tal you fallers,”  he drawled.

"Who is he ?” demanded Williams, 
who had been looking on sourly while 
the engine-desnatcher chalked his name 
on the board for the night run with the 
service-car.

“Ay coo-edn't tal you his name. 
Bote he is dem young faller bane go ill 
round hare dees two, t’ree days, lukin’ 
lak preacher out of a yob. Yoo-edn't 
dat yar you ? ’

Williams rose up to his full height of 
six-feet-two, and flung his hands up
ward in a gesture that was more ex
pressive than man}’ oaths,

“ Colldrs-and-Cuffs, by God!” he said.

II.
AXGEI.S .

Crosswater Gap— so named because 
the high pass over which the railroad 
finds its way is anything but a gap, 
and, save when the winter's snows are 
melting, there is no water within a day's 
faring—was In sight from the looping.- 
of the eastern approach when Lidger- 
wood sat down to a buffet breakfast 
prepared and served by Matsudi Tako- 
wari, the Japanese car-cook, picked up 
between dinner and leaving-time the 
night before in Copah.

Since early dawn the new superin
tendent had been up and out on the 
observation-platform of the service-car. 
noting—this time with the eye of mas
tership—the endless miles of steel un
reeling backward to the valleys under 
the drumming trucks.

To a disheartening extent, the Red 
Butte demoralization included the
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permanent way. Originally a good 
track, with heavy steel, easy grades, and 
mathematically alined curves, the road 
had been allowed to lapse under poor 
supervision, and the short-handing of 
the section gangs. Lacking careful 
and per>istent surfacing, the best bal
last will sink at the rail-joints; and 
it is a section-foreman's weakness to 
spoil the mathematical curve by work
ing it back, little by little, into the 
tangent.

Lidgerwood's comment fell into 
speech. “ About the first man we need 
is an engineer who won't be too top
lofty to get down and squint curves 
with the section-bosses,” he was saying, 
when lie went in to test Matsudi's cook
er}-.

At the summit station, where the line 
leaves the Pannikin basin to plunge into 
the western desert, there was a delay. 
Lidgerwoud was still at breakfast when 
Bradford, the conductor, black-shirtcd. 
.-iouch-hatled, and looking much more 
like a ranch-foreman than a captain 
of trains, lounged in to explain that 
there was a hot box under the 266's ten
der. Bradford was not of the faction 
of discontent, but the spirit of morose 
insubordination was in the air, and he 
spoke grainy. Hence, with the flint and 
steel thus provided, the spark was 
promptly evoked.

“ Were the boxes overhauled before 
you left Copah ?” snapped the new boss.

Bradford did not know, and the man
lier of his answer implied that he did 
not care.

"Iiow  much time have we on 201 ?” 
was the next demand; 201 being the 
west-bound passeng’er-train overtaken 
and passed in the small hours of the 
morning by the lighter and faster spe
cial.

"Thirty minutes, here." growled the 
ex-cowman; after which he took him
self oft. as if he considered the incident 
closed.

Fifteen minutes later Lidgerwood 
finished his breakfast and went back 
to his post on the rear platform. A 
glance over the railing showed him the 
crew still working on the heated jour
nal. Another to the rear picked up the

passenger-train storming around the 
loopings of the eastern approach to the 
summit. There was a small problem 
impending for the division-despatcher 
at Angels, and the superintendent stood 
aloof to see how it would be handled.

It was handled rather indifferently. 
The passenger-train was pulling in at 
the summit when Bradford asked for 
his clearance, got it, and gave Williams 
the signal to go. Lidgerwood went 
into the car and consulted the time
table hanging in the open compartment.

Train 201 had no dead time at Cross
water ; hence, if the ten-minute interval 
between trains moving in the same di
rection was to be preserved, the passen
ger would have to be held.

Lidgerwood had a railroad martinet’s 
fury against time-killing on regular 
trains, and his hand was on the whistle- 
cord when he looked back and saw that 
the passenger-train had made only the 
momentary time-card stop, and was 
coming on.

It was a small breach of discipline, 
common enough even on well-man
aged railways when the leading train 
can be trusted to increase the distance 
interval. Lidgerwood drew a chair out 
in line with one of the rear observa
tion-windows, and sat down to mark the 
event.

Pitching over the hilltop summit 
within a minute of each other, the two 
trains raced down the first few curving 
inclines almost as one. Mile after mile 
was measured, and still the special 
seemed to be towing- the passenger at 
the. end of an invisible but dangerously 
short drag-rope.

• The superintendem: began to grow 
uneasy. On the tangents the following 
train seemed to be rushing onward to 
a certain rear-end collision with the one- 
car special: and, where the line swerved 
to right or left around the billowing 
hills, the pursuing smoke-trail rose 
above the hill-shoulders near and 
threatening.

Lidgerwood got up and took the time
table out of its pocket frame. A  brief 
comparison of miles and minutes ex
plained the effect without excusing the 
cause. 201’s schedule from the summit
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to the desert level was very fast; and 
Williams, nursing his hot box, either 
could not, or would not, increase his 
lead.

Two tugs at the air cord brought 
Bradford from the engine-cab to obey 
the summons. The memory of the con
ductor’s gruff replies still lingered with 
Lidgerwood, and his reprimand was 
sharp.

‘ ‘Do you call this railroading?” he 
rasped, pointing backward to the men
ace. “ Don't you know we’re on 20 1’s 
time ?”

Bradford scowled in surly antago
nism.

“ That blamed hot box----- ” he be
gan ; but Lidgerwood cut him off short.

"The hot box has nothing to do with 
the case. You are not hired to take 
chances, or to hold out regular trains. 
Go forward and tell your engineer to 
speed up, and get out of the way.”

“ I got my clearance at the summit, 
and I ain’t despatchin’ trains on this 
jerk-water railroad,”  observed the con
ductor coolly. Then he added, a shade 
less belligerently: “ Williams can’t
speed up. That housin’ under the ten
der is about ready to set the woods afire 
again, right now.”

Lidgerwood examined the time-card 
afresh. It was twenty miles farther 
along to the next telegraph-station, 
and he heaped up wrath against the day 
of wrath for a dispatcher who would 
turn two trains loose and out of his 
reach for thirty hazardous mountain 
miles under such critical conditions.

Bradford, looking on sullenly, mis
took the new boss’ frown for more to 
follow, and was moving away. Lidger
wood pointed to a chair with a curt, “ Sit 
down!

“ You say that you have your clear
ance, and that you are not despatching 
trains,” he went on evenly. “ Xeither 
fact relieves you of your responsibility. 
It was your duty to make sure that the 
despatcher fully understood the situa
tion at Crosswater, and to refuse to pull 
out ahead of the passenger without 
something more definite than a formal 
clearance-order. Weren't you taught

that? Where did you learn to rim 
trains ?”

It was an opening for hard words, 
but they did not enter. Something in 
the steady, businesslike tone, or in the 
overlooking eyes, turned Bradford the 
potential mutineer into Bradford the 
possible partizan.

“ I reckon we are needin’ a rodeo 
over here on this jerk-water mighty 
bad, Mr. Lidgerwood,” he said half- 
humorously. “ I reckon about half of 
us ain't got the sure-enough railroad 
brand onto us. But Lord love you ! this 
little pasear we're makin’ down the hill 
ain’t anythiljjf! That's the old 210 
chasin’ us with the passenger, and she 
couldn't catch Bat William- and the '66 
in a month 0’ Sundays if we didn’t 
have that doggoned spavined leg under 
the tender.”

Lidgerwood smiled in spite of him
self. and wondered at what page in the 
railroad primer he would have to begin 
with these men of the camps and the 
round-ups.

“ But it isn’t railroading.” he insisted, 
meeting his first pupil half-way. "You 
might do this thing ninety-nine times 
without paying for it, and the hundredth 
time something would turn up to slow 
or to stop the leading train, and there 
you are."

“ Sure!” said the ex-cowman quite 
heartily. “ Xow, if there should happen 
to be----- ”

The sentence was never finished. 
The special, lagging a little, was round
ing one of the long- hill curves to the 
left. Suddenly the air-brakes ground 
sharply upon the wheels, shrill whistles 
from the 266 screamed the stop-signal, 
and past the end of the slowing car a 
trackman ran frantically up the line to
ward the swiftly approaching passenger, 
yelling and swinging his stripped coat 
like a madman.

Lidgerwood caught a fleeting glimpse 
of a section-gang's green “ slow” flag 
lying toppled over between the rails a 
hundred feet to the rear. Measuring 
the distance of the onrushing passenger 
as against the life-saving seconds re
maining, he called to Bradford to jump, 
and ran forward to drag the Jap out
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of his galley, to fling him from the 
nearest vestibule, and to follow in a fly
ing leap that carried him clear of the 
impending wreck.

Happily there was no wreck, though 
the margin of safety was the narrowest. 
Williams stuck to his post in the cab 
of the 206, releasing the brakes and 
running as far as he dared upon the 
loosened timbers of the culvert for 
which the section-gang's slow-flag was 
out.

Carter, the engineer of the passenger- 
train, jumped; but his fireman was of 
better mettle, and stayed with the ma
chine, sliding the wheels with the 
driver-jams, and pumping sand on the 
rails up to the moment when the shud
dering mass of iron and steel thrust its 
pilot under the trucks of Lidgerwood's 
car, lifted them, dropped them, and 
drew back sullenly under the grip of the 
reverse and the recoil of the brake 
mechanism.

It was an opportunity for eloquence 
of the explosive sort, and when the dust 
settled the trainmen and trackmen were 
evidently expecting it. But in crises 
like this the new superintendent was at 
his self-contained best.

Instead of swearing at the men, he 
gave his orders quietly, and with the 
brisk certainty of one who knows his 
business. The passenger-train was to 
keep ten minutes off its own time until 
the next siding was passed, making up 
beyond that point if its running orders 
permitted. The special was to proceed 
on 201’s tiijie to the first siding, where 
it would side-track and let the passenger 
precede it.

Bradford was in the cab of the 266 
when Williams eased his engine and car 
over the unsafe culvert and sped on 
around the hill curves, and so down into 
the wide valley plain of the red desert.

“ Turn it loose, Andys’ said the big 
engineer, when the requisite number 
of miles of silence had been ticked off 
by the space-devouring wheels. “ What- 
ail do you think of Mister Collars-and- 
Cuffs by this time ?”

Andy Bradford took a leisurely min
ute to cut a chewing-cube from his 
pocket plug of black tobacco.

“ Well, first dash out o' the box, I 
allowed he was some locoed—jumped 
me like I was a jack-rabbit for takin’ 
a clearance under Jim Carter’s nose. 
Then we got down to business, and I 
was beginnin’ to get onto his gait a little 
when the green flag butted in.”

“ Gait fits the laundry part of him?” 
suggested Williams.

"Not exactly. I ain't much on sys
tems and sure things, Bat, but I can 
make out to guess a guess once in a 
while, when I have to. If that little 
tailor-made man don’t get his finger 
mashed, or something, and have to go 
home, things are goin’ to happen on this 
little old cow-trail of a railroad.”

“ What sort o’ things?’’ demanded 
Williams»

“ Xow, your guess is as good as mine. 
They'll spell trouble for the amatoors, 
I reckon. That’s my ante.”

Williams let the 266 out another 
notch, hung out of his window to look 
back at the smoking hot box, and, in the 
fulness of time, said: “ Think he’s got 
the sand, Andy ?”

“ This time you can search me with 
a fine-tooth comb,” was the slow reply. 
“ Sizin’ him up one side and down the 
other when he called me back to pull 
my ear, I said: ‘No, my young friend: 
you’re a bluffer—the kind that’ll put 
up his hands quick when the bluff's 
called.’ Afterward I wasn't so blamed 
sure. One kind o’ sand he’s got to a 
dead certainty. When he saw what was 
due to happen back yonder, he told me 
‘23,’ all right, but he took time to hike 
back and yank the Jap cook out o’ the 
car kitchen before he turned his own 
little handspring.”

The big engineer nodded, but he was 
still unconvinced when he stopped for 
the siding at Last Chance ; and. after the 
fireman had dropped off to Set the 
switch for the following train, he put 
in his word.

“ That kind of sand is all right in 
God's country, Andy. But out here 
in the nearder edges of hell you got to 
know how to fight with pitchforks, and 
such other tools as come handy. The 
new boss may be that kind of a scrap
per, but he sure don't look it. You
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know as well as I do that men like 
Rufford. and Cat Biggs, and Red-Light 
Sammy’ll eat hint alive just for the 
fun of it, if he can't make out to throw 
lead quicker’:' they do. And that ain’t 
saying anything about the hobo outfit 
he’ll have to go up against on this 
make-b’lieve railroad.”

"X o,” said Bradford, ruminating 
thoughtfully. And then, by way of 
rounding out the subject: "Here’s
hopin’ his nerve is as good as his 
clothes! I don’t love a Mongolian any 
better’n you do. B a t; but the way he 
hustled to save that brown feller's skin 
sort o’ got next to me. Says 1 : *A
man that'll do that won’t go round hunt
in’ a chance to kick a fiee dog just be
cause the fice don’t happen to be a 
blooded bull-terrier."

Williams, brawny and broad-chested, 
leaned against his box, his bare arms 
folded and his short pipe at the dispu
tatious angle.

“ He’d better have nerve, or get 
some,” he commented. "Tothenvays, 
it's him for an early wooden overcoat 
and a trip back home in the express- 
car. After which, let me tell you, Andy, 
that man Ford’ll sift this cussed coun
try through a flour-shaker but what 
he’ll cinch the outfit that does it.”

Back in the service-car Lidgerwood 
was sitting quietly in the doorway, 
smoking his delayed after-breakfast ci
gar, and timing the upcoming passen
ger-train, watch in hand.

Carter was ten minutes, to the sec
ond behind his schedule when the train 
thundered past on the main track, and 
Lidgerwood pocketed his watch with a 
smile of satisfaction. It was the first 
small victory in the campaign of re
form, and he had won it.

Later, however, when the special was 
once more in motion westward, the 
desert laid hold upon him with a grip 
that first benumbs, then breeds dull 
rage, and finally makes men mad.

Mile after mile the glistening rails 
sped backward into a shimmering haze 
of red dust. The glow of the breath
less forenoon was like the reek of a 
furnace. To right and left the great 
treeless plain rose to bare buttes backed

by still barer mountains. Let the train 
race as it would, there was always the 
same eye-wearying prospect. Only the 
blazing sun swung from side to side 
with the sIoav veerings of the track; 
Avhat ansAvcred for a horizon 'seemed 
never to change, never to move.

Also, the great Waste tvas devoid of 
life. At long intervals a siding, some
times with its Avaiting train, but oftener 
empty and deserted, slid intis vieAv and 
out again. Still less frequently a tele
graph-station, with its red. iron-rooted 
office, its water-tank cars and pumping 
machinery, and its high-fenced corral 
and loading chute, moved up out of the 
distorting haze ahead and Avas lost in 
the dusty mirages to the rear. But 
apart from the crews of the waiting 
trains, and now and then the desert- 
sobered face of some telegraph-opera
tor staring from his Avindow at the 
passing special, there were no signs of 
life; no cattle upon the hills, no loun
gers on the station platforms.

Lidgenvood had crossed the Avater- 
less, lifeless plain tAvicc within the 
week: but both times in a Pullman, 
Avith human beings to fill the nearer 
field of vision. X oav, hoAvever, the des
ert’s heat, its stillness, its vacancy* its 
pitiless horizons claimed him as their 
oAvn. He Avondered that he had been 
impatient Avith the men it bred. The 
Avonder iioav Avas rather if human vir
tue of any temper could long withstand 
the blasting touch of so great and aAvful 
a desolation.

It Avas past noon Avhen the boAvllike 
basin, in Avhieh the train seemed to circle 
helplessly Avithout gaining upon the ter
rifying horizons, began to lose its harsh
est features. Little by little the tumbled 
hills dreAv nearer, and the red sand- 
dust of the road-bed gave place to 
broken rock. Patches of gray, sun- 
dried mountain-grass appeared on the 
■-nearer hill-slopes, and in the arroyos 
trickling threads of \Aater glistened, or. 
at the Avorst. paths of damp sand hinted 
at the moisture underneath.

Lidgerwood began to breathe again, 
and when the shrill whistle of the loco
motive signaled the approach to the di
vision headquarters, he Avas thankful
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that the builders of Angels had pitched 
their tents and driven their stakes in 
the desert’s edge, rather than in its 
heart.

Truly, Angels was not much to be 
thankful for, as the exile from the East 
admitted when he looked out upon it 
from his office windows in the second 
story of the '‘Crow’s Xest,”  the rail
road headquarters. A  many-tracked 
railroad yard, flanked on one side by the 
repair-shops, roundhouse, and coal- 
chutes ; and on the other by a strag
gling town of bare and commonplace 
exteriors, unpainted, tin fenced, tree
less, shadeless, and wind-swept; Angels 
stood badly for what it was—a mere 
stopping-place in transit for the Red 
Butte Western.

The new superintendent turned his 
back upon the town and the depressing 
aspect of it and laid his hand upon the 
latch of the door opening into the de- 
spatcher’s room. There was a thing to 
be said about the reckless bunching of 
trains out of reach of the w ires; and 
it might as well be said now as later. 
But at the moment of door-opening, 
Lidgerwood was made to realize that a 
tall, boxiike contrivance in the corner 
of the office was a desk, and that it was 
inhabited.

The man who rose up to greet him 
was bearded, heavy-shouldered, and hol
low-eyed, and he was past middle age. 
Green cardboard cones protecting his 
shirt-sleeves, and a shade of the same 
material vizoring the sunken eyes, were 
the only clerkly suggestions about him. 
Since he merely stood up and ran his 
fingers through his thick black hair 
with no more than an abstracted "Good 
afternoon,” Lidgerwood was left to 
guess at his identity.

“ You are !\Ir. Hallock?” said the 
new boss, without offering his hand. 
The high., boxlike desk forbade it.

"Yes.” The answer was neither an
tagonistic nor placatory: it was simply 
colorless.

“ My name is Lidgerwood. You have 
heard of my appointment ?"

Again the colorless “ Yes.”
Lidgerwood saw no good end to be 

subserved by postponing the inevitable.

“ Air. Ford spoke to me about you 
last night. He told me that you were 
Air. Cumberley’s chief clerk, and that
for some time you have been the acting 
superintendent of the road. Do you 
want to stay on as my lieutenant?”

For a long minute, so long that the 
loose-lipped mouth under the un
trimmed mustaches seemed to have lost 
the power of speech, Hallock said noth
ing. But when the words came they 
were shorn of all euphemism.

“ I suppose I ought to tell you to go 
to hell, put on my coat, and walk out,” 
said this most singular of all railway 
subordinates. "B y  all the rules of the 
game, this job belongs to me. AY hat 
I've gone through to earn it you nor 
any other man will ever know. I f  i 
stay. I'll wish I hadn't; and so will you. 
You'd better give me a time-check and 
let me go.”

Lidgerwood walked to the window 
and once more stared out upon the 
dreary aspect of Angels. When he 
turned hack to the man in the rifle-pit 
desk, he could not have told why he 
did not take Hallock at his word—but 
he did not.

'T f I can't quite match your frank
ness, Air. Hallock, it's because my early 
education was neglected. But I ’ll say 
this: that I quite appreciate your just 
disappointment, and that I  want you to 
stay.”

"You'll be sorry for it, if I do,”  was 
the blunt rejoinder.

“ Xot because you will do anything to 
make me sorry, I am sure,” said the 
superintendent in his evenest tone. And 
then, as if the matter were quite defi
nitely settled: " I ’d like to have a word 
with the day despatcher— Callahan, isn't 
it? May I trouble you to call him in?”

III.

THE OUTLAWS.

For the first few weeks the Red 
Butte Western, and its nerve center, 
Angels, took Lidgerwood as a joke per
petrated upon a primitive country and 
its people by some one of the Eastern
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railway magnates who had a broad 
sense of humor.

During this period the chuckling 
good nature of the Red Butte rank and 
file, and of the Angelic soldiers of for
tune who, though not upon the com
pany’s pay-rolls, still lived indirectly 
upon the company’s bounty, was im
perturbable. The red desert grinned 
like the famed Cheshire cat when a 
west-bound train brought sundry 
boxes and trunks said to contain the 
new boss’ wardrobe. It laughed long 
and uproariously when it became 
noised about that the company carpen
ters and fitters were installing a bath, 
and other civilizing and softening ap
pliances, in the closet next to the super
intendent’s sleeping-room.

Lidgerwood slept in the Crow’s Nest 
— so named for the curious square sig
nal-tower rising above the dispatcher's 
room—with only a thin board partition 
between him and his office, and with a 
telegraph relay, cut into the despatch- 
er’s wire, clicking the news of the line 
from its shelf at the bed's head at all 
hours of the night.

Sometimes the wire gossiped, and 
minimized echoes of the Homeric laugh
ter trickled through the relay in the 
small hours ; as when Ruby Creek asked 
the night despatcher if it were true 
that the new boss slept in what trans
lated itself in the laborious Morse of 
the Ruby Creek operator as “ pijjim- 
mies.”

At the tar-paper-covered, iron-roofed 
"hotel," where he took his meals, Lid
gerwood had a table to himself, shared 
at times by McCloskey, the train-mas
ter, and at others by breezy young Jack 
Benson, the engineer whom Ford had 
sent, at Lidgerwood's request, to put 
new life into the track force and to 
make the preliminary surveys for a 
possible western extension.

Y\’hen the new superintendent had 
guests, the long table on the opposite 
side of the room restrained itself. When 
he ate alone, Maggie, the fiery-eyed, 
heavy-handed table-girl who ringed his 
plate with the semicircle of bird-bath 
dishes, stood between him and the men 
who were still regarding him as a joke.

And since Maggie's displeasure mani
fested itself in cold coft’ee and tough 
cuts of the beef, the long table made its 
most excruciating jests broadly imper
sonal.

On the line, and in the roundhouse 
and the shops, the joke was far too good 
to be muzzled. The nickname "Col- 
lars-and-Cuffs” became classical; and 
once, when Branigan and the 117  were 
ordered out on the service-car. the 
Irishman wore the highest celluloid col
lar he could find in Angels, eking out 
the clownery with a pair of huge wick- 
erware cuffs which had once seen serv
ice as the covering of a pair of Mara
schino bottles.

Later, Buck Tryon, ordered out on 
the same duty, went so far as to dec
orate his engine headlight with fes- 
toonings of red and white calico: the 
calico being the nearest approach to 
bunting obtainable at Schleisinger’s em
porium, two doors beyond Red-Light 
Sammy’s house of call.

All of which was harmless, one 
would say, however much it might be 
subversive of dignified discipline. Lid
gerwood knew: the jests were too broad 
to be missed. But lie ignored them 
completely, rather thankful for the 
laughing interlude which gave him the 
coveted opportunity to study the field 
before the real battle should begin.

That a battle would have to be fought 
was evident enough, and Gridley, the 
master mechanic, who had been friend
ly with the new superintendent from the 
first, assured Lidgerwood that he was 
losing ground by not beginning it at 
once.

"Y ou ’ve got to take a club to these 
hoboes before you can ever hope to 
make railroad men of them, Mr. Lid
gerwood,” was Gridley’s oft-repeated 
advice; and the fact that the master 
mechanic urged the beginning of the 
conflict made Lidgerwood delay it. 
Why, he could not have explained. The 
advice was sound, and the man who 
gave it was friendly and apparently 
disinterested. But prejudices and pre
possessions are sometimes as strong as 
they are inexplicable; and while Lid
gerwood accused himself of injustice
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toward the master mechanic, the feel
ing of repulsion, dating back to his first 
impression of the man, died hard.

On the other hand, there was a pre
possession, quite as unreasoning, for 
Hallock. There was absolutely nothing 
in the chief clerk to inspire liking; on 
the contrary, while he attended to his 
duties and carried out Lidgerwood’s in
structions with the unvarying exactness 
of a mechanical automaton, his atti
tude toward the world at large was at 
best passively antagonistic. As the 
chief subaltern on the superintendent's 
small staff he was efficient and well- 
nigh invaluable. But as a man, Lidger- 
wood felt that he might easily be re
garded as an enemy whose designs 
could never be fathomed or prefigured.

In addition to his singular manner, 
which was an abrupt challenge to all 
comers, there was an air of mystery 
about Hallock that no one seemed to 
be able to dispel.

McCloskey, the train-master, who had 
worked under him for the better part 
of a year before Lidgerwood’s advent, 
confessed that he knew the chief clerk 
only as a man in authority and exceed
ingly hard to please. Questioned more 
closely by Lidgerwood, McCloskey 
added that Hallock was married; that 
after the first few months in Angels his 
wife, a strikingly handsome young 
woman, had disappeared; and that since 
her disappearance Hallock had lived, 
“ bached,” in two rooms over the 
freight-station—rooms which no one 
save himself ever entered.

These, and similar hits of local His
tory, were mere gatherings by the way 
for the superintendent, picked up while 
the huge joke was running its course. 
In the meantime he was forced to ad
mit that. he was not breaching any of 
the strongholds of undiscipline.

Orders, regarded by trained railroad 
men as immutable as the laws of the 
Medes and Persians, were still inter
preted as loosely as the casual sugges
tions of a bystander. Rules Were made, 
only to be coolly ignored when they 
chanced to conflict with some train 
crew’s desire to make time or to kill it. 
Directed to account for coal and oil

used, the enginemen good-naturedly 
forged reports and the storekeepers O. 
K.'d them. Instructed to keep a rec
ord of all material used, the trackmen 
scattered more spikes than they drove, 
made firewood of the ties, and under
pinned the section-houses with new steel 
rails.

In such a condition of affairs, track 
and train troubles were the rule rather 
than the exception; and it was a Red 
Butte Western boast that the fire was 
never drawn under the wrecking-train 
engines. For the first few weeks Lid
gerwood let McCloskey answer the 
“ hurry calls” to the various scenes of 
disaster. But when three sections of 
an east-bound cattle special, ignoring 
the ten-minute-interval rule, were piled 
up at the head of Timanyoni Canon, he 
went out and took personal command 
of the track-clearing force.

At that moment the joke was at its 
flood tide, and the men of the wreck
ing crew took a ten-gallon keg of 
whisky along wherewith to celebrate 
the first appearance of the new boss in 
the field of action.

Lidgerwood disappointed them in 
more ways than one. For one thing, 
his first executive act was to knock in 
the head of the ten-gallon keg with a 
striking-hammer before it was even 
spiggoted. For another, he proved that 
he was not only a past master in the 
art of track-clearing, but also that he 
was able to endure hardship through a 
long day, and a still longer night, with 
the best man on the ground.

This was good, as far as it went. 
But later, with the offending cattle- 
train crews before him for trial and 
punishment, he lost all he had gained 
by being too easy.

“ We’ve got him chasin' his feet,”  said 
Tryon, one of the rule-breaking en
gineers, at the close of the “ sweat- 
box”  interview. “ It ’s just as I've been 
tellin’ you fellows, he ain’t got sand 
enough to fire anybody.”

Likewise, Jack Benson, the young en
gineer sent in by Vice-president Ford, 
at Lidgerwood’s request, to form an 
engineering department for the divi
sion. The “ sweat-box”  was Lidger-
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wood's private office in the Crow’s 
Nest ; and Benson happened to be pres
ent when the reckless trainmen were 
told to go and sin no more.

‘‘I ’m not running your job, Lidger- 
wood, and von may fire the inkstand at 
me if the spirit moves you to, but you 
can't handle the red desert with kid 
gloves on. Those fellows needed cuss
ing out and a thirty-day hang-up, at 
the lightest. You can't hold ’em down 
with Sunday-school talk."

Lidgerwcod was frowning at his desk 
and marking squares with his pencil 
upon the blotting-pad—a habit which 
wa- insensibly growing upon him.

"Where would I get the two extra 
train crews to fill in the thirty-day lay
off, Jack? Had you thought of that?’’

"I  had only the one think, and I gave 
you that one,”  said Benson carelessly. 
"I  suppose it is different in your de
partment. When I go up against a 
thing like that on the sections, I fire 
the whole bunch and import a few more 
Italians. Which reminds me: what do 
you know about Fred Dawson, the shop 
draftsman ?”

"As little as may be," replied Lidger- 
woed, taking Benson's abrupt change of 
subject as a matter of course. "He 
seeing a fine fellow; much too fine a 
fellow to be wasting himself out here. 
Why?”

"Oh, I just wanted to know. Ever 
met his mother and sister?”

"No.”
"Well, you ought to. The mother is 

one of the only two angels in Angels, 
and the sister is the other. Dawson, 
himself, is a monomaniac.”

Lidgerwood's eyebrows lifted, but his 
query was unspoken.

"Hadn’t you heard his story?" said 
Benson. “ But of course you haven't; 
nobody knows about it out here, t ie ’s 
a lame duck, you know; like every 
other man this side of Crosswater sum
mit—present company excepted.”

"A  lame duck?'’ repeated Lidger- 
vvood.

"Yes. A man with a past. Don’t tell 
me you haven't caught on to the hall
mark of the red desert. It’s notorious.

The blacklegs and tin-horns and sure
st! ete go without saying, of course; 
over in the ranch country beyond the 
Timanyonis they call us the outlaws."

"Not without reason,”  said Lidger- 
wood.

"Not any,” said Benson, with cheer
ful pessimism. "And the Red Butte 
outfit is tarred with the same stick. You 
haven't a dozen operators, all told, who 
haven't been discharged for incompe
tence somewhere else: or a dozen con
ductors or engineers who weren’t black
listed before they climbed Crosswater. 
Take M cQoskey: you swear by him, 
don't you? He was a chief dcspatcher 
back East, and he put two passenger- 
trains together in a head-on collision the 
day lie resigned and came West to grow 
up with the red desert."

"You were speaking of Dawson," 
suggested Lidgerwcod mildly.

"Y es; and he’s one of them—though 
he needn't lie, if he weren't such a hope
lessly sensitive ass. lie 's  an H. E., or 
he would have been if he had stayed 
out his senior year at college. But 
also lie happened to be a football fiend ; 
and in the last intercollegiate game of 
the last season lie had the bad luck to 
kill a man—the brother of the girl he 
was going to marry.”

"You don't tell m e!” said Lidger- 
wood. "Is he that Dawson?”

"The same,” said the young engineer 
laconically. "It was the sheerest acci
dent: everybody knew it was, and no
body blamed Dawson. I happen to 
know, because f  was a junior in the 
same college at the time. But Fred 
took it hard: let it spoil his life. He 
buried himself out here, and for two 
years he never let his mother and sis
ter know where he was ; made remit
tances through a bank in Omaha so 
they shouldn't be able to trace him. 
Care to hear any more?"

"Go on," said the superintendent.
“Í  found him," chuckled Benson. 

“ And I took the liberty of piping his 
little game off to the harrowed women. 
Next thing he knew they dropped in 
on hint; and he’s crazy enough to stay 
here, and to keep them here. That 
wouldn't be so bad if it wasn’t for
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Gridley, Fred's boss and your peach of 
a master mechanic.’’

"Why peach? Gridley is a pretty 
decent sort of man-driver, isn't he ?” 
said Lidgenvood, doing premeditated 
violence to what he had come to call 
his unjust prejudice against the master 
mechanic,

"You won't believe it,” said Benson 
hotly, "but he's making love to Daw
son's sister !—and he a widow-man and 
old enough to be her father!”

Lidgenvood smiled. Youth is al
ways intolerant of age in its rival. 
Gridley might have been forty: but 
then Benson was still on the sunny 
slope of twenty-five.

"Don’t be prejudiced. Jack.” he said. 
“ Gridley is still young enough to marry 
again, if he wants to—and to live to 
spoil his grandchildren.”

"But he isn't good enough for such 
a woman as Faith Dawson,” countered 
the young engineer stubbornly.

"Isn't he?—or is that more of your 
personal prejudice? What do you 
know against him?'’

Pressed thus sharply against the un
yielding fact. Benson was obliged to 
confess that he knew nothing against 
the master mechanic. I f  Gridley had 
any of the weaknesses common to red- 
desert mankind, he did not parade them 
in Angels. As the head of his depart
ment. he was a hard hitter; and now 
and then, when the blows fell, the rail
road colony called, him a tyrant and 
hinted that, like the other exiles, lie 
was a man with a past.

Lidgenvood laughed at Benson's fail
ure to make his case, and asked quizzic
ally :

"Where do I come in on this. Jack? 
You have an ax to grind, I take it."

" I  have. Firs, Dawson wants me to 
take my meals at the house—she's shy 
of Gridley. Maybe she thinks I'd do 
the buffer act. But as a get-between, 
I ’d be chiefly conspicuous by my ab
sence.”

"Sorry I can’t give you an office job, 
Jack.” said the superintendent, in mock 
despair.

"So  am I. But you can do the next 
best thing. Get Fred to take you home

with him some evening, and you’ll 
never go back to Maggie Dunnymorc 
and the bird-bath dishes—not if you 
can persuade Firs. Dawson to feed yout 
The alternative is to fire Gridley.”

“ This time you’re trying to make the 
tail wag the dog.” laughed Lklgerwood. 
"Gridley has twice my backing on the 
board of director?. Besides, he is a 
good fellow, and if I go up and try 
to stand him off for you, it’s only be
cause I think yon arc a better fellow."

"Stand it on any leg you like, only 
go,"’ said Benson simply. ‘ ‘Til take it 
as a personal favor, and do as much 
for you some time, I suppose I don't 
have to warn you not to fall in love with 
Faith Dawson, yourself?—or, on sec
ond thought, perhaps I had better.” 

Lidgenvood-? laugh was rather bit
ter.

"Xo, Jack; like Gridley, I'm older 
than I look, ami I've had my little 
turn at that wheel ; or, rather, the wheel 
has had its little turn at me. You can 
safely deputize me, I guess.”

"All right. Here's 202, ami I'm go
ing down to Xavajo on her. Don't wait 
too long before you make up to Daw
son. You'll find him worth while, af
ter you've broken through his shell.” 

The huge joke on the Red Butte 
Western ran its course for another 
week. Then Lidgenvood determined 
that the time had come for the disci
plinary revolution, and lie began it by 
stringing a new time-card, supple
mented by a standard "Book of Rules.” 

Promptly the home-laugh died away 
ami the trouble storm was evoked. 
Grievance committees haunted the 
Crow's Xest, and the insurrectionary 
faction, starting with the trainmen, 
threatened to involve the shopmen and 
the telegraph-operators: to become, not 
a faction, but a protest on iBftsse.

Worse than all. the service, haphaz
ard enough before, now became a mad
dening chaos. Orders were misunder
stood. wrecks were of almost daily oc
currence. and the shop track was speed- 
ilv filled with crippled engines and 
cars.

In inch a storm of disaster and dis
order the captain on the bridge finds
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and learns to distinguish his friends, if 
any there be. In the pandemonium of 
untoward events, McCloskey was Lid- 
gerwood’s right hand, toiling, smiting, 
striving, and otherwise approving him
self a good soldier. But close behind 
him came Gridley: always suave and 
good-natured, never complaining, not 
even when the repair work grew moun
tain high; always counseling firmness 
and more discipline.

“ This is what we've been needing for 
years, Mr, Lidgerwood," he took fre
quent occasion to say. “ Of course, 
we’ve got to pay the penalty for the 
sins of our predecessors: but if you'll 
just hang to it. we'll pull through and 
be a railroad right when the clouds roll 
by. Don't give in an inch. Show 
these muckers that you mean business, 
and mean it all the time, and you'll win 
out.”

Thus the master mechanic; and Mc- 
Closkey, with more at stake and less 
isolated point of view, took it out in 
good, hard blows, backing his superior 
like a man.

Of the small headquarters staff, Hal- 
loek was the only non-combatant. From 
the first he seemed to have made a 
compact with himself not to let it be 
known by any word or act of his that 
he was aware of the suddenly precipi
tated conflict. The routine work of a 
chief clerk's desk is never light; Hal- 
lock's became so exacting that he rare
ly left the office, or the penlike con
trivance where he entrenched himself.

In the beginning Lidgerwood watched 
him closely to discover the secret signs 
of satisfaction which the revolt might 
be supposed to awaken in the unsuc
cessful candidate for the headship of 
the Red Butte Western.

There were none. Hallock’s gaunt 
face, with the thin, straggling beard 
and the loose lips, was a blank; and 
the worst wreck of the three which 
followed the introduction of the new 
rules in quick succession was noted in 
his reports with the same calm indiffer
ence with which lie would have jotted 
down the breakage of a section fore
man's spike-maul,

McCloskey was of Scotch blood,

painfully homely of face, and a cool 
in-fighter. But at the end of a fort
night of the new time-card he cornered 
his superior in the private office and 
freed his mind.

“ It’s no use, Mr. Lidgerwood; we 
can't make these reforms stick with 
the outfit we’ve got.” he said, in sharp 
discouragement. “ The next thing on 
the docket will be a strike, and you 
know what that will mean— in a coun
try where the whisky is bad and every 
second man carries a gun.'"

“Nevertheless, the reforms have got 
to stick,” said Lidgerwood quite equa
bly. “ I am going to run this division 
as it should be run, or hang it up in 
the air. Did you discharge that op
erator at Crow Canon—the fellow who 
let Train 76 get by him without orders 
night before last ?"

“ Dick Rufford?—yes, I fired him; 
and he came in on 202 to-day, lugging 
a piece of artillery and shooting off his 
mouth about what he’d do to you and 
me. I suppose you know his brother 
Bart, ‘The Killer,’ is the ‘lookout’ at 
Red-Light Sammy’s faro-game, and 
the meanest devil this side of the Ti- 
manyonis ?”

“ I didn’t know it ; but that cuts no 
figure,” Lidgerwood forced himself to 
say. though his lips were dry. “ We 
are going to have discipline on this di
vision while we stay here, Mac. There 
are no two ways about that.”

McCloskey tilted his hat to the bridge 
of his nose, his characteristic gesture 
of displeasure. His heavy, coarse-fea
tured face was a stud}' in grotesques, 
and when he was moved lie had a habit 
of mouthing and grimacing in a man
ner truly terrifying.

“ I said I wouldn’t join the gun-toters 
when I came out here,” he said half- 
musingly. “ But I've weakened on that. 
Yesterday, when I was calling Jeff 
Cummings down for dropping that new 
shifter out of an open switch in broad 
daylight, he pulled on me out of his 
cab-window. What I had to take while 
he had me hands up is more than I'll 
take from any living man again.”

Once more Lidgerwood was marking 
pencil squares on his desk-blotter.
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‘ ‘I wouldn't get down to the desert 
level, if I were you, Mac,” lie said 
thoughtfully.

‘'I ’m down there right now—in self- 
defense,” was the sober reply. “ And 
if you'll take a hint from me, you'll 
heel yourself, too. If this fight gets 
much hotter, your life won't be worth 
the pinch of gunpowder it will take to 
snuff it out. I know this country bet
ter than you do—and the men in it. I 
don't say they 'll come after you delib
erately. But as things are now, you 
can't open your face to one of them 
without taking a chance of a quarrel; 
and a quarrel in a gun-country----- ”

"I  know,” said Lidgerwood patient
ly ; and the train-master gave it up.

It was an hour or two later the same 
day when he carne in again, hat tilted 
to nose, and the gargoyle face por
traying fresh soul agonies.

"They've taken to looting us now!” 
he Burst out. “ The 316, that new sad
dle-tank shifting-engine, has disap
peared. I saw Broderick using the '95, 
and when I asked him why, he said he 
couldn't find the Tb."

“ Couldn't find it?” echoed Lidger
wood.

" X o ; nor I can't, either. It's not 
in the yards, the roundhouse, or the 
back shop. I ’ve had Callahan wire 
east and west, and if they're all telling 
the truth, nobody has seen it, or heard 
of it.”

“ Where was it, at last accounts?"
“ Standing on the coal track, under 

Chute Number Three, where the night 
crew left it at midnight or thereabouts.”

"O f course somebody must know 
where it has gone,” said Lidgerwood.

"Y es : and by grapples! Mr. Lidger
wood, I think I know who the some- 
bodv is!"

"'Who U it?”
But now the train-master tilted his 

hat and scowled ferociously.
" I f  I should tell you. you wouldn't 

believe i t : and. beside', I haven't got 
any proof. But I'm going to get the 
proof"—shaking a menacing forefinger 
— "and when I do----- "

It was the entrance of Hallock, com
ing in with the pay-rolls for the super

intendent’s approval, that made the 
train-master break off short in his 
threat, and go out muttering curses to 
the tilted hat-brim.

IV.
T H E  K IL L E R ,

Lidgerwood had found little diffi
culty in getting on the sociable side of 
Dawson, so far as the heavy-muscled, 
silent young draftsman had a sociable 
side : and the invitation to the Dawson 
cottage on the low mesa above the 
town, had followed as a matter of 
course.

Once within the charmed circle, with 
Benson to plead his cause with the 
meek little woman whose brown eyes: 
held the shadow of a deep trouble, Lid
gerwood had still less difficulty in ar
ranging to share Benson's table wel
come. Though Martha Dawson never 
admitted; it, even to her daughter, she 
stood in constant terror of the red des
ert and its representative town of An
gels : and the presence of the superin
tendent as a member of the household 
was an added guaranty' of protection.

Lidgerwood's dip into the home pool 
on the mesa was made without a splash, 
and he was coming and going as reg
ularly as his oversight of the three hun
dred miles of demoralization permitted 
before the buffoonery on the Red Butte 
Western suddenly laughed itself out 
and war was declared. In the interval 
he had come to accept Benson’s esti
mate of the family, and to share—with
out Benson's excuse—the young engi
neer's opposition to Gridley as Miss 
Faith’s possible choice.

There was little to be done in this 
field, however. Gridley came and went, 
not too often, deporting himself as a 
friend of the family, and usurping no 
more of Miss Dawson's time and at
tention than she seemed willing to be
stow upon him. Lidgerwood saw no 
chance to obstruct, and no good reason 
for obstructing. At least. Gridley did 
not furnish the reason. And the first 
time Lidgerwood found himself sitting 
out the sunset hour after dinner on the
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tiny porch of the mesa cottage, with 
Faith Dawson for his companion, his 
speech was not of Gridley, nor yet of 
Benson: it was of himself.

"When are you going to forget that 
I have the misfortune to be, in a round
about way, your brother’s boss, Miss 
Faith?" lie asked, when she had brought 
him a light for his cigar.

"O h; do I remember it— disagreea
bly?" she laughed. And then, with un
conscious naivete: ‘ 'I'm sure I try not 
to."

"T ry a little harder, then," he begged. 
"It's pretty lonely, sometimes, tip here 
on the top round of the Red Butte 
Western ladders’

"You mean that you would like to 
leave your official dignity behind when 
you come up here?" she asked.

"That’s it precisely. You’ve no idea 
what strenuous work it is, wearing the 
halo all the time—or, perhaps, I should 
say the cap and bells."

She smiled. Frederick Dawson, the 
reticent, had never spoken of the at
titude of the Red. Butte Western toward 
its new boss; but Gridley had.

"They are still refusing to take you 
seriously?" she said. 'T hope you don't 
mind it too much."

"Personally, not at all,'" he assured 
her—which was true at the moment. 
"The men are acting like a lot of 
schoolboys bent on discouraging the 
new teacher. I'm hoping" they'll settle 
down to their books after a bit, and 
take me for granted."

Miss Dawson had something on her 
mind; a thing not gathered from Grid- 
ley or any one else in particular, but 
which seemed to take shape of itself. 
The saying of it asked for a complete 
eitacement of Lidgerwood the super
intendent, and that was difficult. But 
she compassed it.

"You must not take them too much 
for granted—the men, I mean," she 
cautioned. " I  can't help thinking that 
some of the joking is not quite good- 
natured."

“ It isn’t,”  he rejoined evenly. “ Much 
of it is very thinly disguised contempt.”

"For your authority?"

"For me, personally, first; and for my 
authority as a close second."

"Then there will be tremble— when 
the laugh is over?"

He smiled. “ I'm hoping Xo, as I 
said a moment ago; but I'm expecting 
Yes."

"And you are not afraid?"
It would have been worth a great 

deal to him if he could have kicked 
fearlessly into the clear gray eyes and 
denied. But instead his gaze: went be
yond her, and he said; “ You surely 
wouldn't expect me to confess it if I 
were, would you ? Don’t you despise 
a coward, Miss Dawson?"

The sun was sinking behind the Ti- 
manyonis, and the soft glow of the 
western sky suffused her face, illu
minating it with rare radiance. It was 
not, in the last analysis, a beautiful 
face, he assured himself, comparing it 
with another whose outlines were bit
ten deeply and beyond all hope of era
sure into the memory page. Yet the 
face warmed by the sunset glow was 
sweet and winsome; attractive in the 
best sense of the overworked word. 
Lidgerwood rather envied Benson—or 
Gridley, whichever one of the two Miss 
Dawson cared most for.

"There are so many different kinds 
of coward," she said, after the reflective 
moment.

"But all despicable," he added.
"The real ones, perhaps. But our 

definitions are often careless. My 
grandfather, who was a captain of vol
unteers in the Civil War, used to say 
that real cowardice is a soul disease; 
that what we call the physical symptoms 
are often misleading."

"For example ?" said Lidgerwood.
"Grandfather used to instance the 

camp-fire bully and braggart as one ex
treme, and the soldier who was frankly 
afraid of being killed as the other. Lie 
said the man who dodged the first few 
bullets in battle was most likely to be 
the real hero."

Lidgerwood could not resist the temp
tation to probe the old wound.

"Suppose, under some sudden stress 
—some totally unexpected trial—a man 
who was very much afraid of being
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afraid found himself physically unable 
to do the courageous thing—wouldn't 
he be. to all intents and purposes, a 
coward ?”

She took time to think.
“ No,”  she said finally. " I  should 

wait until I had seen the same man 
tried under conditions that would give 
him time to whip the physical unreadi
ness into line."

“ Would you, really?'’ he asked hope
fully.

“ Yes. A  trial of the kind you de
scribe isn’t fair. Acute presence of 
mind in an emergency is not the su
preme test of courage—courage of that 
highest quality w hich endures and faces 
the threatening to-morrows.”

"And you think that the man who 
might be surprised into doing some
thing very despicable might still have 
that other kind of courage, Miss Faith?"

“ Certainly."
Lidgerwood rose and flung away the 

half-burned cigar.
"You are more charitable than other 

women, Mis® .Dawson,”  he said gravely ; 
after which he left abruptly and went 
back to his desk in the Crow's Nest.

This little heart-to-heart talk hap
pened just before the jesting horse
laugh died away on the Red Butte 
Western. After the storm broke, there 
were no more quiet confidences: on the 
cottage porch for a harassed superin
tendent. Lidgerwood came and went as 
before, when the rapidly recurring 
wrecks did not keep him out on the 
line; but he scrupulously left his 
troubles behind him when he climbed 
to the cottage on the mesa.

Yet the increasing gravity of the sit
uation was writing itself plainly enough 
upon his face, and Faith Dawson was 
sorry for him, giving him sympathy 
unasked, if not wholly unexpected. The 
town talk, what little of it reached the 
cottage, was harshly condemnatory of 
the new superintendent, and indisputa
bly Lidgerwood was doing what he 
could to earn his newer reputation.

After the mysterious disappearance 
of the switching-engine—mystery still 
unsolved, and apparently unsolvable— - 
he struck fast and hard, searching

painstakingly for the leaders in the re
bellion, reprimanding, suspending, and 
discharging until McCloskey warned 
him that, in addition to the evil of short
handing the division, he was filling An
gels with a growing army of ex-em
ployees, desperate and ripe for any
thing.

“ I can't help it, Mae," was his in
variable reply. “ L'nless they put me 
Out of the fight, I shall go on as I ’ve 
begun, staying with it until we have a 
railroad in fact—or a forfeited charter. 
Do the best you can, but let it be plainly 
understood that the man who isn't with 
us is against us, and he is going to get 
a chance to hunt him a new job every 
time.”

"But Mr. Lidgerwood-—they'll mur
der you!" insisted the train-master, his 
heavy face corrugating itself into the 
similitude of a pained gargoyle.

“ Thai’s neither here nor there. I 
handled them with gloves at first, but 
they wanted the bare fist. They’ve got 
it now, and as I've said before, well 
fight this thing to a complete finish. 
Who goes east on 202 to-day ?”

“ It's Judson's run; but he's laying 
off.”

“ What’s the matter with him?— 
sick ?"

“ No; just plain drunk."
“ Fire him. I won't have a man in 

the train service who gets drunk. Tell 
him so."

“ One more stick of dynamite, with a 
cap and fuse in it, turned loose under
foot," said McCloskey gloomily. “ Jud- 
son goes."

"Never mind the dynamite. Now, 
what has been done with Johnston— 
that conductor who turned in three dol
lars cash collections for a hundred-mile 
run ?"

“ Ikse had him up. He says that’s all 
the money there was—everybody had 
tickets."

“ You don’t believe it?"
“ No. Grantby, the superintendent of 

the Ruby Mine, came in on Johnston’s 
train that morning, and he registered a 
kick because the Ruby Gulch station- 
agent wasn't out of bed in time to sell 
him a ticket. He paid Johnston on the
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train, and that one fare alone was five 
dollars and sixty cents.'1’

Lidgerwood was adding another min
ute square to the penciled checker
board on his desk-blotter.

“ Discharge Johnston and hold back 
his time-check. Then have him arrested 
for stealing and wire the legal depart
ment at Denver that I want him prose
cuted.”

Again McCloskey‘s rough-cast face 
was a mask of a soul in deep trouble.

“ Call "it done—and another stick of 
dynamite turned loose.” he acquiesced. 
"Is  there anything else?”

“ Yes* What have you found out 
about that missing engine?” This had 
come to be the stereotyped query, vocal
izing itself every time the train-master 
showed his face in the superintendent's 
room.

“ Nothing, yet. I ’m hunting for 
proof.”

“ Against some one you suspect ? 
Who is it? And what did he do with 
the engine ?”

McCloskey became dumb.
“ I don't dare to say part of it till I 

can say it all, Mr. Lidgerwood. You 
hit too quick and too hard. But tell 
me one thing: have you had to report 
the loss of that engine to anybody high
er up ?"

“ I shall have to report it to General 
Manage? Frisbie, of course, if we don’t 
find it."

“ But haven’t you already reported 
it ?”

“ No | that is, I guess not. Wait a 
minute.” A touch of' the buzzer-push 
brought Hallock to the door of the in
ner office. The green shade was pulled 
low over his eyes, and he held the pen 
he had been using as if it were a dagger.

“'Hallock, have you reported the dis
appearance of that switching-engine to 
Mr. Frisbie?” asked the superintendent.

The answer seemed reluctant, and it 
was given in the single word of assent.

“ When ?” asked Lidgerwood.
“ In the weekly summary for last 

week; you signed it,”  said the chief 
clerk.

“ Did I tell you to include that partic
ular item in the report?” Lidgerwood

did not mean to give the inquiry the 
tang of an implied reproof, but the fight 
with the outlaws was beginning to make 
Ills manner incisive.

“ You didn't need to tell m e; I know 
my business,” said Hallock, and his tone 
matched his superior's.

Lidgerwood looked at McCloskey, 
and at the train-master's almost imper
ceptible nod, said. “ That’s all,” and 
Hallock disappeared and closed the 
door.

"W ell?” said Lingerwood sharply, 
when they had privacy again.

McCloskey was shifting uneasily from 
one foot to the other.

“ My name's Scotch, and they tell 
me I've got Scotch blood in me,” he 
began. “ I don't like to shoot my mouth 
off till I know what I'm doing. I sup
pose I quarreled with Flallock once a 
day regular before you came on the 
job, Mr. Lidgerwood, and I'll say plump 
out that I don't like him—never did. 
That's what makes me careful about 
throwing it into him now.”

“ Go on,”  said Lidgerwood.
“ Well, I don't know as you know it, 

but he wanted to be superintendent of 
this road. He kept the wires to New 
York hot for a week after he found out 
that the P. S-W, was in control. He 
missed it, and you just naturally took 
it over his head—at least, maybe that’s 
the way he looks at it.”

“ Take it for granted, and get to the 
point,”  said Lidgerwood, always impa
tient of preliminary bush-beating.

“ There ain’t any point, if you don't 
see any,” said McCloskey stubbornly. 
“ But I can tell you how it would strike 
me, if I had to be wearing your shoes 
just now. You’ve got a man for ysur 
chief clerk who has kept this whole 
town guessing for two years. Some 
say he isn’t bad : but they it ! agree that 
lie’s as vengeful as an Indian. He 
wanted your jo b ; supposing he still 
wants it.”

“ Stick to the facts, Mac,”  said the su
perintendent. “ You’re theorizing now, 
you know.”

’ ‘Well, by gravels, I w ill!” said Mc
Closkey, pushed over the cautionary 
edge by Lidgerwood’s indifference.
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“ What I know don't amount to much 
yet, but it all leans one way. Haliock 
puts in his daytime scratching away at 
that desk out there, and you’d think he 
didn’t know it was this year. But when 
that desk is shut up, you'll find him at 
the roundhouse, over in the freight- 
yard, round the switch-shanties, or up 
at Biggs'—anywhere he can get half a 
dozen of the men together. I don't 
know what he's doing; I haven’t found 
a man yet that I could trust to keep 
tab on him: but I can guess.”

“ Is that all?” said Lidgerwood quiet
ly.

“ No, it isn’t! That switch-en.J"e 
dropped out a week ago last Tuesdev 
night. I ’ve been prying into that locked- 
up puzzle-box every way I could think 
of ever since. Haliock 'knows zvhere 
that engine tvent!”

“ What makes you think so ?”
“ I'll tell you. Robinson, the night 

crew engineer, was a little late leaving 
her. Ilis fireman had gone home, and 
so had the yardmen. After he had 
crossed the yard, coming out, he saw 
a man sneaking down toward the shift
er, keeping in the shadow of the coal- 
chutes. lie  was just curious enough to 
want to know who it was, and he made 
a little sneak of his own. When he 
found it was Haliock, he went home 
and thought no more about it till I got 
him to talk.”

Lidgerwood had gone back to the 
pencil and the blotting-pad and the ma
king of squares. “ But the motive, 
Mac ?” he said, without looking up. 
“ How could the theft or the destruc
tion of a locomotive serve any purpose 
that Haliock might have in view ?” 

McCloskey did not mean any disre
spect to his superior officer when he 
said: “ I ’m no ’cyclopedia. There are
lots of things I don’t know. But un
less you call it off, I ’m going to know 
a few more of them before I quit.”

“ I don’t call it off, M ac; find out 
what you can. But Í can’t believe that 
Haliock is heading this rebellion.’ ’ 

“ Somebody is heading it, to a dead 
moral certainty, Mr. Lidgerwood: the 
licks are coming too straight and too 
well-timed.”

“ Find the man, if you can, and we’ll 
eliminate him. And, by the way, if it 
comes to the worst, how will Hepburn, 
the town marshal, stand?'’

The train-master shook his head.
“ I don't know. Jack's got plenty of 

sand. But he was elected out of the 
shops, and by the railroad vote. I f  it 
comes to a show-down against the men 
who elected him----- ■”

“ That is what I mean,”  said Lidger
wood. "It will come to a show-down, 
sooner or later, if we can't nip the ring
leaders. Young Rufford and a dozen 
more of the dropped employees are 
threatening to get even. That means 
train-wrecking, misplaced switches, ar
son—anything you like. At the first 
break there are going to be some very 
striking examples made of every wreck
er or ’ooter we can land on.”

Mccmskey's chair faced the window, 
and he was scowling and mouthing at 
the tall chimney of the shop power-plant 
across the tracks. Where had he got 
the idea that this carefully laundered 
gentleman, who never missed his daily 
plunge and scrub and still wore im
maculate linen, lacked the confidence of 
his opinions and convictions? The 
train-master knew, and he thought Lid
gerwood must also know, that the first 
blow of the vengeful ones would be di
rected at the man rather than at the 
company's property.

“ I guess maybe Hepburn will do his 
duty, when it comes to the pinch,’’ he 
said finally. And the subject having 
apparently exhausted itself, he went 
about his business, which was to call 
up the telegraph-operator at Timanyoni 
Pass to ask why he had broken the rule 
requiring the conductor and engineer, 
both of them, to sign train-orders in 
his presence.

Thereupon, quite in keeping with the 
militant state of affairs on a harassed 
Red Butte Western, ensued a sharp and 
abusive wire quarrel at long range; and 
when it was over, Timanyoni Pass was 
temporarily stricken from the list of 
night telegraph-stations pending the ha
stening forward of a relief operator to 
take the place of the one who, with 
many profane objurgations, curiously
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clipped in rattling Morse, had wired his 
opinion of McCloskey and the new su
perintendent closely interwoven with 
his resignation.

It was after dark that evening when 
Lidgerwood closed his desk on the pen
ciled blotting-pad and groped his way 
down the unlighted stair to the Crow's 
Nest platform.

The day passenger from the east was 
in, and the hostler had just coupled En
gine 266 to the train for the night run 
to Red Butte. Lidgerwood marked the 
engine’s number, and saw Dawson talk
ing to "Williams, the engineer, as he 
turned the corner at the passenger-sta
tion end of the building. Later, when 
he was crossing the open space sepa
rating the railroad yard from the town, 
he thought he heard the draftsman's 
step behind him, and waited for Daw
son to come up.

The rearward darkness, made blacker 
by contrast with the white beam of the 
266's electric headlight, yielding no one 
and no further sounds, he went on. past 
the tar-paper-covered hotel, named by 
its waggish keeper "The Celestial," past 
the flanking of saloons and false-fronted 
shops,, past "The Arcade,” with its 
crimson sidewalk eye setting the dan
ger-signal for all who should enter 
Red-Light Sammy's, and sò on up to the 
mesa and the cottage of seven-o'clock 
dinners.

Ills hand was on the latch of the cot
tage-gate when a man rose up out of 
the gloom; out of the ground at his 
feet, as it appeared to Lidgerwood; and 
the night and the starry dome of it 
were blotted out for the superintendent 
in a flash of red iighning and a thun
derclap louder than the crash of worlds.

When he began to realize again, 
Dawson was helping him to his feet, 
and the draftsman's mother was calling 
anxiously from the door.

"What was it?” he asked, still dazed 
and half-blinded.

"A  man tried to kill you,” said Daw
son, in his most matter-of-fact tone. “ I 
happened along just in time to joggle 
his arm. That, and your quick drop, 
did the business. Not hurt, are you?”

Lidgerwood was gripping the gate

and trying to»- steady himself. A  chill 
like a sudden attack of ague was sha
king him to the bone.

"N o,” he returned, mastering the 
chattering teeth by the supremest effort 
of will. "Thanks to you, I guess— I'm 
—not hurt. Who w-was the man?”

"It was Rufford. He followed you 
from the Crow's Nest. Williams saw 
him and put me on; so I followed 
him.”

"Williams ? Then he isn't----- ”
“ No,” said Dawson, anticipating the 

query. “ lie  is with us, and lie is swing
ing the best of the engineers into line. 
But come into the house and let me give 
vou a drop of whisky. This tiling has 
got on your nerves a bit—and no won
der.”

But Lidgerwood clung to the gate 
palings for yet another steadying mo
ment.

“ Rufford, you said; you mean the 
discharged Crow Canon operator?”

“ Worse luck," said Dawson. "It was 
his brother Bart, the 'lookout' at Red- 
Light Sammy's: the fellow they call 
'The Killer.’ ”

V.
T H E  IN E BR IA T E .

Barton Rufford, ex-distiller of illicit- 
whisky in the Tennessee Mountains, 
ex-welsher turned informer and be
traying his neighbor lawbreakers to the 
United States revenue officers, ex- 
everything which made his continued 
stay in the Cumberlands impossible, was 
a man of distinction in the red desert.

I11 the wider field of the West he 
had been successively a claim-jumper, a 
rustler of imbranded cattle, a telegraph- 
operator in C'illusion with a gang of 
train-robbers, and finally a faro “ look
out.” the armed guard who sits at the 
head of the gaming-table in the untamed 
regions to kill, and kill quickly, if a dis
pute arises.

Angels acknowledged his citizenship 
without joy. A murderer with a fright
ful record of cold-blooded homicides; a 
man with a temper like smoking tow, an 
itching trigger-finger, the eye of a hag
gard hawk, and catlike swiftness of
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movement, he tyrannized the town when 
the humor was on him; and as yet no 
counter bully had come to chase him 
into oblivion.

For Lidgerwood to have earned the 
enmity of this man was considered 
equivalent to one of three things: the 
superintendent would throw up his job 
and leave the red desert—preferably by 
the first train; or Rufford would kill 
him : or he must kill Rufford.

Red Butte Western opinion was 
somewhat divided as to which horn of 
the trilemma would be chosen by the 
victim of Ru {lord's displeasure ; all ad
mitting that, for the moment, the choice 
lay with the superintendent.

Would Lidgerwood fight, or run, or 
sit still and be slain? In the .Angels 
roundhouse, on the morning following 
the episode at the gate of the Dawson 
cottage, the discussion was spirited, not 
to say acrimonious.

"I'm  telling you hyenas that Collars- 
and-Cuffs ain't going to run away,’-' in
sisted Williams, who was just in from 
the all-night trip to Red Butte and 
return. "He ain't built that way."

Lester, the roundhouse foreman, 
himself a man-queller of no mean re
pute. thought differently. Lidgerwood 
would take to the high grass and the 
tall timber. The alternatiye was to 
"pack a gun" for Rufford—alternative 
quite inconceivable to Lester.

" I  don't know about that,'- said Jud- 
son. the discharged—and consequently 
momentarily sobered—engineer of the 
271. "He's fooled everybody more than 
once since he lit down here in the red 
desert. First crack everybody said he 
didn't know his business, ’cause he wore 
b'iled shirts: he does know it. Next, 
you could put your ear to the ground 
and hear that he didn’t have the sand 
to round up the Maverick R. B. W. 
He's doing it. I don’t know blit he 
might run a bluff on Bart Rufford, if 
he felt like doing its’

"Come off. John !'’ growled the big 
foreman. “ You needn't be afraid to 
talk straight over here. He hit you 
when you was down, and we all know 
you’re only waitin’ for a chance to hit 
back."

Judson was a red-headed man, effu
sively good-natured when he was in 
liquor, and a quick-tempered fighter of 
battles when he was not.

"’Don't you make any such mistake!” 
he snapped. "That's what McCloskey 
said when he handed me the ‘good- 
by,’ ’You’ll be one more to go round 
feelin’ for Air. Lidgerwood'! throat, I 
suppose.’ says he. By cripes! what I 
said to Mac, I'm savin’ to you, Bob 
Lester! I know good and well a-plenty 
when I ’ve earned my blue envelope. I f  
I'd been in the super’s place, the 271 
would have had a new runner a long 
time ago !"

"Oh, hell: 7 say he’ll chase his feet.’’ 
puffed Broadbent, the fat machinist who 
was truing off the valve-seats of the 
195. " I f  Rufford don't make him, 
there's some others that trill.”

Judson flared up again.
"Who you quotin’ now, Fatty?—one 

o' the shop ’prentices ? Or maybe it’s 
Link Hallock. Say, what's he doing 
monkeyin’ round the back shop so much 
lately? I'm goin' to stay round here 
till I get a chance to lick that scrub."

Broadbent snorted his derision of all 
mere enginemen.

"You rail-pounders'd better get next 
to Lincoln Hallock." he warned. “ He’s 
the next sup'rintendent of the R. B. W. 
You’ll see the 'poinlment circular the 
next day after that jini-dandy over in 
the Crow's Rest gets moved off'11 the 
map."'

"Weil. I'm suing afeared Bart Ruf- 
ford's likely to move him,” drawled 
Clay, the six-foot Kentuckian who was 
filing the 195 't brasses at the bench. 
"Yfihich the same I ain't rejoicin’ about, 
neither. That little Cttss is shore a 
mighty good railroad man. And when 
you ain't rubbin' his fur the wrong way, 
he treats you white.”

"For instance?" snapped Hodges, a 
freight engineer who had been thrice 
"on the carpet" in Lidgerwood's office 
for overrunning his orders.

“ Oh, they ain’t so blame' hard to 
find," Clay retorted. “ Last week, when 
we was out on that Navajo wreck, me 
and the boy didn't have no dinner- 
buckets. Bradford was rur.nin' the su-
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per’s car; and when Andy just sort o’ 
happened to mention the famine up 
along, the little man made that Tap 
cook o’ hisn get us up a dinner that’d 
made your hair frizzle. He shore did.”

“ Why don't you go and take up for 
him with Bart Rufford?” sneered 
Broadbent, stopping his facing-machine 
to set in a new cut on the valve-seat.

“ Oh—oh ; not me. I ’ve got cold feet.” 
laughed the Kentuckian. “ I'm like the 
little kid's daddy in the Sunday-school 
song: I cayn’t die yet—got too much 
to do.”

It was Williams' innings, and what 
he said was cautionary,

"Drv up, vou fellows; here comes 
Gridley.”

The master mechanic was walking 
down the planked track from the back 
shop, earning his years, which showed 
only in the graying mustaches and chin 
beard, and his hundred and eighty 
pounds of well-set-up bone and muscle 
jauntily. In appearance he was the 
beau ideal of the industry field officer; 
handsome in a clean-cut, masculine 
w ay ; a type of vigor, and also, if the 
signs of the full face and the eager eyes 
were to be regarded, of the elemental 
passions.

Angelic rumor hinted that he was a 
“ periodic” drunkard; he was both more 
or less than that. Like many another 
man, Henry Gridley lived a double life ; 
or perhaps it would be nearer the truth 
to say that there were two Henry Grid- 
leys. Lidgerwood, the Dawsons, the 
little world of Angels at large, knew the 
virile, accomplished mechanical engi
neer and master of men, which was his 
normal personality. What time the oth
er personality, the elemental savage, 
yawned, stretched itself, and came 
awake, the unspeakable dens of the 
Copah lower quarter engulfed him till 
the devil-man had gorged himself on 
degradation.

To his men Gridley was a tyrant, ex
acting, but just, ruling them as the 
men of the desert could only be ruled, 
with the mailed fist. Yet there was a 
human hand inside the steel gaunt
let, as all men knew. Having once 
beaten a bullying gang-boss into the

hospital at Denver, he had promptly 
charged himself with the support of the 
man’s family. Other generous rough
nesses were recorded of him, and if the 
attitude of the men was somewhat tem
pered by wholesome fear, it was none 
the less loyal.

Hence, when he entered the round
house, industrious silence had sup
planted the discussion of the superin
tendent’s case. Glancing at the group 
of enginemen, and snapping out a curt 
criticism of Broadbent's slowness on the 
valve-seats, he beckoned to Judson. 
"When the discharged engineer had fol
lowed him across the turntable, he 
faced about and said, not too curtly: 
“ So your sins have found you out one 
more time, have they, John?"

Judson nodded.
“ What is it this time—thirty days?”
Judson shook his head gloomily. 

“ No ; I'm down and out.”
“ Lidgerwood made it final, did he? 

Well, you can't blame him.”
“ You ain’t heard me sayin’ anything, 

have you?” was the surly rejoinder.
“ No; but it isn’t in human nature to 

forget these little things.” Then, sud
denly: “ Where were you yesterday
between one and two o'clock—about the 
time you should have been taking your 
train out?'’

Judson had a needlelike mind when 
the alcohol was out of it, and the sud
den query made him dissemble.

“About ten o'clock I was placin' pool 
in Rafferty's place with the butt end 
of the cue. After that, things got kind 
o’ hazy.'’

“ Well. I want you to buckle down 
and think hard. Don't you remember 
going over to Cat Biggs’ about noon, 
and sitting down at one of the empty 
card-tables to drink yourself stilt?”

Judson could not have told, under 
the thumbscrews, why he was prompted 
to tell Gridley a plain lie. But he did 
it.

“ I can’t remember," he said. Then 
the needle-pointed brain got in its work, 
and he added : “ Why ?"

“ I saw you there fvheit I was going 
up to dinner. You called me in to tell 
me what you. were going to do to Lid-
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genvood if he called you down for get
ting drunk. Don't you remember it?’’

Judson was looking the master me
chanic fairly in the eyes when he said: 
“ X o ; I don't remember a thing about 
that.”

“ T ry again,'' said Gridley. and now 
the shrewd gray eyes under the brim of 
the soft-rolled felt hat held the en
gineer helpless,

" I  guess— I do—-remember it now." 
said Judson slowly, trying, still inef
fectually, to break Gridley's masterful 
eye-hold upon him.

“ I thought you would,” said the mas
ter mechanic, without releasing him. 
"And yon probably remember, also, 
that I took you out in the street and 
started you home ?”

"Yes,” said Judson, this time without 
hesitation.

“ Well, keep on remembering it ; you 
went home to Maggie, and she put you 
to bed. That is what you are to keep 
in mind.”

Judson had broken the curious eye- 
grip at last, and again he said: “ W hy?”

Gridley hooked his finger absently in 
the engineer's buttonhole.

"Because, if you don't, a man named 
Rufford says he'll kill you. I heard 
him say it last night—overheard him, I 
should say. That's all.”

The master mechanic passed on, go
ing out by the great door which opened 
for the locomotive entering-track. Jud
son hung upon his heel for a moment, 
and then went slowly out through the 
tool-room and across the yard tracks to 
the Crow’s Xest.

He found McCloskey in his office 
above stairs, grimacing over the string- 
board of the new time-table.

“ W ell?” growled the train-master, 
when he saw who had opened and 
closed the door. “ Come back to tell me 
you’ve sworn off ? That won't go down 
with Mr. Lidgerwood. When he fires, 
he means it.”

“ You wait till I ask you for my job 
back again, won't you, Jim McClos
key ?” said the disgraced one hotly. “ I 
ain’t asked it yet; and, what’s more, I ’m 
sober.”

“ Sure you are,” muttered McCloskey.

“ You’d be better-natured with a drink 
or two in you. What's doing?”

“ That’s what I came over to find 
out,”  said Judson steadily. “ What is 
the boss going to do about this flare- 
up with Bart Rufford?”

The train-master shrugged.
"You've got just as many guesses as 

anybody, John. What you can bet on 
is that he will do something different.” 

Judson had slouched to the window. 
When he spoke, it was without turning 
his head.

“ You said something this morning 
about me feeling for the boss’ throat 
along with, that gang up-town that's 
trying to drink itself up to the point of 
hitting back. It don't string me that 
way. ila c .'’

“ How does it strike you?”
Judson turned slowly, crossed the 

room, and sat down in the only vacant 
chair.

"You know what's due to happen, 
Mac. Rufford won't try it on again the 
way he tried it last night. I heard up
town that lie has posted his de-fy: Mr. 
Lidgerwood shoots him on sight, or he 
shoots Mr. Lidgerwood on sight. You 
can figure that out, can't you?”

"Not knowing' Mr. Lidgerwood much 
better than you do, John, I'm not sure 
that I can.”

“ Well, it’s easy. Bart'll walk up to 
the boss in broad daylight, drop him, 
and then fill him full o’ lead after he’s 
down. I've seen him—saw him do it 
to Bixby, Mr, Brewster’s foreman at 
the Copperette.”

“ Say the rest of it,” said McCloskey. 
“ I've been thinking. While I'm lay

ing round with nothing much to do, 1 
believe I'll keep tab on Bart for a little 
spell. I don’t love him much, nohow.” 

McCloskey's face-contortion was in
tended to figure as a derisive smile. 
“ Pshaw, John!" he commented; “ he’d 
eat you alive. Why, even Jack Hep
burn is afraid of him !”

“ Jack is? How do you know that?" 
McCloskey shrugged again.
“ Are you with us, John?” he asked 

cautiously.
“ I ain't with Bart Rufford and the 

tin-horns,”  said Judson negatively.
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“ Then I ’ll tell you a fairy-tale." said 
the train-master, lowering his voice. “ I 
gave you notice that Mr, Lidgerwood 
would do something different; he did 
it, bright and early this morning; went 
before Jake Schleisinger, who had to 
try twice before he could remember that 
he was a justice of the peace, and swore 
out a warrant for Rufford's arrest on 
a charge of assault with intent to kills’ 

“ Sure,”  said Judson. “ That's what 
any man would do in a civilized coun
try. ain't t i p

"Y e s ; but not here, John—not in the 
red-colored desert, with Bart Rufford's 
name in the body of the warrant.”

“ I don't know why not,” insisted the 
engineer stubbornly. “ But go on with 
the story ; it ain't any fairy-tale, so far.” 

“ When he'd got the warrant— Schlci- 
singer .protesting all the while that 
Barf'd kill him for issuing it—Mr. 
Lidgerwood took it to Hepburn, and 
told him to serve it. Jack backed down 
so fast he fell over his feet. Said to 
ask him anything else under God's 
sky and he’d do it—but not that.” 

"H uh!’’ said Judson. " I f  I ’d took an 
oath to serve warrants, I'd serve ’em, 
if it did make me sick at my stomach.” 
Then he got up and shuttled away to 
the window again, and when next he 
spoke his voice was the voice of a 
broken man.

"I  lied to you a minute ago, Mac. 
I did want my job back. I came over 
here hopin’ that you and Mr. Lidger
wood might be sfgin’ things a little dif
ferent by this time. I've quit the 
whisky.”

McCloskey wagged his shaggy head. 
“ So you've said before, John; and 

not once or twice, either.”
“ I know—but every man gets to the 

bottom, some time. I've hit bed-rock, 
and I've just barely got sense enough 
to know it. Let me tell you, Mac: I've 
pulled trains on mighty near every rail
road in this country—and then some. 
The Red Butte is my last ditch'. With 
my record, I couldn't get an engine 
anywhere else in the 'united States. 
Don't you see what I'm up against?” 

The train-master nodded. He was 
human.

“ Well, it's Maggie and the babies 
now,” Judson went on. “ They don't 
starve, Mac. not while I ’m on top of 
earth. Don’t you reckon you could 
make some sort of a play for me with 
the boss, Jim ? He's got bowels.’’

McCloskey did not resent the famil
iarity of the Christian name; neither 
did he hold out any hope of reinstate
ment.

"Xo, John. One or two things I've 
learned about Mr. Lidgerwood—he 
doesn't hit when he's mad: and he 
doesn't take back anything he says in 
cold blood. I'm afraid you've cooked 
your last goose.”

"Let me go in and see him. He ain’t 
half as hard-hearted as you are, Jim ."

The train-master shook his head. 
“ X o ; it won’t do any good. I heard 
him tell Hallock not to let anybody in 
on him this morning.”

“ Hallock he-----  Say, Mac, what
does dir. Lidgerwood keep that----- "
Judson broke off abruptly, pulled his 
hat over his eyes, and said; “ Reckon 
it’s worth while to shove me over to the 
other side, Jim McCloskey ?”

“ What other side?’’ demanded Mc
Closkey.

Judson scoffed openly. “ You ain't 
making out like you don’t know, are 
you? Who was behind that break of 
Rufford’s last night?”

“ There didn't need to be anybody 
behind it. Bart thinks he has a kick 
coming because his brother was dis
charged.”

“ But there was somebody behind it. 
Tell me, M ac: did you ever see me too 
drunk to read my orders and take ray 
signals ?”

" X o ; I don't know as I have.”
“ Weil, I never was. And I don't 

often get too drunk to hear straight, 
either, if I do look and act like the 
biggest fool God ever let live. I was 
in Cat Biggs' yesterday noon, when I 
ought to have been down here taking 
202 east. There were two men in the 
back room putting their heads togeth
er. I don't know whether they knew 
I was on the other side of the partition 
or not. I f  they did, they probably didn't 
pay any attention to mi drivelin’ idiot
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that couldn’t wrap his fool tongue 
around an order for more whisky.’’

"Go on!” snapped McCloskey, almost 
viciously.

"They were talking about ‘fixing’ the 
boss. One of ’em was for the slow and 
safe way : small bets and a good many 
of ’em. The other was for pulling a 
straight flush on Mr. Lidgerwood right 
now. Number One said no—that things 
were moving along all right, and it 
wasn’t worth while to rush. Then 
something was said about a woman; I 
didn’t catch her name, or just what the 
hurry-man said about her. At that, 
Number One flopped over. ‘Pull it oft* 
whenever you like!’ savs he, savage
like.”

McCloskey sprang from his chair and 
towered over the smaller man.

"One of those men was Bart Ruf- 
ford—who was the other one, Judson?"

Judson was apparently unmoved. 
“ You’re forgettin’ that I was plum’ 
fool drunk, Jim. I didn't see either one 
of ’em.”

"But you heard?’’
"Y e s ; and up to a little bit ago. I ’d 

’a’ been ready to swear to the voice of 
the one you haven't guessed. But now 
I can’t.”

"Why can’t you do it now?”
"S it down, and I ’ll tell you. I ’ve 

been jarred/. Everything I ’ve told you 
so far I can remember, or it seems as 
if I can. But right where I broke off 
a cog slipped. I must ’a’ been drunker 
than I thought I was. Gridley was 
going by, and he says I called him in 
and told him. foolwise. all the things 
I was going to do to Mr. Lidgerwood. 
He hushed me up. pulled n i l  out to the 
sidewalk, and started me home. Mac, 
I don’t remember the thinnest shaving 
of all that; and it makes me scary about 
the other part.”

McCloskey relapsed into his swing- 
chair.

"You said you thought you recog
nized the other man by his voice. It 
sounds like a drunken pipe-dream, the 
whole of it ; but who did you think it 
was ?”

Judson rose up, jerked his thumb to
ward the door of the superintendent's

business office, and said: "Mac, if the
whisky didn't fake the whole business 
for me, the man who was mumblin’ 
with Bart Rufford was—Hallock.”

What McCloskey said was said to 
an otherwise empty room. Judson had 
opened the door, and closed it, and was 
gone.

Summing up the astounding thing 
afterward, those who could recall the 
details and piece them together traced 
Judson thus:

It was ten-forty when he came down 
front McCloskey’s office, and for per
haps twenty minutes he had been seen 
lounging at the lunch-counter in the 
station-end of the Crow's Nest. At 
about eleven one witness had seen him 
striking at the anvil in Hepburn’s shop : 
the town marshal being the town black
smith in the intervals of official duty.

Still later he had apparently forgot
ten the good resolution declared to Mc
Closkey, and all Angels saw him stag
gering up and down the main street, 
stumbling into and out of the many sa
loons, and growing, to all appearances, 
more liopelcssly irresponsible with every 
fresh stumble.

This was his condition when he 
tripped over the door-step into "The 
Arcade’’ and fell full-length on the 
floor of the barroom. Grimsby, the bar
keeper, picked him up and tried to send 
him home: but with good-natured and 
most maudlin pertinacity he insisted 
on going on to the gambling-room in 
the rear.

The room Was darkened, as befitted 
its use, and a lighted lamp hung over 
the center of the oval faro-table, as if 
the time were midnight instead of mid
day. Eight men. five of them miners 
from the' Brewster copper-mine, and 
three of them discharged employees of 
the Red Butte Western, were the bet
ters; Red-Light himself, in sombrero 
and shirt-sleeves, was dealing; and 
Rufford. sitting on a stool at the table’s 
end. was the "iookout.”

When Judson reeled in there was. a 
pause, and a movement to put him out. 
One of the miners covered his table- 
stakes and rose to obey Rufford’s nod. 
But at this conjecture the railroad men
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interfered. Judson was a fellow crafts
man, and everybody knew that he was 
harmless in his cups. Let him stay— 
and play, if he wanted to.

So judson stayed; and stumbled 
around the table, losing his money and 
dribbling foolishness. Now, faro is a 
silent game, and more than once an an
gry voice commanded the foohYn one to 
choose his place and to shut his mouth.

But the ex-engineer seemed quite 
incapable of doing either. Twice he 
made the wavering circuit of the ova! 
table, and when he finally gripped an 
empty chair, it was the one nearest to 
Rufford, on the right, and diagonally 
opposite the dealer.

What followed seemed to have no 
connecting sequence for the onlookers. 
Too restless to lose more than one bet 
in the place he had chosen. Judson 
tried to rise, tangled his feet in the 
chair, and fell down, laughing uproar
iously. When he struggled to the per
pendicular again, after two or three 
misplaced efforts, he was fairly behind 
Rufford's stool.

One man. who chanced to be looking, 
saw the “ lookout"’ start and stiffen 
rigidly in his place, staring straight 
ahead into vacancy. Then the entire 
circle of witnesses saw him take one re
volver from the holster on his hip and 
lay it upon the table, with another from 
the breast pocket of his coat to keep it 
company. Then his hands went quick
ly behind him, and they ail heard the 
click of the handcuffs.

The man in the sombrero and shirt
sleeves was the first to come alive.

“ Duck, B art!” he shouted, whipping 
a weapon from its convenient shelf un
der the table’s edge. But Judson, 
trained to the swift handling of many 
mechanisms in the moment of respite 
before a wreck or a derailment, was too 
quick for him.

“ Bart can’t duck without dying,” he 
said grimly, screening himself behind 
his captive. Then coolly to the others: 
“ Some of you fellows just quiet Sammy 
down till I get out of here with this 
peach of mine. I know what I ’m doin’, 
and if I have to shoot, it’ll be to kill.”

That ended it, so far as resistance

was concerned. Judson backed quickly 
out through the barroom, drawing his 
prisoner backward after him; and a 
moment later Angels was properly elec
trified by the sight of Rufford, the red 
desert terror, marching sullenly down 
to the Crow’s Nest, with a fiery-headed 
little man at his elbow, the little man 
swinging the weapon which had been 
made to simulate the cold muzzle of 
a revolver when he had pressed it into 
Rufford’s back at the gaming-table.

It was nothing more formidable than 
a short, thick “ S ” wrench, of the kind 
used by locomotive engineers for tight
ening the nuts of the piston-rod pack
ing glands.

X I .

THE PLEASURERS.

The freight wreck in the Crosswater 
Hills, coming a week after Rufford’s 
arrest and deportation to Copah and the 
county jail, was what Bat Williams 
called a “ holy terror.”

Thirty-two boxes, gondolas, and 
flats, racing down the grades in the 
heart of a windless, crystalline summer 
afternoon at the heels of Clay's big ten
wheeler, suddenly left the steel as a 
unit, heaped themselves in chaotic con
fusion over the right-of-way, rounding- 
out the disaster at the moment of im
pact by exploding a shipment of giant 
powder somewhere in the midst of the 
débris.

Lidgerwood came out from Angels 
on the second wrecking-train with the 
big ioo-ton crane, HcCloskey having 
been on the ground with the lighter 
clearing-tackle for the better part of the 
night.

With a slowly smoldering fire to 
fight, and no water to be had nearer 
than the tank-cars at La Guayra, the 
train-master had wrought miracles. 
By ten o’clock the main line was 
cleared, a temporary siding for a work
ing base had been laid, and McCloskey’s 
men were hard at work picking up what 
the fire had spared when Lidgerwood 
arrived.

“ Pretty clean sweep, this time, eh,
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Mac?" was the superintendent’s greet
ing.

"So clean that we get nothing much 
but scrap-iron out of what’s left,”  said 
McCloskev, climbing- out of the tangle 
of crushed cars and bent and twisted 
iron-work. Then, to the men who were 
making the snatch-hitch for the next 
pull: "A  little farther back, boys;
farther yet, so she won't overbalance 
on you; that's about it. Xow, toig 
it!" '

"You seem to be getting along all 
right,” said Liclgerwood. "I  guess we 
might as well go back to Angels.”

“ Xo, don't!” protested the train
master. ‘ ‘We can snake out these scrap- 
heaps, after a fashion: but when it 
comes to resurrecting the 195—did you 
notice her as you came along? We 
kept the fire from getting at her, but, 
suffering shovers! she's dug herself in 
like a dog after a woodchuck!”

Lidgerwood nodded. " I  looked her 
over,”  he said. “ If she’d had a little 
more time and another breath or two, 
she might have disappeared entirely—■ 
like that switching-engine you can’t 
find. I'm taking it for granted that 
you haven’t found it yet-—or have you?"

"Xo, I haven't.”  growled McClos- 
key, and he said it like a man with a 
grievance. Then he added: " I  gave
you all the pointers I could find three 
weeks ago. Whenever you get ready 
to put Hallock under the hydraulic- 
press, you'll squeeze what you want to 
know out of him.”

This was coming to be an old sub
ject, and a sore one. The train-master 
still insisted that Hallock was plotting 
the downfall of the Lidgerwood man
agement, and wanted to have the chief 
clerk systematically shadowed. Lidger- 
wood's wholly groundless prepossession 
for Hallock kept him from turning the 
matter over to the company’s detectives 
—this in spite of the growing accum
ulation of evidence all pointing to H il
lock’s treason.

Subjected to a rigid cross-examina
tion. Judson had insisted that a part, at 
least, of his drunken recollection was 
real—that part identifying the two plot
ters in Cat Biggs’ back room with Ruf-

ford and Hallock. Moreover, tile chief 
clerk was undoubtedly keeping in close 
touch with the discharged employees, 
for some purpose or other; and latter
ly he had been dropping out of his of
fice without notice, disappearing, some
times, for a day at a time.

Lidgerwood was recalling the last of 
these disappearances when the second 
wrecking-train, having backed to the 
nearest siding to reverse the order of 
it wit and to place the derrick-car in 
the lead, came up to go into action. 
McGoskey shaded his eyes from the 
sun glare and looked down the line.

“ Hello!” said he. “ Got a new wreck
ing-boss ?”

The superintendent nodded. “ I have 
one in the making. Dawson wanted to 
come along and try his hand.”

"i Iridk-y send him?”
“ X o ; Gridley is away, somewhere.”
"So: Fred's your understudy, is he? 

I've got one, too. I'll show him to you 
after a little.”

They were walking back over the 
ties toward the half-buried 195. The 
ten-wheeler was on its side in the ditch, 
nuzzling the opposite bank of a low 
cutting, Dawson had already divided 
his men; half of them to place the huge 
jack-beams and outriggers of the self- 
contained derrick to insure its stability, 
and the other half to trench under the 
fallen engine and to adjust the chain- 
slings for its lifting.

"It's a pretty long lift, Fred,” said 
tlie superintendent. "Going to try it 
from here ?"

"Best place,” said the reticent one 
shortly.

Lidgerwood was looking at his 
watch.

“ Williams will be due here before 
long with a special; I don't want to 
hold him up," he remarked.

“ Thirty minutes?" inquired the 
draftsman, without taking mind or eye 
off his problem.

“ Oh, yes; forty or fifty, maybe.”
“ All right, I ’ll be out of the way,”  

was the quiet rejoinder.
■‘Yes, you w ill!” was McCloskey’s 

ironical comment, when the draftsman
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had gone around to the other side of 
his lifting machine.

“ Let him alone/’ said Lidgerwood. 
“ It lies in my mind that we are de
veloping a genius, /.lac.”

“ He’ll fall down,”  grumbled the train
master. “ That derrick won’t lift the 
’95 clear.”

“ Won't it ?” said Lidgerwood. 
“ That's where you are mistaken. It 
will lift anything we have on the di
vision. I t ’s the biggest and best there 
is made. How did you come to get a 
tool like that on the Red Butte West
ern ?’’

ZicCloskey grinned.
"You don’t know Gridley yet. He’s 

a crank on good machinery. That der
rick was a clean steal.”

"W h at'”
“ I mean it. It was ordered for one 

of the South American railroads, and 
was on its way to the coast over the 
P. S-W. About the time it got as 
far as Copah, we happened to have a 
mix-up in our Copah yards, with a 
ditched engine that Gridley couldn’t 
pick up with the 6o-ton derrick we had 
on the ground. Gridley borrowed this 
one out of the P. S-W. yard, used it. 
liked it, and kept it, sending our 60- 
ton machine on to the South Ameri
cans instead of it.”

"Why, the pirate!” laughed Lidger
wood. “ I don’t wonder they call us 
buccaneers over here. How could he 
do it without being found out?"

"That puzzled more than two or 
three of u s ; but one of the men told me 
some time afterward how it was done. 
Gridley had a painter go down in the 
night and change the lettering—on our 
old derrick and on this new one. It 
happened that they were both made 
by the same manufacturing company, 
and were of substantially the same pat
tern. I suppose the P. S-W. yard 
crew didn’t notice particularly that the 
derrick they had lent us out of the 
through coast freight had shrunk some
what in the using. But I ’ll bet those 
South Americans are saying pleasant 
things to the manufacturers yet.”  

“ Doubtless,”  said Lidgerwood, and 
now he was not laughing. The little

side-light on Red Butte Western meth
ods was sobering.

By this time Dawson had got life 
big lifter into position, with its huge 
steel arm overreaching the fallen en
gine, and was giving his orders quiet
ly, but with the curtest precision.

“ /Ian that hand-fall, and take slack! 
Pay off, Darby"'—to the hoister en
gineer. “ That's right; more slack !”

The great tackling-hook, as big 
around as a man's thigh, settled ac
curately over the 195.

“ There you are 1” snapped Dawson. 
“'Xow, make your hitch, boys, and be 
lively about it. You've got just one 
minute to do it in i"

"Heavens to Betsey!" said ZIcClos- 
key. in a stage whisper to the superin
tendent. “ He's going to pick it up at 
one hitch—and without blocking!"

“ Hands off, /lac,” said Lidgerwood 
quietly.

“ If  Fred didn't know this trade be
fore. he's learning it pretty rapidly."

“ That’s all right; but if he doesn’t 
break something before he gets through 
with----- ”

But Dawson was breaking nothing. 
Having designed locomotives, he knew 
to the fraction of an inch where the 
balancing hitch should be made for 
lifting one. Also, machinery and the 
breaking strains of it were as his daily 
bread. While ZIcCluskey was still 
prophesying failure, he was giving the 
word to Darby.

"Xow, then, Billy, try your hitch! 
Put the strain on a little at a time and 
often. Steady !—now you've got her
—keep her coming!’’

Slowly the big freight-puller rose 
out of its furrow in the gravel, righting 
itself to the perpendicular as it came. 
Anticipating the inward swing of it, 
Dawson was showing ills men how to 
place ties and rails for a short, tem
porary track; and when he gave Darby 
the stop-signal, the big engine was 
swinging bodily in air in the grip of the 
derrick-tackle, poised to a nicety above 
the steel placed to receive it.

Dawson climbed up to the main line 
where Darby could see him, and where 
he could see all the parts of his problem
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at once. Then his hands went up to 
beckon the slacking-signals. At the 
uplifting of his finger there was a back
ward racing of machinery, a groan of 
relaxing strains, and the 195 stood up
right, ready to be hauled out when the 
temporary track should be extended to 
a connection with the main line.

"Let's go up to the other end and 
see how your understudy is making it, 
Mac,” said the gratified superintendent. 
“'It is very evident that we can’t tell 
this young man anything that he doesn't 
already know about picking up locomo
tives.”

On the way up the track he asked 
about Clay and Green, the engineer 
and fireman who were in the wreck.

"They are not badly hurt,” said the 
train-masters "They both jumped—on 
Green's side, luckily. Clay was bruised 
considerably; and Green says he knows 
he plowed up fifty yards of gravel with 
his face before he stopped, and he 
looked it. They both went home on 
201."

Lidgerwood was examining the cross
ties, which were cut and scarred by the 
flanges of many derailed wheels.

"Ton have no notion of what did it?” 
he queried, turnirtg abruptly upon Mc- 
Closkey.

"Only a guess; and it couldn’t be 
verified in a thousand years. The ’95 
went off first, and Clay and Green both 
.~,ay it felt as if a rail had turned over 
on the outside of tile curve.”

‘‘What did you find when you got 
here ?”

"Chaos and Old X ight; a pile of 
scrap with a hole torn in the middle of 
it by the explosion, and a fire going.'’

“ Of course you couldn't tell any
thing about the cause, under such con
ditions.”

“ Not much, you'd say ; and yet a 
curious thing happened. The entire 
train. went off so thoroughly that it 
passed the point where the trouble be
gan before it piled up. I was able to 
verify Clay's guess—a rail had turned 
over on the outside of the curve.”

“ That proves nothing,”  said Lidger
wood.

" X o ; because there were a number

of others farther along, turned and 
broken and bent. But the first one was 
the only freak.”

“ How was that ?”
“ Well, it wasn't either broken or 

bent; but when it turned over it not 
only unscrewed the nuts of the fish
plate bolts and threw them away—it 
pulled every spike on both sides of it
self and hid them.’’

Lidgerwood nodded gravely. “ I 
should say your guess has already veri
fied itself. All it lacks is the name of 
the man who loosened the fishplate bolts 
and pulled the spikes.”

“ That's about all.”
The superintendent's eyes narrowed.
“ Who. was missing out of the An

gels crowd of trouble-makers yester
day, Mac?”

"I hate to |ay,”  said the train-mas
ter. “ God knows I don’t want to put 
it all over any man unless it belongs 
to him. But I'm locoed every time it 
comes to that kind of a guess. Every 
bunch of letters I see spells just one 
name.”

"Go on.” said Lidgerwood sharply.
"Hallock went somewhere on 202 

yesterday.”
“ I know,” was the quick reply. “ I 

sent him out to X’avajo to meet Cruik- 
shanks—the cattleman with the long 
claim for stock injured in the Gap 
wreck two weeks ago.”

"Did he stop at Xavajo?” queried the 
train-master.

“ I suppose so ; at any rate, he saw 
Cruikshanks.”

"Well, I haven't got any more guess
es ; only a notion or two. This is a 
pretty stiff up-grade lor 202—she 
passes here at two-fifty—just about an 
hour before Clay found that loosened 
rail—and it wouldn't be impossible for 
a man to drop off as she was. climbing 
this curve."

But now the superintendent was sha
king Iris head.

“ It doesn't hold together, M ac; there 
are too many loose ends. Your hy
pothesis presupposes that Hallock took 
a day train out of Angels, deliberate
ly rode twelve miles past his destina
tion. jumped off here while the train
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was in motion, pulled the spikes on 
this loosened rail, and walked back to 
Navajo in time to see the cattleman 
and to get in to Angels on the delayed 
Number 75 this morning. Could he 
have done all these things without ad
vertising them to everybody?’’

" I  know.” confessed the train-mas
ter. “ It doesn't look reasonable.”

“ It isn't reasonable,” Lidgerwood 
went on, arguing Hallock’s case as if 
it were his own. “ Bradford was 202’s 
conductor: he'd know if Hallock failed 
to get off at Navajo. Gridley was a 
passenger on the same train; and he 
would have known. The agent at Na
vajo would be a third witness. He 
was expecting Hallock on that train, 
and was no doubt holding Cruikshanks. 
Your guesses prefigure Hallock failing 
to show up when the train stopped at 
Navajo, and make it necessary for him 
to explain to the two men who were 
waiting for him why he let Bradford 
carry him by so far that it took him 
several hours to walk back. You see 
how incredible it all is?”

"Yes, I see,” said McCloskey; and 
when lie spoke again they were several 
rail-lengths nearer the up-track end of 
the wreck, and his question went back 
to Lidgerwood's mention of the ex
pected special.

“ You were saying something to 
Dawson about Williams and a special 
train ; is that Mr. Brewster coming in?” 

“ Yes. lie  wired from Copah last 
night. He has .Mr. Ford's car—the 
Nadia.”

The train-master's face expressed the 
deepest chagrin.

“ Suffering Moses 1 but this is a nice 
thing for the president of the road to 
see as he comes along! Wouldn't the 
luck we're having make a dog sick ?” 

Lidgerwood shook his head. “ That 
isn't the worst of it, Mac. Mr. Brews
ter isn't a railroad man, and he will 
probably think this is all in the day’s 
work. But he is going to stop at An
gels and go over to his copper-mine. 
Which means that he will camp right 
down in the midst of our mix-up. I ’d 
cheerfully give a year’s salary to have 
him stay away a few weeks longer.”

McCloskey was not a profane man, 
in the red-desert sense of the term, but 
now his comment was an explosive ex
clamation naming the Scriptural place 
of future punishment. It was the only 
word he could find adequately to ex
press his feelings.

The superintendent changed the sub
ject.

“ Who is your foreman, Mac?” he 
queried, as a huge mass of the tangled 
scrap was seen to rise at the end of the 
smaller derrick's grapple.

“ Judson,” said McCloskey shortly. 
“ He asked leave to come along as a la
borer, and when I found that he knew 
more about train-scrapping than I did. 
I promoted him.”

There was something like defiance in 
the train-master's tone.

“ From the way in which you are say
ing it, I infer that you don't expect me 
to approve,” said Lidgerwood judicial
ly.

McCloskey* had been without sleep 
for a good many hours, and his pa
tience was tenuous. FI is hat was tilted 
to its most contentious angle when he 
said:

“ I can't fight for you when you're 
right, and not fight against you when I 
think you are wrong, Fir. Lidgwrwood. 
You can have my head any time you 
want it.”

“ You think I should break my word 
and take Judson back?”

"I  think, and the few men who are 
still with us think, that you ought to 
give the man who stood in the breach 
for you a chance to earn bread and 
meat for his wife and babies,” snapped 
McCloskey, who had gone too far to 
retreat.

Lidgerwood was frowning when he 
replied: “ You don’t see the point in
volved. I can't reward Judson for 
what you, yourself, admit was a per
sonal service. I have said that no 
drunkard shall pull a train on this di
vision. Judson is no less a drink ma
niac for the fact that he arrested Ruí 
ford when everybody else was afraid 
to.”

McCloskey was mollified—a little.
"H e says he has quit drinking; and
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I believe him this time. But this job 
I've given him isn't pulling trains,''

"X o ; and if you have cooled off 
enough, you may remember that I 
haven't yet disapproved your action. I 
don't disapprove. Give him anything 
you like where a possible relapse on his 
part won't involve the lives of other 
people. Is that what you want me to 
say ?"’

"I  was hot." said the train-master, 
gruffly apologetic. "W e’ve got none 
too many friends tit stand by us when 
the pinch comes, and we were losing 
them every day you held out against 
judson."

"I'm  still holding out on the original 
count. Judson can't run an engine tor 
me till he has proved conclusively that 
he has quit the whisky. Whatever oth
er work you can find for him-----"

MeCloskey slapped his thigh. "B y 
George! I've got a job right nmv. Why 
on toj) of earth didn't I think of him 
before? lie's the man to keep tab on 
I hillock !"

But now Lidgenvood was frowning 
again.

"I don't like that. Mac, It's a dirty 
business, to be shadowing a man who 
has a right to suppose that you are 
trusting him."

“ But. good Lord! Mr. Lidgenvood, 
haven't you got enough to go on? 1 lal- 
lock is the last man seen around the 
engine that disappears: he spends a lot 
of his time swapping grievances with 
the rebels; he is out of town and within 
a few miles of here, as we know, when 
this wreck happens. If all that isn't 
enough to earn him a little suspicion 
I----

"I know : I can't argue the case with 
you. Mac. But I can't do it.”

"You mean you won't do it. I re
spect your scruples. Mr. Lidgenvood. 
But it is no longer a personal matter 
bet wee:i you and Ilallock; the com
pany’s interests are involved.’’

Without suspecting it. the train
master had found the weak joint in the 
superintendent's arm or: for the com
pany's sake the personal point of view 
must be ignored.

"It is such a despicable thing," he

protested, a= one who yields, reluctant
ly. “ And if, after all, Ilallock is in
nocent------”

“ That is just the point,” insisted Mc- 
Closkey. " I f  he is innocent, no harm 
will be done, and Judson will become 
a witness for instead of against him.”

"W ell;”  said Lidgenvood; and what 
more he would have said about the con
spiracy was cut off by the shrill whistle 
of a down-coming train. "That's Will
iams with the special,’’ he announced, 
when the whistle gave him leave, "Is 
your flag out?”

"Sure. It's up around the hill, with 
a safe man to waggle it.”

Lidgenvood cast an anxious glance 
toward I Lawson's huge derrick-car, 
which was still blocking the main line. 
The hoist-tackle was swinging free, 
and the clamps and outriggers were 
taken in.

“ Better send somebody down to tell 
Dawson to pul! up here to four tem
porary si-ling. Mac,” he suggested; but 
Dawson was one of those priceless help
ers who do not have to be told in de
tail. lie  had heard the warning 
whistle, and already had his train in 
motion.

By a bit of quick shifting the main 
line was cleared before Williams Swung 
cautiously around the hill with the pri
vate car. In obedience to Lidgenvood's 
uplifted hand, the brakes were applied, 
and the Xadia came to a full stop with 
its observation-platform opposite the 
end of the wrecking-track,

A big man in a soft felt hat and 
loose box dust-coat, with twinkling lit
tle eyes and a curling brown beard that 
covered fully three-fourths of his face, 
stood at the hand-rail.

"Hello, Howard!" he called to Lid- 
gerwood. "B y George! I ’d forgotten 
that you were out here. What are you 
trying to do ? Got so many cars and 
engines that you have to throw some 
of them away ?"

Lidgenvood climbed up the embank
ment to the track, and MeCloskey care
fully let him do it alone. The “ Hello, 
Howard!" had not been thrown away 
upon the train-master.

“ It looks a little that way, I must
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admit,' I ’ncle Ned," said the culprit, 
who had answered so readily to his 
Christian name. “ We tried pretty hard 
to get it cleaned up before you came 
along, but we couldn’t quite make it."

“ Oho! tried to cover it up, did you ? 
Afraid I ’d fire you? You needn't be. 
My job as president merely gets me 
passes over the road. Ford’s your man ; 
he's the fellow you want to be scared 
of."

“ I any" laughed Lidgcrwood. The 
big man's heartiness was always in
fectious. Then: "Coming over to
camp with us a while? If you are, I 
hope you carry your commissary along. 
Angels will starve you. otherwise.”

“ Don’t tell me about that tm-canned 
teepee village, Howard— I kiiox.'. I've 
been there before. 1 low are we doing 
over in the Timanyoni foot-hills? Get
ting much ore down from the Coppc-r- 
ette? Climb up here and tell me all 
about it. Or, better still, come on 
across the desert with us. They don’t 
need you here."

The assertion was quite true. With 
Dawson, the train-master, and an un
derstudy Judson for bosses, there was 
no need for a fourth. Yet intuition, or 
whatever masculine thing it is that 
stands for intuition, prompted Lidger- 
wood to say':

" I  don't know as I ought to leave. 
I've just come out from Angels, you
kill i W.”

Tut the president was not to be de
nied.

"Climb up here and quit trying to 
find excuses. We’ll give you a better 
luncheon than you'll get out of the 
dinner-pails; and if you carry yourself 
handsomely you may get a dinner invi
tation after we get in. That ought to 
tempt any man who has to live in An
gels the year round."

Lidgcrwood marked the persistent 
plural of the personal pronoun, and a 
great fear laid hold upon him. None 
the less, the president’s invitation was 
a little like the king’s—in some sense a 
command. Lidgerwood merely asked 
for a moment’s respite, and went down 
to announce his intention to McCloskey 
and Dawson.

Curiouslv enough, the draftsman 
seemed to be trying to ignore the pri
vate car. His "back was turned upon 
it, and he was glooming out across the 
bare hills, and his big jaw was set as if 
the effort were painful.

“ I ’m going back to Angels with the 
president," said the superintendent, 
speaking to both of them. “ You can 
clean up here without me."

The train-master nodded, but Daw
son seemed not to have heard. At all 
events, he made no sign. Lidgerwood 
turned and ascended the embankment, 
only to have the sudden reluctance as
sail him again as he put a foot on the 
truck of the Nadia to mount to the 
platform. The hesitation was only mo
mentary, this time. Other guests Mr. 
Brewster might have, without inclu
ding the one person whom one would 
circle the globe to avoid.

“ Good boy!" said the'president, when. 
Lidgerwood swung over the high hand
rail and leaned out to give Williams 
the starting-signal. And when the 
scene of the wreck was withdrawing 
into the rearward distance: "Let’s go
inside, where we sha’n’t be obliged to 
see so much of this God-forsaken coun- 
trv at one time."

One half-minute later the superin
tendent would have given much to be 
safely back with McCloskey and Daw
son at the vanishing curve of scrap- 
heaps. In that half-minute Mr. Brew
ster had opened the car door, and 
Lidgerwood had followed him acros> 
the threshold.

The comfortable lounging-room of 
the Nadia was not empty; nor was it 
peopled by a group of Mr. Brewster’s 
associates in the copper combine, the 
alternative upon which Lidgerwood had 
hopefully hung the “ we's" and the 
"us’s."

Seated on a wicker divan drawn out 
to face one of the wide side windows 
were two young women, with a curly- 
headed. clean-faced young man between 
them. A little farther along, a rather 
austere lady, whose pose was of calm 
superiority to her surroundings, looked 
up from her magazine to say, as her 
husband had said: “ Why, Howard !
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are you here'" Just beyond the aus
tere lady, and dozing in his chair, was 
a white-haired man. whose strongly 
marked features proclaimed him the 
father of one of the young women on 
the divan.

And in the farthest corner of the 
open compartment, facing each other 
companionable in an S-shapcd double- 
chair, two other young persons, a man 
and a woman. Truly, the heavens had 
fallen 1 For the young woman filling 
half of the tête-à-tête chair was the one 
person whom Lidgerwood would have 
circled the globe to avoid meeting.

M I.
Ii IT T  K R -S W E E T .

Taking his cue from certain passages 
in the book of painful memories, 
Lidgerwood meant to obey his first im
pulse, which prompted him to follow 
Mr. Brewster to the private office- 
stateroom in the forward end of the 
car. disregarding the couple in the 
tète-à-tête contrivance. But the stri
kingly beautiful young woman in the 
nearer half of the crooked-backed seat 
would by no means sanction such an 
easy solution of the difficulty.

"Not a word for me. Howard?" she 
protested, rising and fairly compelling 
him to touch the hand of welcoming. 
“ If  you are so glacial on the outer 
borders of your kingdom, what will 
you be when we have actually invaded 
your sanctuary at Angels?"

Then, since Lidgerwood Seemed still 
at loss for the exactly right word, she 
presented her companion of the S- 
shaped chair: “ Possibly you will shake 
hands a little less frigidly with Mr. 
Van Lew. Herbert, this is my cousin, 
once-removed. Mr. Howard Lidger
wood, the tyrant of the Red Butte 
Western, and I can assure you that he 
is much more terrible than he looks— 
aren't you, Howard?"

Lidgerwood shook hands with the 
tall young athlete, who seemed never to 
have done increasing his magnificent 
stature as he rose up out of his half 
of the lounging-seat.

“ Glad to meet you, Mr. Lidgerwood, 
I'm sure," said the young man, grip
ping the given hand until Lidgerwood 
winced. “ Miss Eleanor has been tell
ing me about you—marooned out here 
in the red desert. By Jo v e ! don't you 
know, I believe I'd like to try it my
self* It's ages since I've had a chance 
to kill a man, and they tell me----- "

Lidgerwood laughed, recognizing 
Eleanor Brewster's romancing gift, or 
the results of it.

“ We shall have to arrange a little 
round-up. of the bad men from Bitter 
Creek for you, Mr. Van Lew. I hope 
you brought your armament along—the 
regulation 45's, and all that.”

Miss Brewster laughed derisively.
“ Don't let him frighten you, Her

bert," she mocked. "Bitter Creek is in 
Wyoming—or is it in Montaria ?”—this 
with a quick little eye-stab for Lidger
wood— “ and the name of Mr. Lidger- 
wood's refuge is Angels. Also, poppa 
says there is a hotel there called the 
'Celestial.' Do you live at the Celes
tial, Howard?"

"No ; I never properly lived there. I 
dined there for a few weeks until Mrs. 
Dawson took pity on me. Mrs. Daw
son is from Massachusetts.”

“ Hear hint!” scoffed Miss Eleanor, 
still mocking. “ He says that as if to 
be ‘ from Massachusetts' were a patent 
of nobility. He knows I had the cruel 
misfortune to be born in Colorado. But 
tell me, Howard: is Mrs. Dawson a 
charming young widow ?”

“ Mrs. Dawson is a very charming 
middle-aged widow, with a grown son 
and daughter." said Lidgerv«ood, a lit
tle stiffly. It seemed entirely unneces
sary that she should ridicule him be
fore the athlete.

“ And the daughter—is she charming, 
too ? But that says itself, since she must 
also date 'from Massachusetts.' ”  Then 
to Van Lew: "Every one is ‘ from'
somewhere, out here in the red desert, 
you know-."

“ Miss Dawson is quite beneath your 
definition of charming. I think,” was 
Lidgerwood's rather dignified rejoin
der : and for the third time he made as
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it he would go on to join the president 
in the office-stateroom.

“ You are staying to luncheon with 
us, aren't you?" said Miss Brewster. 
"Or do you just drop in and out again, 
like the other kind of angels ?"

“ Your lather commands me, and he 
says I am to stay. And now, if you will 
excuse me----- "

This time he succeeded in getting 
away; and up to the luncheon hour 
talked copper and Copperette prospects 
with Mr. Brewster in the seclusion of 
the president's office and sleeping-com
partment. The call for the midday 
meal had been given, when Mr. Brew
ster switched suddenly from copper n> 
liver.

“ By the way, there were a few silver 
-trikes over in the Timanyonis about 
the time of the Red Butte gold excite
ment,” he remarked. “ Some of them 
have grown to be shippers, haven’t 
they ?”

“ Only two, of any importance," re 
plied the superintendent; “ the Ruby, hi 
Ruby Gulch, and Flemister’s Wire-Sil
ver, at Little Butte. Neither of these 
is a bonanza, but they are both shipping 
fair ore in good quantities."

“ Flemister,” said the president re
flectively. “ He’s a character. Know 
him personally, Howard?"

“ A little,”  the superintendent ad
mitted.

“ A little is a plenty. It wouldn't pay 
you to know him very well," laughed 
the big man good-naturedly. “ He ha.-- 
a way of getting next to you, financial
ly, that is simply paralyzing. I knew 
him in the. old Leadville days—a born 
gentleman, and also a born buccaneer. 
If the men he has robbed—not out
witted, mind you, but just held up and 
robbed—were to stand in a row, they'd 
fill a Denver street."

“ He is in his proper longitude out 
here, then," said Lidgerwood rather 
grimly. "This is the hold-ups' heaven."

“ I ’ll bet Flemister is doing his share 
of the looting. Is he alone in the 
mine ?”

“ I don't know that he has any part
ners. Somebody told me, when I first 
came over here, that Gridlev. our mas

ter mechanic, was in with him; but 
Gridley says that is a mistake—that he 
thinks too much of his reputation to be 
Flemister's partner."

"Flank Gridley." mused the presi
dent ; ‘'Flank Gridley and his reputa
tion 1 It would certainly be a pity if 
that were to get corroded in any way. 
There is a man who properly belongs 
to the Stone Age-—what you might call 
an elemental scoundrel."

"You surprise me!" said Lidgerwood. 
"I  didn’t like him at first; but I am con
vinced now that it was only an unrea
soning prejudice. He appeals to me as 
being anything but a scoundrel."

“ Well, perhaps the word is a bit too 
savage,”  admitted the copper king. 
“ What I meant was that he has capa
bilities that way, and not much moral 
restraint. He is the kind of man to 
wade through fire and blood to gain his 
object without the slightest thought of 
the consequences to others. Ever hear 
the story of his marriage? Xo? Re
mind me of it some time, and I ’ll tell 
you. But we were speaking of Flemis
ter—you say the Wire-Silver has turned 
out pretty well?"

■‘Very well, indeed, I believe. Flemis
ter seems to have money to burn.”

‘‘He always has—if not his own 
money, then somebody else’s. It makes 
little difference to him. The way he got 
the Wire-Silver would have made Blue
beard, the pirate, blush. Know any
thing about the history of the mine?”

Lidgerwood shook his head.
“ Well, I do; just happen to. You 

know how it lies—on the western slope 
of Little Butte ridge?"

“ Yes."
“ That is where it lies now. But the 

original openings were made on the 
eastern slope of the Butte. They didn't 
pan out very well, and Flemister began 
to look for a victim to whom he could 
sell. About that time a man, whose 
name I can never recall, took up a claim 
on the western slope of the ridge di
rectly opposite T7lemi«ler. This man 
struck it pretty rich, and Flemister be
gan to bully him on the plea that the 
new discovery was only a continuation 
of his own vein going straight through



THE TAMING OF ‘■ REV ‘BUTTE W ESTERN 37

the hill. You can guess what hap
pened.'

"Fairly well,” said Lidgerwood. 
"Flemister lawed the other man out?’’

"He did worse than that: he drove 
straight into the hill, past his own lines, 
anã actually took the money out of the 
other man's mine to use as a fighting- 
fund ! I don’t know how the courts 
sifted it out finally: I didn't follow it 
up very closely. Lint Flemister put the 
other man to the wall in the end—put 
it all over him, as we say out here. 
There was some domestic tragedy in
volved, too, in which Flemister played 
the devil with the other man's family : 
but I don’t know anything about that.”

"Yet you say Flemister is a born 
gentleman, as well as a born bucca
neer, Uncle Ned?”

‘‘Well, y e s : he behaves himself in de
cent surroundings. Fie isn't exactly the 
kind of man you can turn down short 
—education, good manners, and all that, 
you know. But if he were hard up, I 
shouldn't let him get within roping- 
distance of my pocketbook; or, if I had 
given him occasion to dislike me, with
in easy pistol-range. In the first in
stance he'd rob; in the other case he’d 
shoot to kill.”

“ Wherein he is neither better 1101- 
worse than a good many others who 
take the sunburn of the red desert,” said 
Lidgerwood; and just then the waiter 
opened the door a second time to say 
that luncheon was served.

“ Don’t forget to remind me that I ’m 
to tell you Gridley's story, Howard,” 
said the president, rising out of the 
depths of his lounging-chair and strip
ping off the dust-coat. "Reads like a 
romance—only I fancy it was anything 
but a romance for poor Lizzie Gridley. 
Let’s go and see what the cook has 
done for us.’’

At luncheon Lidgerwood was made 
known to the other members of the 
private-car party. The white-haired 
old man who had been dozing- in his 
chair was Judge Holcombe, Van Lew's 
uncle, and the father of the prettier of 
the two women who had been enter
taining Jeft'eris, the curly-headed col
legian.

Jeft'eris laughingly disclaimed rela
tionship with anybody; but Miss Caro
lyn Doty, the less pretty but more 
talkative of the two young women, con
fessed that she was a cousin, twice re
moved. of Mrs. Brewster.

Quite naturally, Lidgerwood sought 
to pair the younger people when the 
table gathering was complete, and was 
not entirely certain of his own prefig
uring.

Eleanor Brewster and Van Lew sat 
together, and were apparently absorbed 
in each other to the exclusion of all 
things extraneous. Jeft'eris had Miss 
Doty for a companion, and the affliction 
of her well-balanced tongue seemed to 
affect neither his appetite nor his en
joyment of what the young woman 
found to say.

Miriam Holcombe had fallen to 
Lidgerwood's lot, and at first lie thought 
that her silence was due to the fact 
that young Jefferis had got on the 
wrong side of the table. But, after she 
began to talk, he changed his mind.

“ Tell me about the wrecked train we 
passed a little while ago, Air. Lidger
wood,'’ she began, almost abruptly. 
“ Was any one killed?”

“ N o ; it was a freight, and the crew 
escaped. It was a rather narrow es
cape, though, for the engineer and fire
man.”

“ You were putting it back on the 
track?” she asked.

“ There isn’t much of it left to put 
back, as you may have observed,” said 
Lidgerwood. Then he told her of the 
explosion and the fire.

She was silent for a few moments, 
and then she went on, half-gropingly, 
lie thought.

"Is that part of your work—to get 
the trains on the track when they run 
off ?”

lie  laughed. "I  suppose it is—in the 
larger sense, anyway. But I am lucky 
enough to have a wrecking-boss; two 
of them, in fact, and both good ones.”

She looked up quickly, and he was 
sure that he surprised something more 
than a passing interest in the deep- 
welled eyes ; a trouble depth, he would 
have called it, had their talk been any
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thing more than the ordinary conven
tional table exchange.

“ We saw you go down to speak to 
two of your men—one who wore his 
hat pulled down over his eyes and made
dreadful faces at you as he talked----- ”

“ That was bicCloskey, our train
master.'-’ he cut in.

“ And the other----- ?“
“ Was wrecking-boss Number Two,” 

he laughed ; "my latent apprentice, and 
a very promising: young subject. This 
was his first time out, under my admin
istration, and he put bicCloskey and 
me out of the running at once.”

“ What did he do?" she asked; and 
again he saw the groping wistfulness 
in her eves, and wondered at it.

“ I couldn’t explain it without being 
unpardonably technical. But perhaps 
it can best be summed up in saying that 
he is a fine mechanical engineer, with 
the priceless gift of knowing how to 
handle men.”

“ You are g'enerous, Mr. Lidgerwood. 
to—to a subordinate. Tie ought to be 
very loyal to you.”

“ He is. And I don't think of him 
as a subordinate— I shouldn’t if he were 
on my pay-roll instead of that of the 
motive-power department. 1 am proud 
to be able to call him my friend, bliss 
Holcombe.”

Again a few moments of silence, dur
ing which Lidgerwood looked gloomily 
across at bliss Brewster and Van Lew. 
Then, another curiously abrupt question.

“ His college, bir. Lidgerwood: do 
you chance to know where he was grad
uated : “

At another moment Lidgerwood 
might have wondered at the young 
woman's persistence. But now Ben
son's story of Dawson's terrible mis
fortune was crowding all purelv specu
lative thoughts out of his mind. He 
told her the college at which Dawson 
had taken his engineering course, add
ing: “ But I believe he did not stay
through the four years.”

bliss Holcombe was looking down the 
table: down and across to where her 
father was sitting at bir. Brewster’s 
right. When she spoke again the per
sonal note wa* gone, and their speech.

what there was of it, was of the sort 
that is meant to bridge discomforting 
gaps.

In the dispersal after the meal, Lid
gerwood attached himself to bliss 
D oty: this in sheer self-defense. The 
desert passage was still in its earlier 
stages, and bliss Doty's volubility prom
ised to be the lesser of two evils: the 
greater being the possibility that 
Eleanor Brewster might seek to reopen 
a certain spring of bitterness at which 
he had been constrained to drink deeply 
and miserably in the past.

The self-defensive expedient served 
its purpose admirably. For the better 
part , of the desert tun the president 
slept: in his stateroom, blrs. Brewster 
and the judge dozed in their respective 
easy chairs, and Jefferis and Miriam 
Holcombe, after roaming for an uneasy 
half-hour from the rear platform to the 
cook's galley, went forward, at one of 
tits stops, to ride—by the superintend
ent's permission—in the engine-cab with 
Williams.

bliss Brewster and than Lew were 
absorbed in a book of plays, and their 
corner of the large open compartment 
was the one farthest removed from the 
double divan- which Lidgerwood had 
chosen for bliss Doty and himself.

Later, Van Lew rolled a cigarette anil 
went to the smoking-compartment, 
which was in the forward end of the 
car ; and when next Lidgerwood broke 
bliss Doty's eve-hold upon him. MW 
Brewster had also disappeared—into 
her stateroom, as he supposed.

Taking this as a sign of his release, 
he gently disentangled the thread of 
bliss Carolyn's inquisitiveness, and 
went out to the rear platform for a 
breath of fresh air and surcease from 
the sorrow of a neatly balanced tongue.

When it was quite too Sate to re
treat, he found the deep-recessed ob
servation-platform of the Xadia occu
pied. bliss Brewster was not in her 
stateroom, as he had mistakenly per
suaded himself. She was sitting in one 
of the two platform camp-chairs, and 
she was alone.

“ I thought you would come, if I only 
gave vou time enough." she -aid quite
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lio-dly. "Dill vi 'ii find Carolyn very 
persuasive ?"

lie  ignored the query about Miss 
Doty, replying only to the assumption.

“ I made sure pwi had gone to your 
stateroom. I h.adn't the slightest idea 
■ you were out here."

"Otherwise, you would not have 
come? i low magnificently churlish you 
can be, upon occasion, 1 l< .ward."

"ft doesn't deserve so hard a name," 
lie rejoined patiently, “ l-'or the mo
ment I am your father's guest, and 
when he risked me to go to Angels with 
him----- "

" l ie  didn't tell you that mama and 
Judge Iloleombe and Carolyn and 
Miriam and Herbert and Matt Jetteris 
and 1 were along," she cut in malicious
ly. "Howard, don't you know you are 
positively spiteful ?"

"N o," he denied.
"Don't contradict me; and don't be 

silly." She pushed the other chair to
ward him. "Sit down and tell me how 
you've been enduring the interval. It 
is more than a year, isn't it?"

"Yes. A year, three months, and 
eleven days." I le had taken the chair 
beside her because there seemed to be 
nothing else to do.

"How mathematically exact you 
are !" she gibed. "To-morrow it will 
lie a year, three months, and twelve 
daces; and the day after to-morrow— 
mercy me! I should g<. mad if I had 
to think back and count up that way 
every day. Hut 1 asked cam what you 
hay® been doing."

He spread bis hands. "Existing, one 
way and another. There has always 
been my work,"

" 'A ll work and no play makes Jack 
a dull boy,'" she quoted. "You are 
excessively dull to-dav. Howard. 
Hasn't it occurred to you?"

"Thank you for expressing it so deli
cately. It seems to lie my misfortune 
to disappoint you, always."

"Yes," she said, quite unfeelingly. 
Then, with a swift relapse into pure 
mockery: "How many times have you
fallen in love during the one year, three 
months, and eleven days?"

His frown was almost a scowl. "Is

it worth while to make an unending jest 
of it. Eleanor ?"

"A  jest—of your falling' in love? 
No. mv dear om.-in once removed: no 
one would dare to jest with you on that 
subject. But tell me: I am really and 
truly interested. Will you confess to 
three times ? That isn't so very many, 
considering the length of the interval.”

"X o ."
"Twice, then ? Think hard—there 

must have been at least two little 
quickenings of the heart-beats in all 
that time.”

"X o."
‘'Still no? That reduces it to one— 

the charming Miss Dawson----- ”
"You might spare her, even if you' 

are not willing to spare me. You know 
well enough there has never been any 
one but you. Eleanor: that there never 
will lie any one but you."

The train was passing the western 
confines of the waterless tract, and a 
cool breeze from the snow-capped 
Timanyonis was sweeping across the 
open platform. It blew strands of the 
red-brown hair from beneath the 
closely fitting traveling-toque: blew
color into Miss Brewster's cheeks, and 
a daring brightness into the laughing 
eyes,

"What a pity !" shy said tauntingly.
"That I can't measure up to your re

quirement- of the perfect man? Yes, 
it is a thousand pities." he agreed.

"X o : that isn't precisely what I 
meant. The pity is that I seem to you 
to he unable to appreciate your many 
excellences and your—constancy."

"I think you were born to torment 
me." lie rejoined gloomily. "Why did 
you come out here with your father? 
You must hat* known that I Was 
here."

"Not from anv line you have ever 
written." she retorted. "Alicia Ford 
told me; otherwise, I shouldn't have 
known."

"Still, you came. Why? Were you 
curious ?"

"Why should I be curious; and what 
about—the red desert? I've seen 
deserts before."

"I  thought you might be curious to
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know what disposition the red desert 
was making of such a failure as I am." 
he said evenly. “ I can forgive that 
more easily than I can forgive your 
bringing of the other man along to be 
an onlooker.'’

"Herbert you mean? lie  is a good 
boy: a nice boy—and perfectly harm
less. You'll like him immensely when 
you come to know him better.”

“ You like him?" he queried.
"How can you ask— when you have 

just called him the other man ?"
Hidgerwood turned in his chair and 

faced her squarely.
"Eleanor. I had my punishment over 

a year ago, and I have been hoping you 
would let it suffice. It was hard enough 
to lose you without having to stand by 
and see another man win you. Can't 
you understand that?"

She did not answer .him. Instead, 
she whipped aside from that pha.se of 
the subject to ask a question of her 
own.

“ What ever made you come out here. 
Howard ?”

"To the superintendency of the Red 
Butte Western? You did."

"I ?”
"Yes, you.”
"It is ridiculous !”
"It is true."
"Prove it— if you can: but you

can't."
"I am proving it, day by day: or try

ing to. I didn't want to come, but you 
drove me to it."

‘C decline to take any such hideous 
responsibility," she laughed lightly. 
"There must have been some better rea
son : Miss Dawson, perhaps.''

"Quite likely; barring the small fact 
that I didn't know there was a Miss 
Dawson until I had been a month in 
Angels.”

"O h!" she said half-spitefully. And 
then, with calculated malice: "H ow
ard. if you were only as brave as you 
are clever! Why can't you be a man 
and strike back now and then ?”

"Strike the woman I love? I'm not 
quite down to that. I hope, even if I 
was once too cowardly to strike for 
her."

“ Always that.' Why don’t you let 
me forget?’’

“ Because you must not forget. 
Listen; one week ago—only one week 
ago—one of the Angels—er—peaces- 
makers, stood up in his place and shot 
at me. What I did made me under
stand that I had gained nothing in a 
year.”

"Shot at you?" she echoed, and now 
he might have disc >vercd a note of real 
concern in Iter tone if his ear had; been 
attuned to hear it. "Tell me about it. 
W ho was it? And whv did lie dtuot at 
you ?"

His answer scented to be indirection 
itself.

"IIow long do you expect to stay in 
Angels and its vicinity?" he asked.

"I  don't know. This is partly a 
pleasure trip for us younger folk. 
Toppa was coming out alone, and (— 
that is. manna decided to come arid 
make a ear-party of it. We may stay 
two or three weeks if the others wish 
it. But you haven't answered me. I 
want to know who the man was. and 
why he shot at you ?"

"Exactly: and you have an-wered 
yourself. If you stay two weeks or 
two days in Angelo you will doubtless 
hear all you care to about; my troubles. 
When the town isn't talking about what 
it is going to do to me. it is gossiping 
about the dramatic arrest of my would- 
be assassins'

"You are most provoking!" she de
clared. "Did you make the arrest?''

"Don't shame me. needlessly: of
course I did not. One of our locomo
tive engineers, a man whom I had dis
charged for drunkenness, was the hero. 
It was a most daring thing. The des
perado is known in the red desert as 
'The Killer.' and he lias had the entire 
region terrorized: so completely that 
the town marshal of Angels—a man 
who has never before shirked his duty 
—refused to serve the warrant. Jud- 
son. the engineer, made the capture: 
took the ‘terror’ from his place in a 
gambling-den, disarmed him. and 
brought him in. Juclsoti himself was 
unarmed; he did the trick with a little 
steel wrench."
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Miss Brewster, being Colorado-born, 
was deeply interested.

"Now you are no longer dull, How
ard!" she exclaimed. “ Tell me in 
words just how Mr. Judson did it.’’

And he told her in detail.
Miss Eleanor did not need to vocalize 

her approval of Judson: tire dark eyes 
were alight with excitement.

"Ilow  lane!" she applauded. "Of 
cour-c, after that, you took Mr. Jud- 
son back into the railway service ?"

"Indeed, I did nothing of the sort; 
nor shall I, until he demonstrates that 
lie means what lie says about letting 
the whisky alone."

"Until he demonstrates! Don't be so 
cold-blooded, Howard! Possibly he 
saved your life.”

"Quite probabiy. But that has noth
ing to do with his reinstatement as an 
engineer of passenger-trains. It would 
be much better for Ruft’ord to kill me 
than for me to let Judson have the 
chance to kill a train-load of innocent 
people."

"And vet a few moments ago you 
called yourself a coward, cousin mine. 
Could you really face such an alterna
tive without flinching:"

"It doesn’t appeal to me as a ques
tion involving any special degree of
courage. " he $aid slovvly. "I am a
great coward, Eleanor—-not a little one,
1 hop'c.

"it doesn’t appt?al to you ?—dear
Cod !’• siae said "A nd I ha,ve been call-
Big von— but wc)uk.1 yem do it. How-
ard?"

He sndied a t nor sudden earnestness,
" H u m genon • im Vi 'un heart is,

Eleanor. when on let it ;;peak for it-
se lf! If you \v:hi prninisie r,ot to let
it chan go yoii r °1 undon of me—you
b1h'u1<:In*t change it, yo■u :know, for I
am tho :amo m Vho iv Vv•u foetd up to
-corn riie (lav V part.ocl-—if you will
pro mis e , I'll t<.ri tiit for weeks I
have gono about -ilh m \ • life in my
ham Is t,IVnowing it. T f !ia m’t required
a n y  gTOÍit a  motint uT C! >urage ; it mere-
I f '  CO! VC:- along- mn t m e o f  my plain
, C • t v* n> tno e< r ;.vv— i f  V; one o f  the
■ thing’:* I d r a w m \ 11 a  r ' ' i yu . "

• ;y , Q M haven ’ r t w;.■ 1 it; 0 \ e: why this

desperado wanted to kill you—why you 
are in such a deep sea of trouble out 
here, Howard," she reminded him.

“ No; it Is a long story, and it would 
bore you if I had time to tell it. And 
I haven't time, because that is William-' 
whistle for the Angels yard."

He had ri>en, and was helping his 
companion to her feet, when Mrs. 
Brewster cante to the car door to say :

“ Oh, vow are out here, are you, How
ard 0 I was looking for you to let you 
know that we dine in the Nadia at 
seven. If yonr duties will permit------ "

Lidgerwood's refusal was apologetic 
but firm.

"I am very sorry, Aunt Jessica," he 
protested. “ But I left a deskful of stuff 
when. I ran away to the wreck this 
morning, and, really, I ’m afraid I shall 
have to beg off."

“ Oh, don’t be so dreadfully formal!" 
said the president's wife impatiently. 
"You are a member of the family, and 
all you have to do is to say bluntly that 
you can’t come : and then come when
ever you can while we are here. Caro
lyn Doty is dying to ask you a lot more 
questions about the red desert. She 
confided to me that you were the most 
interesting talker----- "

Miss Eleanor’s interruption was cal
culated to temper the passed-on praise.

“ He has been simply boring me to 
death, mama, until just a few minutes 
ago. I shall tell Carolyn that she is 
too easily pleased."

Mrs. Brewster, being well used to 
Eleanor's flippancies, paid no attention 
to her daughter.

"You will come to us whenever you 
can, Howard ; that is understood," she 
said.

And so the social matter rested.
Lidgerwoi'd was half-way down the 

platform of the Crow's Nest, heading 
for his office and the neglected desk, 
when Williams' engine came backing- 
down otic of tiie yard tracks on its way 
to the roundhouse. At the moment of 
its passing, a little man., with his hat 
pulled over his eyes, dropped from the 
gangway step and lounged across to 
the headquarters building.

It was Judson : and, having seen him
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last toiling away man-fashion at the 
wreck in the Cross water Hills, Lidger- 
wood hailed him.

"Hello, Judson? How did you get 
here: I thought you were doing a turn 
with McCloskey ?"

The small man's grin tea? ferocious.
"I  was; but Mac said he didn't have 

any further use for me— said I was too 
much of a runt to be liftin' and pullin’ 
along with growed-up men. 1 came 
down with Williams on the 'dó."

Lidgerwood turned away. lie  re
called his reluctant consent to f'.ic- 
Closkey’s proposal touching the espial 
upon Ilallock. and was sorry he had 
given it. It was too late to recall it 
now : but neither by word nor look did 
tlie superintendent intimate to the dis
charged engineer that he knew why 
McCloskey had sent him hack to Angels 
mi the engine of the president’s special,

V III.
B L I N D  S I G N A L S .

Lidgerwood had not exaggerated 
about the deskful of work in making his 
excuses to the president’s wife: and 
during his absence at the scene of the 
wreck the pile of letters had increased 
by the accretions from the incoming 
mails from both directions.

Among the day's letters was one 
from Flemister. which had Been mailed 
in the postal-car on Train 202 at Little 
Butte, and it had "Immediate" written 
in the corner of the envelope. The su
perintendent read this letter twice be
fore placing it. face down, in the "un
answered" basket. It was merely a 
friendly suggestion, hut it called tor a— 
deeision, which Lidgerwood wa- will
ing to postpone for the moment.

The decision involved concerned a 
right-of-way. Acting under instruc
tions from Vice-president Ford. Lidger- 
wood had already begun to move in the 
matter of extending the Red Butte 
Western on toward the Nevada gold- 
fields'. and Benson had been running 
preliminaries and making estimates.

Of the two or three routes under con
sideration. that Which left the main line

at Little Fame, turning southward up 
the Wire-Silver Gulch, had' bec-n most 
favorably reported upon by Benson. 
The right-of-way. save for a mile or 
more through, an tipper valley of cattle- 
ranches. enuid be had for the taking: 
and, among the ranchers, only one was 
making diffi e 1 tin e s.

It was an mi this man Grofeld mat 
Flemister woke. The ranchman was 
down for the day from Isis high-valley 
homestead, and, in Flemister’s view of 
the case, was 'amenable to reason. If 
Lidgerwood could make it convenient 
to come out on the evening passenger- 
train. lie. Flemister, would arrange to 
keep Grofiekl overnight, and the' right- 
of-way matter could doubtless be set- 
1 i e d s a list a e t o r i ly.

Tins was the substance of the mine- 
owner's letter, and if Lidgerwood hesi
tated. he told himself it was because he 
wa> puzzled by Flemister’s sudden
inendlin CSS. 15 aSt Cl - r r e s p 1 i n d e 11 c e w ith
the owner cll 1be- Wi re-Silver had been
acrimoni 0 Vt s r.at;\l cr than friendly—on
Flemisie r s part.. at least. His mine
was five at:-tent from Little Butte.
at the e;](’ <:,f ; wwr track, and lie fro-
queuin' : ! ÚZ ied thltt lie had trouble
in secur:gIL; cars a 11d m gettmg them
na wed r>row v when thov were loaded
at the minc.

St?H tlb rPi- n- -i g I11 ihe wav of lni«i-
news : \vbile tv k‘Uer about Groneld
wa- pu pers'Hml. Lidgerwood
thought aboit i: it Willle be was working
through h.i«; cor■ rc >pi! 1 idei 1 ce v 1 th tho
stenoeranlier : Vt'as still thinking of it
when he:. C l i lá:,11 10; . dedv to G'o down-
stairs fo r a brcatiling moment. and the
cup of cotic■0 1 rich should he his sub-
slitute fc»r i! le <litmer lie was too hurried
to go at'ter.

train 20, the trr.m Flemister had,
asked hini to take. -was iust pulling
in from the run aeross the desert when
he reactted tii-e plabtorni. it was too
late to t;tke rwis ■ neata..- of reaching Lit-
tie Butte, hi.It that was a small matter:
it merely meant that he would have to 
order out his service-car and go special, 
if Ire should finally decide to go.

Angels being the division-station, 
there was a twentv-minute stop for-all
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passenger-trains. Lidgerwood went in 
to the lunch-counter at the station-end 
of the headquarters building and or
dered his cup of coffee. The room was 
comfortably filled with passengers from 
the waiting train, and with a sprinkling 
of trainmen and town idlers, among the 
latter a number of the lately discharged 
employees of the Red Butte Western, 
Linger wood marked a little group of 
these last-named withdrawing to a 
corner of the room as lie entered, and. 
white the waiter was drawing his. cof
fee. he saw Hallock join the group.

It was only a straw, but straws are 
significant when the wind is blowing
hard enough . Oneé again I.Algerwood
roe a! led McClo.-key *s prop. al, and his
own grudgirig assent to it. a.nd now he
was not soiTV wh en he saw Juflsoij
work ing his wav tlTrough the crowded
room. to a point of esnial upon the
groitjp in the corner.

The ex-engineer overtor>k him when
lie was on the wa}■ hack 'to the upper
offices.

“ Zvlac told me to report to you when
I couldn’t get at him." he began abrupt
ly. "There’s something on, but I can't 
find out what it is. Are you lavin' off 
to go out onWne road anywhere to
night, Mr. Lidgerwood ?"

Lidgerwood's decision was taken on 
the instant; for no good reason save 
that the time for any decision must 
come sooner or later.

"Y es; I am going west in my car in 
an hour or two. W hy?”

"I don’t know why you shouldn’t, if 
you want to. What I don’t savvy is 
why them fellows in yonder are so anx
ious to find out."

As he spoke, a man who had been 
skulking behind a truck-load of express 
freight, so near that he might have 
touched either of them with an out
stretched arm, withdrew silently in the 
direction of the lunch-room. He was 
a tall man with stooping shoulders, and 
his retreat was noiseless and'cautious
ly made, hut not quite cautiously 
enough to escape the lynx eyes of Jud
son.

"B y cripes 1 look at that, will you?" 
lie exclaimed, pointing to the retreating

figure. "Hallock—and he was listen
ing 1"

Lidgerwood shook his head. "That 
isn't Hallock: and a word to you, Jud- 
son—don't you let McCloskev's prej
udices run away with you. I know 
what you have been instructed to do. 
Do it with at least as much fairness as 
you would if McCloskev's bias ran the 
other way. You'll please me better if 
you find out that Mr. Llailock is a true 
man.’’

"But that was Hallock," insisted 
Judson. "Or else it was his double."

“ X o : follow him and see for your
self. It was more like that Ruby Gulch 
operator who quit in a quarrel with 
McCloskey a week or two ago : what's 
his name?— Sheffield."

Judson hurried away to .satisfy him
self, and Lidgerwood climbed the stair 
to hi; office. The stenographer had not 
yet returned from supper, and the su
perintendent turned his hack upon the 
littered desk and wont to stand at the 
window, from which he could look 
down upon the waiting passenger- 
train and the platform.

Seeing the cheerful lights in the side
tracked Xadia, lie fell to thinking of 
Eleanor, and he knew now why lie had 
hesitated so long about making up his 
mind to go to Little Butte. Chilled 
hearts follow the analogy of cold hands. 
When the fire is near, a man will go 
and spread his fingers to the blaze, 
though he may be well-assured that they 
will ache for it.

The woman he loved was in Angels; 
that was unpreventable. But he could 
resolve that there should not be a repe
tition of the old play of the moth and 
the candle. It was well that at the very 
outset a call had come to break the spell 
of her nearness, and that he had not 
disregarded it.

The train conductor's "All aboard,” 
shouted on the platform just below him, 
drew his attention from the Xadia and 
the distracting thought of Eleanor’s 
presence. Train 205 was in readiness 
for the westward flight, and the locomo
tive-bell was clanging musically. A 
half-grown moon, hanging High in the 
black dome of the night, yellowed the
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glow of the platform incandescents. 
The last few passengers were hurrying 
up the steps of the ears, and the con
ductor was swinging his lantern to the 
engineer.

At the final moment, when the train 
was xairlv in motion, Lidgerwood saw 
11aiiock—it teas unmistakably Ual'nck 
this time— spring from the shadow ot 
a baggage-truck and whip up to the 
step of the smoker. And a scant half- 
second later he saw Judson race across 
the wide platform and throw himself, 
like a self-propelled projectile, against 
and through the closing vestibule doors 
of the sleeper.

Judson's dash and capture were easily 
accounted for—he had seen Hallock. 
But where was Hallock going—and 
why? Lidgerwood was still asking 
himself the question half-abstractedly. 
when he crossed to his desk and touched 
the buzzer-push, Which brought an 
operator from the dcspatcher's room.

“ Wire Mr. Flemister, care of Good- 
loe. at Little Butte, that I am coming 
out with my car and should be with 
him by eleven o'clock. Then call up the 
yard office and tell Matthews to let me 
have the car and an engine by eight- 
thirty, sharp," he directed.

The young man made a note of the 
order and went out. opening the door in 
time to admit the returning stenogra
pher : and the superintendent settled 
himself in his swing-chair for an hour's 
hard work. At half-past eight he heard 
tlie wheel-grindings of the up-coming 
service-car, and the weary stenographer 
snapped a rubber band upon the notes 
of the final letter.

“ That's all for to-night. Grady. I'm 
sorry to have to work you so late, but 
I'd like to have those letters written out 
and mailed before you lock up. Are 
you good for it ?"

“ I'm good for anything you say, Mr. 
Lidgerwood," said the boy, who was one 
of the loyal ones ; and the superintend
ent put on his light coat and went out 
and down the dark stair.

At the outer door he turned up the 
long platform instead of down, and 
walked quickly to the Xadia, persuading 
himself that he must in common de

cency tell the president that be was go
ing aw ay: persuading himself that it 
was this, and not the desire to warm lii- 
hands at the ungrateful, fire of Eleanor's 
mockery, that was making him turn his 
bnclc upon the scrvicc-car.

The observation-platform of the pri
vate car was fully occupied, as he had 
expected to find it. The night was per
fect, and the high-riding mown, dipping 
to its midnight extinguishment behind 
the western barrier- of the Timanyonis. 
was an invitation which the young peo
ple of the party had not tried to with
stand.

“ Hello. Mr. I.idgerwood 1 is that 
you?" said Van Lew. “ Thought you 
said this was a bad man’s country. 
We've been out here an hour or more, 
and we haven't heard a single war- 
whoop, and nobody has shot up the 
town : in fact. I think the town has 
gone inglorious!}- to bed. We’re de
frauded."

“ It does go to bed pretty early—that 
part of it that doesn't stay up pretty 
late,'' laughed the superintendent. Then 
he spoke to Eleanor, “ I am going we-t 
in my car, and I don't know just when 
I shall return. Please tell your father 
that everything we have here is entire
ly at his service. I f  you don't see what 
you want, you are to ask for it."

“ Will there be any one to ask when 
you are gone ?” she inquired, neither 
sorrowing nor rejoicing, so far as he 
could determine.

“ Oh, ye s : McCioskev. my train
master, will be in from the wreck be
fore morning, and lie will fall over his 
feet trying to do for yon. if you'll give 
him a chance."

“ Will he make faces at me. as he did 
at you when you went across to speak 
to him this morning?"

“ You arc a good guesser. That was 
M ac: and he will probably make faces 
at you."

Miss Brewster was running her fin
gers along the hand-rail, as if the bras- 
ornamentation Were the keyboard of a 
piano. “ You say you don't know how 
long you will be away?" she asked.

"X o : but probably not more than the
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night. I was only providing for con
tingencies.''

"Will yotir run take you as far as the 
Timanyoni Canon ?"

"Y e s : through it, and a little way be
yond."

"You <ay we are to ask for what we 
want ?"

"Sure])'." he replied unguardedly.
"Then we'll begin at once.” she an

nounced coolly : and. turning quickly to 
the others: "Oh. all you people, listen
a moment, will you ?—hush. Carolyn ! 
What do you say to a moonlight ride 
through the most spectacular canon in 
the ' Timanyonis in Mr. Lidgerwood's 
car? It will be an experience you'll talk 
about as long as you live. Don’t all 
speak at once, please."

But they did. There was an instant 
Hud enthusiastic chorus of approval, 
winding up rather dolefully, however, 
with bliss Doty’s protest: "But Cousin 
Jessica won't let u s!'’

"M r. Lidgerwood won't let us. you 
mean." put in Miriam Holcombe quietly.

Lidgerwood said what he could with
out being crudely inhospitable. His car 
was at their service, of course, but it 
was not very commodious. Moreover, 
he was going on a business trip, and at 
the Wire-Silver mine he would have to 
leave them for an hour or two. More
over. again, if they got tired, they 
would have to sleep as they could, 
though possibly his stateroom in the 
service-car might be made to accommo
date the three young women. All this 
he said, hoping and believing that Mrs. 
Brewster would promptly veto the un- 
chaperoned excursion.

But that, was one time when his great- 
aunt disappointed him. Mrs. Brewster, 
wheedled by Eleanor, yielded graceful
ly, merely coming to the ear door to tell 
Lidgerwood that she would hold him 
responsible for the safe return of the 
trippers.

"See, now, how easy it is for one to 
promise more—oh, so much more!— 
than he has any idea of performing." 
said bliss Eleanor, dropping out to walk 
with her victim when the party trooped 
down the long platform of the Crow’s 
Xest to the service-car. And when he

did not reply — ‘*flea?e don't be 
grumpy.’’ site- pleaded.

"It was the maddest notion!" he pro
tested. "What ever made you suggest 
it?"

“ More churlishness?” she said re
proachfully. And then, with mock sen
timent: "There was a time when you
would have named heaven and earth 
for a chance to take me somewhere with 
you, Howard."

“ To be with you ; yes. But----- "
Her laugh was too sweet to be shrill; 

none the less, it was a little flick of the 
whip of malice.

"Listen," she said. “ I did it out of 
pure hatefulness. You showed so 
plainly this afternoon that you wished 
to be quit of me—of the entire part}7 
—that I couldn't resist. Possibly you 
will think twice before you snub me 
again. Howard, dear.”

Quickly he stopped and faced her. 
The others were a few steps in advance ; 
were already hoarding the service-car.

"One word, Eleanor—and, for pity’s 
sake, let us make it final. There are 
some things that I can endure, and 
some others that I cannot— will not. 1 
love you. What you said to me the last 
time we were together made no differ
ence ; nothing you can ever say will 
make any difference. You must take 
that fact into consideration while you 
are here, and we are obliged to meet.”

“ Well ? ’ she said.
“ That is all,” he said shortly. ‘T am 

—as I told you this afternoon—the 
same man that I was a year ago last 
spring; as deeply infatuated, and, un
happily, as far below your ideal of what 
your lover should be. In justice to me, 
in justice to Van Lew----- "

“ I think your conductor is waiting' 
to speak to you," she broke in sweetly, 
and. giving it up, he put her on the car 
and turned to confront the man with the 
green-shaded lantern, who proved to be 
Bradford.

"Any orders. Mr. Lidgerwood?” in
quired the reformed cattle-herder, look
ing stiff and uncomfortable i'll his new 
service uniform—one of Lidgerwood’s 
earliest requirements for men on duty 
in the train service.
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"Ye.-’. Run without stop to Little 
Butte, tin less the dispatcher calls you 
down. Time yourself to make Little 
Butte by eleven o'clock, or a little be
fore. Who is on the engine?"’

''Williams."
“ Williams ? How does it come that 

he is doubling out with me? lie  came 
in with the president's car only a few 
hours ago.’ ’

“ So. did I, for that matter," said 
Bradford calmly. "But we both got a 
hurry call about fifteen mingles ago.’’

Lidgervvood held his watch to the 
light of the green-shaded lantern. If 
he meant to keep the wire appointment 
with 1'leniLter, there was no time to 
call out another crew.

“ I don’t like to ask vou and Williams 
to double, especially when i know of no 
necessity for it. But I'm in a rush. Can 
you men stand it?"

“ Sure," said the ex-cowman. Then 
he ventured a word of his own. "I'll 
ride up ahead with Williams—you're 
pretty full up, back here in the car, any
way—and then you'll know that two of 
your own men are keepin’ tab on the 
run. With the wrecks we're enjoy
ing----- ’’

Lidg’erwood was impatient of mys
teries.

"What do you mean, Andy?" he 
broke in. "Anything new ?"

“ Oh, nothing you can put your fin
ger on. Same old rag-chewin’ up at 
Cat Biggs’ and the other waterin'- 
!roughs, about how you’ve got to be 
done up, if it costs money."

“That isn’t new," objected Lidger- 
wood irritably.

"Tum ble-weeds," said Bradford, 
"rollin’ round over the short grass. 
But they show which way the wind's 
coinin’ from, and give you the jumps 
when you wouldn’t have ’em naturally. 
Williams had a spell of ’em a few min
utes ago when he went over to take the 
266 out o’ the roundhouse, and found 
one of the back-shop men down under 
her tinkerin’ with her trucks.”

“ What’s that?" was the sharp query.
“ That’s all there was to it," Bradford 

went on imperturbably. “ Williams 
asked the shopman politely' what in hell

he was-doing under there, and the fel
low crawled out and said he was just 
lookin’ her over to see if she was all 
right for the night run. Xow, you 
wouldn’t think there was any tumble
weed in that to make a man jump; but 
Williams had ’em, Says he to me, tell- 
in' me about it just iw w : 'That’s all
right. Andy; but how in blue blazes 
did he, or anybody else except Matthews 
and the caller, know that the 266 wa.- 
goin’ out?’ -And I had to pass."

Lidgerwood asked a single question:
“ Did Williams find that anything had 

been tampered with?"
“ Nothing that you could shoot up the 

back-shop man for. One of the truck 
safety-chains—the one on the left side, 
back, was loose. But it couldn’t have 
hurt anything if it had been taken off. 
We ain’t runnin’ on safety-chains these 
days."

"Safety-chain loose, you say?—so. if 
the truck should jump and swing, it 
would keep on swinging? A’ou tell 
Williams when you go up ahead that I 
want that machinist's name."

“ H'm," said Bradford: "reckon it was 
meant to do that?"

"God only knows what isn’t meant, 
these times. Andy. Hold nn a minute 
before you give Williams the word to 
go." Then he turned to young Jefferis, 
who had come out on the car-platform 
to light a cigarette. "Will you ask Miss 
Brewster to step out here for a mo
ment ?"

Eleanor came at the summons, and 
Jefferis gave the superintendent a clear 
field by dropping off to ask Bradford 
for a match.

“ A’ou sent for me, Howard?” said the 
president's daughter, and honey could 
not have matched her tone for sweet
ness.

“ Yes, I shall have to anticipate the 
Angels' gossips a little by telling you 
that we are in the naidst of a pretty bit
ter labor fight. That is why people go 
gunning for me. I can't take you and 
your friends over the road to-night."

“Why not?" she inquired.
“ Because it may not be entirely safe."
“ Nonsense!" she retorted. "What
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could happen to us on a little excursion 
like th is '”

"I don't know. But I wish you 
would reconsider and go back to the 
Xadia.”

"I shall do nothing of the sort.” she 
said wilfully. And then, with totally 
iipftecessary cruelty, she added: "Is it
a return of the old malady ? Are you 
afraid again, Howard?'1

The taunt was too much. Wheeling 
suddenly. Lidgerwood snapped out a 
summons to Jeiferis: "Get aboard, Mr. 
Jeif eris: we are goings’

At the word, Bradford ran forward, 
swinging his lantern, and a moment 
later the special train shot away from 
the Crow’s Xest platform and out over 
the yard switches, and began to bore 
its way into the westward night.

IX.
A C O U N C IL  OF W A R .

Forty-two miles southwest of Angels 
the Red Butte Western, having picked 
its devious way among- the foot-hills 
and hogbacks, plunges abruptly into 
the echoing canon of the Timanyoni.

Fi >r forty added miles the river 
chasm, at nu time more titan a cleft of 
tire mountains, affords a reluctant foot
ing for the railway grade, leading the 
double line of the steel through the 
casta’ll spur of the twin Timanyoni 
ranges. At its lower extremity this 
first or upper canon forms the gateway 
to a shut-in valley of upheaved hills. To 
east and wc-t rise the sentinel peaks of 
the two mountain ranges: and across 
the valley the river brawls, twisting and 
turning as it may among the craggy and 
densely forested lesser heights.

Red Butte, the center or the evanes
cent mining excitement which was re- 
spatlAble for the building of the rail
road, lies at the northern head of this 
hcmmed-iij valley, high-pitched among 
the shouldering hogbacks of the western 
range. Seeking the line of the fewest 
cuts and fills and the easiest grades, the 
locating engineers of the original com
pany had followed the river down to a 
crossing at the bee] of Little Butte,

one of the highest of the inter-moun
tain hills, turning thence for the north
ward climb to the gold-mining district 
at the valley head.

Elsewhere than in the land of great 
peaks and continent-cresting ranges, 
Little Butte itself would be called a
mountain.

On the engineering maps of the Red 
Butte Western its outline appears as 
that of a triangle with five-mile sides, 
tins three angles of the figure marked 
respectively by Silver Switch. Little 
Butte station and bridge, and the Wire- 
Silver mine.

Between Silver Switch and the sta
tion the main line of the road follows 
the base of the triangle, with the pre
cipitous bln if of the big hill on the left, 
and the torrent flood of the Timanyoni 
on the right. Along the eastern side 
of the triafigly, in the summer of 
troubles, ran the old spur, starting from 
Silver Switch on the main track, and 
ending five miles up the isolating val
ley at the group of buildings marking 
Tiemistcr’s first and unprofitable open
ing of the silver veins.

On the western side of the triangle, 
with Little Butte station for its start
ing-point. ran the new spur, built to 
accommodate Elemister after he had 
dug through the hill, ousted: the right
ful owner of the true Wire-Silver, and 
transferred his labor hamlet and his 
plant—or the major part of it—to the 
western slope of the Butte, at this point 
no more than a narrow ridge separating 
the eastern and. western gulches.

h was £)t Silver Svritch that > flson.
whom. I.-idiíenvo< id saw hurling him-
self at ille piat form of the outgomin l;' pas-
senger _f r■a ui at Angel s. left hi- at in
the re;ar end of the sme-king--car and
darted quicl:ly to the vestibule to hang
off by the hand-rails and to make ready 
to jump.

Save when the disused spur was made 
an emergency passing-point for two 
trains, the switch was not a stop : and 
tiie train was unmistakably slowing as 
it swung around the Point-of-Rocks 
curve and its engine's headlight picked 
up the rusted rails :of the abandoned 
mine track.
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Hanging off to look ahead, Judson 
saw what lie was expecting to see. As 
the slowing train passed the switch, a 
man dropped from the forward step of 
the smoker and walked swiftly away 
up the disused track of the spur, jud- 
.'Oirs turn came a moment later, and 
when his end of the car flicked past the 
switch-stand lie. too. dropped to the 
ground, waited until he could follow 
without being detected, and then set out 
after the tall figure which was by that 
time scarce!}' more than a swaying 
-haduw in tile moonlight..

The chase led directly up the old 
-.pur, but not quite to the five-mile-dL- 
tant end of it. A few hundred yards 
short of the old buildings, one of which, 
judging from the sounds and lights, 
was still used as the Wire-Silver pow
er-house, the shadowy figure took to 
the wood and began to climb the ridge, 
judson followed, breathless, but when 
he came out on top of the hill to a 
point from which he could look down 
upon the buildings and workings of the 
western slope, lie had lost the scent. 
The tall man had disappeared as com
pletely as if the earth had opened and 
swallowed him.

This, in Judson’s prefiguring, was a 
small matter. The tall man was Hal- 
lock, who, for some reason yet to be de
termined, was carefully concealing his 
approach to Flemister's headquarters, 
tfence the drop from the moving train 
at Silver Switch and the lonely walk 
up the old spur, the climbing of the hill 
and the descent upon the tittle mining 
hamlet from the rear, when the obvi
ous and shorter way wesiid have been 
by train around the hill and up the 
new spur from Little Butte station.

Forecasting it thus, Judson lost no 
time on the ridge's top looking for the 
man who had so mysteriously disap
peared. Instead, he went by the short
est path he could find straight down 
to the mine headquarters, a long, log 
building of one story, with the store
keepers room in one end Slid the su
perintendent's offices In tilf otl’.er.

There was a light in one of the of
fices, but the two small windows were 
carefully shaded. Judson made the cir

cuit of t’ne building twice before he 
could find an avenue of espial, even for 
the ear. Two persons at least were in 
the lighted room; but the thick log 
w alls muffled their voices to a murmur, 
and there was no crack or cranny for 
a peep-hole. In despair, Judson made a 
third circuit, this time on hands and 
knees. To the lowly come the rewards 
of humility. The building stood upon 
the side-hill, and the space umder the 
floor was only carelesdy hoarded up 
with the slabs from the log-sawings 
Being a small man. Judson found his 
rat-hole, crept in. and was presently 
crouching beneath the poorly jointed 
floor of the lighted office.

It took him but a moment to verify 
his guess that there were two men, and 
only two, in the room above. They' 
were talking in low tones, and Judson 
had no difficulty in identifying one oi 
them as the owner of the Wire-Silver 
mine. The other seemed to be trying, 
curiously enough, to disguise his voice.

Judson knew nothing about the letter 
in which Flemister had promised to ar
range a meeting between the superin
tendent of the Red Butte Western and 
the ranchman Grofield. Tie had fol
lowed Hallock almost to the door of the 
mine office; hence the second speaker 
could be none other than Ilallock, Yet 
the curiously disgui.-ed voice puzzled the 
ex-engineer.

Judson had hardly found his. breath
ing-space between the floor timber? 
when the bell of the private-line tele
phone rang in the room above. It was 
Flemister who answered.

"Hello! Yes. this is Flemister. 
What’s that you say?—a message about 
Mr, Lidgenvood? Ail right—-fire 
away.”

"Who is it ?” inquired the muffled 
voice which fitted, and yet did not fit, 
the man whom Judson had followed 
from Angels to his point of disappear
ance in the timbering of the eastern 
.-lope of the ridge.

Judson heard the click of the re
placed telephone car-piece.

"It ’s Gooclloe. at Little Butte station.” 
replied the mine-owner. "The Angels 
despatcher had called him up to say
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that Lidgenvood's special had left at 
eight-forty, which would figure it in 
here at about eleven, or a little later."

"Who is running it?" asked the other 
man, rather anxiously, Judson thought.

"Williams and Bradford. A fool for 
luck ever}’ time. We might have had 
to t'eraser a couple of our friends."

"There is no such thing as luck," 
rasped the other voice. “Sly time was 
short—after we found out lie wasn’t 
coming on the passenger. But I man
aged to send word, to Matthews and 
Lester, telling them to make sure of 
Williams and Bradford."

"Good!" said Flemister. "Then you 
had some such alternative as that I have 
just outlined in your mind?"

"X o." was the swift answer. "I was 
merely providing for the hundredth 
chance. I don’t like your alternative." 

"Why don’t you ?’’
"For one thing, it’s needlessly bloody. 

We don’t have to go at this thing like 
a bull at a gate. Mathers are working 
out all right in a purely natural way. 
It would only be a question of a few 
days, or weeks, and Lidgerwood would 
throw up his hands and quit; and when 
he goes out, I go in,"

"Yet you schemed with Bart Rultord 
to put him out of the fight with a pistol 
bullet," sneered Flemister.

The listener under the floor felt the 
easing of a strain. Tie would have been 
willing to swear that the voice of Flem- 
ister’s companion was the voice of the 
man who had been conspiring with Ruf- 
ford : but .Flemister s taunt made as
surance doubly sure. Moreover, the 
arch-plotter was not denying.

"Rufford is a bloodthirsty devil—like 
yourself," the other man was saying 
calmly. "As I ’ve told you before. I ’ve 
discovered Lidgenvood’s weak spot: he 
can’t call a sudden bluff. Ruítord'- 
play was to get the drop, on him and 
chase him out of town—out of the 
country. He overran Iris order'—and 
went to jail for it."

" W e l l? "  said the mine-owner.
"\o u r play, as you outlined it to. me 

in cipher-wire this afternoon, was based 
on this same weakne*- of Ltdgerwoiul’s,

and I agreed to it. You were to toll 
him up here with the lie about meeting 
Grofield, and then one or us was to put 
a pistol in his face and scare him into 
throwing up his job. As I say, I agreed 
to it. He’ll have to go when the fight 
with the men gets hot enough ; but he 
might hold on too long for our com
fort."

"W ell?" said Flemister again, this 
time more impatiently. Judson thought.

" l ie  queered your deal by failing to 
come on the passenger, and now you. 
propose to fail back on Ruffonl's 
method. I don’t approve."

Again the mine-owner said: "Why
don’t you?" And. the other voice took 
up the question promptly.

"First, because it is unnecessary, as 
I have explained. Lidgerwood is offi
cially dead, right now. When the griev
ance committees tell him what has been 
decided upon, he will put on his hat 
and go back to Xew York."

"And secondly?" suggested Flemis
ter. with a sneer in his voice.

Thefe was a little pause, and Judson 
listened with his very soul in his ears.

"The secondly is a weakness of mine, 
you'll say, Flemister. 1 want his jo b ; 
I ’ve got to have it, or a lot of us will 
wind up in the penitentiary. But I 
haven't anything against the man, him
self. He trusts me: he has defended 
me when others have tried to put him 
wise : lie has been white to me, Flem
ister.’’

"Is that ail?’ queried the mine-own
er. in the tone of the prosecuting at
torney who gives the criminal his full 
length of rope with which to hang him
self,

“ All of that part of it—and you are 
saying that it is more than enough. Per
haps it is ‘ but there is still another car
tridge in the gun. Lidgerwood is Ford’s 
man. If Lidgerwood throws up his 
job of his own accord. I may be able to
iwinsf Fore1 into line tv) name me as his
successor. On the other hand, if Lid-
gerwuod is snuffed out . and there is the
faintest sin;picion of f’oul play—Flcm-
ister, I tel1 you that man Ford will
neither eat
(jno-v on us

nor sleeo tiT he has set the
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There was anutlier pause, and Jud- 
'uii shifted his weight cautiously from 
"lie elbow to the other. Then Flemis- 
ler began, without heat, and equally 
witlrout pity:

"You say it is unnecessary; that Lid- 
gerwood will be pushed out by the labor 
tight. My answer to that is that you 
don't know him quite as well as you 
think you do. If he lives, he will stay 
.— unless you can manage to take him 
unawares, as I meant to, and scare him 
■ ft'. If he stays, you know what will 
happen, sooner or later. He'll find you 
"til—and after that the fireworks.'''

Hut now the other voice took its turn 
at the savage sneering.

"You can't put ft all over me in that 
way. h iemister : you can't, and, by thun
der ! you sha'ill, You're in the hole 
hist as deep as I am.”

"Olt. no, my friend/’ said the cooler 
voice. " I  haven't been stealing from 
the company : I have merely beeit buy
ing a little disused scrap from you. 
You may say that I have planned a few 
" i  the adverse happenings which have 
been running the loss and damage ac
count of the mad tip into the pictures 
during the past few weeks : possibly I 
have: but you are the man who has 
carried them out, and you are the man 
ihe courts will recognize. Hut we're 
wasting time sitting here jawing each 
"tlier like a pair <4 old women. It’s 
up to ns to obliterate Lidgerwood; after 
which it will be up to you to get his 
job and cover up your tracks as you 
can. If he lives, he'll dig; and when he 
dig-, lie'll turn up things that neither 
of us can stand for."

"But this scheme of yours." protected 
the other: "it's a frost, I tell you ! You 
say file flight passenger from Red Unite 
is late ; I know it's late now; but Cran
ford's running it, and it is all d"wn- 
hill from Red Butte to the bridge. 
Cranford will make up his thirty min
utes. and that will put his train right 
here in tire midst of things. Call it off 
for to-night, Flemister: meet Lidger
wood when he comes and tell him an 
easy lie about your not being able to 
hold Grofield."

Judstill heard tlie creak and snap of

a swing-chair suddenly righted, and the 
floor swung under the mine-owner 
When lie sprang up.

"-And let you drop out of it? Xot by 
a jugful, ary cautious friend! Want to 
stay here and keep your feet warm 
while I go and do it? Xot on your tin
type ! You cur! I'm about ready to 
freeze you, any wav. You come with 
me. or I'll give the whole snap away— 
to A iee-presi(!ent Ford, i'll tell him 
how you built a whole street of liftlise? 
in Red Butte out of company materia! 
and with company labor. I'll prove 
to him that you've scrapped first on, 
thing and then another, condemned 
them so you might sell them for your 
own pocket. I'll----- "

"Shut up!" said the other man 
hoarsely; and then, after a moment that 
Juctson felt was crammed and sur
charged with murderous possibilities: 
"Get your tools and come on. We'll 
see who's got the yellows before we're 
through with this,”

By the movements on the floor over 
his head, Judson was made aware that 
the two plotters were about to leave the 
office.

As lie had marked in his circuiting of 
the building, there was an outer door 
opening from the room of conference 
upon a short flight of step"—door and 
steps facing away from the hill and the 
mine entrance. Fearful lest they should 
escape by this door before he could se
cure a glimpse of them. Judson backed, 
out of his cramped hiding-place in a 
sweating panic of excitement.

Notwithstanding hi" haste, however, 
he kept Iris wits keen-edged, and pres
ently noted that the two men were pass
ing out through the storeroom. Also, 
he made sure that there were other foot
falls in advance of theirs, as of some
one hastening to be first at the door of 
egress.

He was at Iris rat-hole opening In the 
underpinning in time to see a man leap 
from the porch, at the end of the build
ing and run for the shadows of the tim
bered mine entrance. And close upon 
the heels of this mysterious file-leader 
came the two whose footsteps he had 
been timing: these, too, crossed quickly
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to the tunnel-mouth of the mine and 
disappeared within it.

Judson followed swiftly, without a 
moment’s hesitation. Happily for him. 
the tunnel was lighted at intervals by 
electric pendants. Pushing on. he saw 
•die two men pass under one of the lights 
in the receding depths: and a moment 
later he could have sworn that a third, 
the man who had leaped from the porch 
of the storeroom to run and hide in the 
shadows of the timbering, passed the 
same light, going in the same direc
tion.

A  hundred yards deeper into the liiii 
there was a repetition of the hash-light 
picture. The two men. walking rapid
ly. one. a step behind the other, passed 
under another of the suspended light- 
bulbs; and this time the ex-engineer, 
watching for the third man. saw him 
quite plainly.

Judson pulled his soft hat over hi- 
eyes and quickened his pace. The chase 
was growing mysterious. The two in 
the lead were doubtless Flemister and 
idallock, presumably bent upon carry
ing out their plot against Lidgerwood. 
out since this plot evidently turned 
upon the nearing approach of the special 
train, why were they plunging on blind
ly into the labyrinth of the mine?

This was one-half of the mystery, and 
the other half was still more puzzling. 
Who was the third man? Was he a 
confederate in the plot?—or was he also 
following to spy upon the two in ad
vance ?

Judson was puzzled, but he did not 
let his curiosity tangle the feet of his 
purpose— which was to keep his quarry 
in sight. This purpose was finally de
feated, however, in a most singular 
manner.

At the end of one of the longer tun
nel reaches—a black cavern lighted only 
by a single incandescent near the dis
tant end—the ex-engineer saw what ap
peared to be a bulkhead built across the 
passage and effectually blocking it. 
When the two men came to it, they 
passed through it and disappeared, and 
a shock of the confined air in the tun
nel told of a door slammed behind them. 

•Judson broke into a run: then he

t
stopped short, gasping. At the slam
ming of the door the third man had 
darted forward to fling himself against 
it. beating upon it with his bare hands 
and cursing like a madman.

Judson saw, understood, and acted, 
much as he would had he been on his 
engine with sudden death revealing it
self a few short rail-lengths ahead. The 
two men Bad been merely taking the 
short cut through the hill to the old 
workings on the eastern slope—and they 
had cut off possible pursuit; by locking 
the slammed door behind them.

The engineer-detective was a hundred 
yards down the tunnel, racing like a 
trained sprinter for the western exit, be
fore he thought to ask himself why the 
third man was playing the madman be
fore tlie locked door. Put that matter 
was negligible: his own affair was to 
get out of the mine with the loss of the 
fewest possible seconds of time ; to climb 
the ridge and to get down the eastern 
slope before the two plotters could dis
appear beyond the hope of rediscovery.

Judson did his best, flying down the 
tunnel reaches like a man escaping for 
his life. Far below in the deeper levels 
he could hear the click of drills, and the 
purring of the compressed a ir ; but the 
upper passageway was deserted, and it 
was not until lie was dashing out of the 
entrance that a watchman rose up to 
confront and halt him.

There was no time for soft words 
and skilful evasions. With one straight 
shoulder-blow, Judson sent the man 
staggering, and darted out into the 
moonlight.

But this was only halt of the race, 
and by far the easier half. Judson flung 
himself at the steep hillside, running, 
falling, clambering on hands and knees, 
bursting through the fir thickets and 
hurling himself blindly over the ob
stacles.

When he reached the summit of the 
hill, after what seemed like an eternity 
of lung-bursting struggles, his tongue 
was like a dry stick in his .mouth, re
fusing to shape the curses his soul 
would have poured out upon the alcohol 
that had made him a wind-broken crip
ple in the prime of his manhood.
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Ami. after all. he was too late. It 
was a rough half-mile farther down to 
the shadowy clump of buildings whence 
the purring of a dynamo and the quick- 
exhausts of a high-speeded steam-en
gine rose on the still night air. The 
half-mile was- not in Judson's legs or 
in the thumping heart and wind-broken 
lungs.

Worse, still, the path, if there were 
one, was either to the right or the le ft ; 
fronting him was a steep cliff, trifling 
enough as to heights and depths, but a 
sufficient barrier for a spent runner. 
Judson crawled to the edge of the cliff 
and looked down into the gloom below.

He made them out, after a little; two 
shadowy figures moving about among 
the shacks and tumble-down ore-sheds 
clustering at the end of the old spur. 
Now and again a light glowed and died 
out, like the momentary flashing of a 
firefly, and Judson knew that they were 
guiding their movements by the help of 
a pocket electric lamp.

What they were doing did not long 
remain a mystery. Judson heard gra
ting of wheels upon iron, and a shadowy 
thing glided out of one of the low sheds 
and took its place upon the rails of the 
old spur.

Followed a clanking of bars and ham
mers, a quick mounting of the shadowy 
vehicle by the two men. the click-click 
of wheels passing over rail-joints, and 
the hand-car sped away down the spur, 
the two figures bowing alternately each 
to the other like a pair of grotesque 
automatons.

Judson's impulse prompted him, 
broken as he was. to dash down the hill 
and give chase. But if he would have 
yielded, another was before him to show 
him the futility of that expedient.

While the clicking of the hand-car 
wheels was still audible, a man—the 
door - hammering madman, Judson 
thought it must be—materialized sud
denly from somewhere in the under
shadows. and raced off down the track 
after the disappearing hand-car.

Judson saw the foot-pursuer left be
hind so quickly that his own hope of 
overtaking the two fugitives died almost 
before it had taken shape.

"That puts it up to me again." lw 
.-aid. rising stiffly from the cliff's edge 
and facing once more toward the west
ern valley and the point of the great- 
triangle where the lights of Little Butte 
station twinkled uncertainly in the dis
tant Timanyoni valley. " I f  I can get 
down yonder to Guodloe's wire in time 
to catch Lidgenvood's special before it
passes Timanyoni----- " He broke off
suddenly and held the face of his watch 
up to the moonlight. "G od!" he mut
tered brokenly, "I  couldn't do it. un
less I had w ing-: He said eleven
o’clock; and it's ten-ten right now 1"

There was the beginning of a fren
zied outbreak of despairing cursings, 
quite as maniacal as that of the door- 
pounding pursuer, upbubhling to Jud
son's lips when he remembered that 
there was a telephone in the mine man
ager's office—that Flemister had used it 
to talk to Goodloe.

Here was the last slender chance of 
getting a warning to the agent at Lit
tle Butte, and through him to the su
perintendent's special; a-nd Judson for
got his weariness and dashed off down 
the hill, prepared to fight his way to the 
telephone if the entire night-shift of the 
Wire-Silver should try to stop him.

It cost ten of the precious fifty min
utes to make the descent of the steep 
hill, and five more to dodge the mine 
watchman, who. having recovered from 
the effects of Judson's body-blow, was 
up and prowling about the mine build
ings, looking for his mysterious assail
ant.

After the watchman was out of the 
way, five other minutes went to the 
prying open of one of the small square 
windows in the valley-fronting side of 
the office. Judson's lips were dry when 
he crept through the opening into the 
unfamiliar interior, in which the dark
ness was merely diluted by the moon
light filtering through the small win
dow squares.

He found the telephone quickly. It 
was an old-fashioned set. with a crank 
and bell for ringing tip. One turn of 
the crank told him that it was cut off 
somewhere— doubtless by a switch in 
the office wire.
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Instantly he began to search for the 
switch, following the wires which led 
from the instrument with his fingers 
because he dared not turn the key of 
the electric desk-light.

The wires ran around the room on 
the wainscoting. and the switch, which 
merely cut out the office instrument and 
connected the line with the telephones 
in the mine, was directly over a small 
table. Fumbling to set it,. Judsen's hand 
fell upon a bottle and a glass. The 
table was evidently Flemister's side
board.

It was second nature in the engineer 
to grasp the bottle and to remove the 
cork. The fine bouquet of the liquor 
was in his nostrils, and the hand that 
clutched the bottle was half-way to his 
lips before he realized that the battle 
was on. Twice he lifted the bottle. His 
lips were parched : his tongue rattled in 
his mouth; the tires of hell were alight 
within him crying out for assuagement.

"God 'a’ mercy!" he mumbled, only 
half-articulately. ‘Tf I drink. I'm 
damned to all eternity ; and if I don’t 
take just one swallow, I can't talk to 
make Goodloe understand m e!"

It was the test of the man. Some
where, away down deep in the soul- 
abysses of John Judson, a thing stirred, 
took shape, and arose to help him to 
fight the drink devil that was racking 
him. Slowly the fierce thirst burned 
itself out: a moment later the newly 
arisen soul-captain within him whis
pered: "Now, John Jtulson—once for
all.' and he flung the tempting bottle far 
through the open window.

His hands were trembling when he 
found and set the switch, and once more 
wound the crank of the telephone. 
There was a welcome skirl of the bell, 
and a voice said: "H ello!—this is 
Goodloe: what's wanted?''

"This is Tudson—John Tudson. Catch 
Mr. Lidgerwood’s special at Timanyoni 
Pass and tell Bradford and Williams to 
run slow, looking for trouble. Do you 
get that?"

A confused medley of rumblings and 
clankings came over the wire, and in 
the midst of it Judson heard Goodloe 
put down the receiver. In a flash he

knew what wa- happening at Little 
Butte Station. The delayed passenger- 
train from the w e t  was just in. and the 
agent was obliged to attend to his 
duties.

Anxiously he turned the crank, again 
and again. Since Goodloe had not cut 
off the connection, the mingled clamor 
of the station came to Judson's ear: 
the clicking of the telegraph-instru
ments. the trundling roar of a baggage- 
truck, the scream of the passenger-en
gine's pop-valve, and a little later the 
conductor’s cry : "All aboard!" and the 
long-drawn exhausts as Cranford 
started the train.

Judson knew that in all human prob
ability the superintendent's special had 
already passed Timanyoni, the last 
chance for a telegraphic warning; and 
here was the passenger slipping away 
and he was powerless to stop it.

Goodloe came back to the telephone 
when the train clatter had died away, 
and took up the broken conversation.

"Are you there yet, John?'’ he called. 
"Xow, what was that you were trying 
to tell me about the special?'"

Judson did not swear, the seconds 
were too vitally precious; he merely 
repeated his warning.

“ Can't reach the special." came back 
over the wire. "It left Timanyoni ten 
minutes ago."

Judson's heart was in his mouth. 
"Where does it meet the passenger?'" 
he demanded. .

“ You can search me," replied the Lit
tle Butte night man, who was not of 
those who borrow trouble. Then, sud
den!}': "Hold the phone a minute; the 
despatcher's calling me right now !"

There was another trying wait for the 
man in the darkened room at the Wire- 
Silver, and then Goodloe called again.

"Trouble." he said curtly. "Angels 
didn't know Cranford had made up so 
much time. Xow he gives me an or
der to hold the passenger—after it's 
gone by. So long. I'm going to take 
a lantern and mog tip the track to see 
where they come together."

Tudson bung up the ear-piece, reset 
the wire-switch, a- he had found it, 
climbed out upon the porch, and re
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placed the window-sash ; ail this me
thodically, as one who sets the death- 
chamber in order after the final hope 
has been extinguished. Then he set out 
to walk down the new spur toward Lit
tle Butte, limping painfully, and feel
ing' mechanically in his pockets for his 
pipe, which seemed to have been lost 
in some of the quick scene-shiftings.

X.

AT sn .V F .R  S W I T C H ,

Like that of other railroad, officials 
whose duties constrain them to spend 
much time in transit, Lidgerwood's 
desk-work went with him up and down 
and around and about on the division : 
and before leaving his office in the 
Crow's Nest on the evening of sur
prise,-., he had thrust a packet of let
ters and papers into his pocket to he 
ground throui>h the mental mill on the 
run to Little Butte.

it was: his surreptitious transference 
of this packet to the oblivion of the 
closed servicc-car de-k, observed by 
Miss Brewster, that gave the president's 
daughter an opportunity to make par
tial amends for having turned his busi
ness trip into a car-party.

Before the special was well out of 
the Angels yard she was commanding 
silence, and laying down the law for the 
others, particularizing Carolyn Doty, 
though only by way of a transfixing 
eye. "

"Listen a moment, all of you," she 
said. "We mustn't forget that this was 
originally a business trip for Mr. Lid- 
gerwood, and that we are here by «kn
own invitation. We must make our
selves small, accordingly, and not both
er him. Do you hear?"

Van Lew laughed, spread his long 
atm>, and swept them all out toward the 
rear platform. But Miss Eleanor es
caped at the door and went back to 
Lidgerwood.

"There, now !" she whispered, "don't 
say I can’t do a handsome thing when 
I try. Can von work at all, with these 
chatterers on the car ?”

fine shapely hand was on the edge

of the desk, and he covered it with one 
of his own.

"I can work," he asserted. "The one 
thing impossible is not to love you, 
Eleanor. It's hard enough when you 
are unkind ; don't make it harder by be
ing kind to me."

"What a lover you are when you fo r
get to be self-conscious!" she said soft
ly : none the less, she freed the impris
oned hand with a hasty little jerk. Then 
she went on quite magisterially: “ Xow 
you are to do what you were meaning 
to do when you didn't know we were 
coming with you. I'll make them stay 
away from you as long as I can."

She kept her word so well that for 
an industrious hour Lidgerwood scarce
ly realized that he was not alone, For 
the greater part of the interval the 
sightseers were out on the rear plat
form, listening to Miss Brewster's 
stories of the red desert.

When she had told all she had ever 
heard, she began to invent: and she 
was in the midst of one of the most 
hair-crisping of the inventions when 
Lidgerwood opened the door and joined 
the platform-part}-. Miss Brewster's 
animation died out and her voice trailed 
away into— "And that's a ll: I don't 
know the rest of it."

Lidgerwood's laugh was as hearty as 
Van Lew's or the collegian's.

"Please go on." lie teased. Then, 
quoting her: " ‘And after they had
shot up all the peaceable people in the 
town, they fell to killing each other, 
and----- ' Don't let me spoil the dra
matic conclusion."

"You are the dramatic conclusion to 
that story," retorted Miss Brewster 
gloomily. Whereupon she immediate
ly wrenched the conversation aside into 
a new channel by asking how far it 
was to the canon portal.

"Only a mile or two now," was Lid
gerwood's rejoinder. "Williams has 
been making good time,"

Two minutes later the train, with the 
foaming torrent of the Timanyoni for 
its pace-setter, plunged between the nar
row walls of the upper canon, and the 
race down the grade of the crooked wa-
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lor-trail through the heart of the moun
tain? began.

There was little room for speech, even 
if the overawing grandeurs of the stu
pendous crevice, seen at their most im
pressive presentment under the moon
light. had encouraged it. The hiss and 
whistle of the air-brakes, the harsh, 
sustained note of the shrieking wheel- 
iianges shearing the inner edges of the 
rails on the curves, and the stuttering 
roar of the 266's safety-valve were con
tinuous: a deafening medley of sounds 
multiplied a hundred fold by the de
moniac laughter of the echoes.

Miss Carolyn clung to the plat
form hand-rail, and once Lidgerwood 
thought he surprised Van Lew with his 
arm about her : thought it. and immedi
ately concluded, in justice both to the 
young man and to Eleanor, that he was 
mistaken. Miriam Holcombe had the 
ypprtsite corner of the platform, and 
jefferis was making it his business to 
see that she was not entirely crushed 
by the grandeurs.

Miss Brewster, steadying herself by 
tIre knob of the closed door, was not 
overawed: she had seen Rocky Moun
tain canons at their best and their worst, 
many times before. But excitement, 
mid the relaxing of the conventional 
leash that accompanies it. roused the 
spirit of daring mockery which was 
never beyond cal! in bliss Brewster's 
mental processes.

With her lips to Lidgerwood’s ear. 
.-lie said: "Tell me, Howard, how soon
should a chaperon begin to make a di
version? I'm only an apprentice, you 
know. Does it occur to you that these 
young persons need to be shocked 
alive?" *

There was a small Pintsch globe in 
the hollow of the “ umbrella roof," with, 
its single burner turned down to a 
mere pea of light. Lidgerwood’s an
swer was to reach up and flood the 
railed platform with a sudden glow of 
lire artificial radiance. The chorus of 
protest was immediate and reproachful.

"Oh., Mr. Lidgerwood, don't spoil the 
perfect moonlight that w av!" cried Miss 
Dotv: and the others echoed the be
seeching.

"You'll get used to it in a minute.'’ 
asserted Lidgerwood. meaning to be 
sarcastic. “ It's so dark here in the 
canon that I'm afraid some of you 
might fall overboard."

"The idea!'’ scoffed bliss Carolyn. 
Then petulantly to Van Lew : "We
tliay as well go in. There is nothing 
more to he seen out here."

Lidgerwood looked to Eleanor for 
Ms cue. or. at least, for a whiff of 
moral support. But she turned traitor.

"Yon can do the meanest things in 
the name of solicitude. Howard,” die 
began: but before she could finish, lie 
reached up and turned the gas off with 
a snap, saying: “ All right: anything
to please the children.’’ After which, 
however, he spoke authoritatively to 
Van Lew and Jefferis. "Don't let your 
responsibilities lean out over the railing, 
you two. There are places below here 
where the rocks barely give a train 
room to pass."

" I ’m not leaning out." -aid bliss 
Brewster, a.- if she resented his care
taking. Then, lor his ear alone: "But
i shall, if I want to."

"Y et while l am here to. prevent 
von."

"But you couldn't prevent me. you
k n o w . "

es. 1 could.
" 1 low
The special was rushing through the 

darkest of the high-walled clefts in the 
lower part of the canon. "This way.” 
he said, his love suddenly breaking 
bounds; and he took her in his arms.

She freed herself quickly, breathless 
and indignantly reproachful.

"1 am ashamed of you!" -he named. 
"What if Herbert had been looking?"

"1 shouldn't care if a!! the world 
had been looking," was the stubborn re
joinder. Then, passionatelyr "Tell me 
one thing; before we go an;.' farther. 
Eleanor: have you given him the right 
to call me out?"

"How can you doubt it?'" she said; 
but now site was laughing at him again.

There wa.- safety only in bight, and 
he fled hack to his desk and the work 
thereon. He was wading dismallv 
through a thick ma-s of correspondence
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relating to a cattleman's claim for stock 
killed, and thinking of nothing so lit
tle as the typewritten words, when the 
roar of the echoing canon walls died 
away and the train came to a stand at 
Timanvoni Pass, the first telegraph-sta
tion in the shut-in valley between the 
mountains. A minute or two later the 
wheels began to revolve again, and 
Bradford: came in.

"More maverick railroading," he said 
disgustedly. "Timanvoni had his red 
light out, and when I asked for orders 
lie said he hadn't any-thought maybe 
we'd want to ask for ’em, being as we 
was running wild."

"What did you do?" queried Lidger- 
wood.

“ Oh, as long a.-- he had stopped us, I 
had him call up the Angels despatch® 
to find out where we were at. We're 
on 204's time, you know—ought to have 
met her here."

1 'Why didn't we?" asked the super
intendent, taking the time-card from its 
pigeonhole and glancing at Train 204's 
schedule.

"She was late out of Red Butte: 
broke something, and had to wait and 
tie it up ; lost a half-hour makiiv her 
getaway."

"Then we make Little Butte before 
204 reaches there—is that it?”

"That’s about the way the night d i
spatcher has it ciphered out. He gave 
the Timanvoni Pass plug operator hot 
staff for boldin’ us up."

Lidgerwood shook his head. The 
artless simplicity of Red Butte Western 
methods, or unmetiiods, died hard.

"Does the night despatcher know just 
where 204 is at this present moment?" 
lie inquired mildly.

Bradford laughed.
"Pd be willing to bet a piebald pinto 

that he don't. But i reckon he won't 
be likely to let her get past Little Butte, 
coinin' this way. when he has let us 
get by Tinytnyoni Pa-s. groin' t'other 
way."

"That is all right, Andy: that is the 
way you would figure it ©ut if you 
were running a special on a normally 
healthy railroad—you’d be justified in 
running to your next telegraph-station.

regardless. But the Red Butte West
ern is ail abnormally unhealthy rail
road, and you'd better feel your way— 
pretty carefully, too. From Point of 
Rocks you can sec well down toward 
Little Butte. Watch for 204's head
light, and if you see it, take the siding 
at the old Wire-Silver spur."

Bradford nodded, and went forward 
to share Williams’ watch in the cab of 
266, and Lidgerwood reimmersed him
self in the cattleman's claim papers.

Twenty minutes farther on the train 
slowed down again, made a momentary 
stop, and began to screech and grind 
slowly around a sharp curve. Lidger
wood looked oat of the window at hi- 
right. The moon had gone behind a 
huge hill, a lantern was pricking a 
point in the shadows some little distance 
from the track, and the tumultuous 
river was no longer sweeping parallel 
with the embankment. He rose and 
went to the rear platform, projecting 
himself into the group of sightseer- 
just as the train stopped for the second 
time.

"Where are we now?" asked Miss 
Brewster, looking up at the dark mass 
of the hill, whose forested rampart- 
loomed black in the near foreground.

"A t Silver Switch," replied Lidger
wood ; and when the bobbing lantern 
came nearer, lie called to the bearer of 
it: “ What is it, Bradford?”

“ The passenger, I reckon," was the 
answer. "Williams thought he saw it 
as we came around Point o' Rocks, and 
he was afraid the despatcher had got 
balled up some and let 'em past Little- 
Butte."

For the moment the group on the 
railed platform was silent, and in the 
little interval a low humming sound 
made itself felt rather Ilian heard; a 
shuddering murmur, coining from all 
points of the compass at once, a- it 
seemed, and filling tile -till nigh? air 
with, its vibration-.

"William- wa- right 1" rejoined tire 
superintendent sharply. "She's com
ing!"

Even as he spoke, the white glare of 
an electric headlight burst into full view 
on the shelfiike cutting along tile north-
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era face of the great hill, pricking out 
the smallest details of the waiting 
special, the closed switch, and the 
gleaming lines of the rails.

With this powerful spot-light to pro
ject its cone of blinding rays upon the 
-cene, the watchers on the railed plat
form of the superintendent's sendee- 
car saw all the swift outworking of the 
tragic spectacular.

When the oncoming passenger-train 
was three or four hundred yards from 
the spur-track switch, a man who 
seemed to the onlookers to rise up out 
of the ground in the train's path, ran 
down the track, waving his arms in the 
stop-signal frantically. For an instant 
that seemed an age. the engineer made 
no sign. Then came a short, sharp 
whittle scream, a spewing of sparks 
from rail-head and tire at the clip of 
the emergency-brakes, a crash as of the 
ripping asunder of the mechanical Soul 
and body, and a wrecked train lap tilted 
at art angle of forty-five degrees against 
the bank of the hillside cutting.

It was a moment for action rather 
than for words, and when he cleared 
tire platform hand-rail and dropped, 
running, Lidgerwood was only the frag
ment of a second ahead of Van Lew and 
Jci'feris. With Bradford swinging his 
lantern for Williams sand his fireman to 
come on. the four men were at the 
wreck before the cries of fright and 
agony had broken out upon the awful 
stillness following the crash.

There was quick work and lieart
breaking to he done, and for the first 
few critical minutes a terrible lack of 
hands to do it. Cranford, the engineer, 
was still in his cab. pinned down by the 
coal which had shifted forward at the 
shock of the sudden stop. In the wreck 
of the tender, the ironwork of which 
was rammed into shapeless crumplings 
by the upreared trucks of the baggage- 
car, lay the fireman, past human help, 
as a hasty side swing of Bradford's 
lantern showed.

The baggage-car. rifling high upon 
the crushed tender, was body-whole; 
but the smoker, dav-coach. and sleeper 
were all more or less shattered, with 
the smoking-car already beginning to

blaze from the broken lamps. In such 
crises the minutes are priceless, and a 
cool head is worth, more than a king's 
ransom.

Lidgerwood's genius for swift and ef
fective organization came out strong 
under the hammer-blow of the occasion.

"Stay here with Bradford and Jef- 
feris. and get that engineer out!" he 
called to Van Lew. Then, with arm- 
outspread, lie charged down upon the 
train's company, escaping as it could 
through the broken windows of the 
cars. "This way. ever',- man of you!" 
lie veiled, his shout dominating the 
clamor of cries, crushing glass, and hiss
ing steam. "The fire's what we've got 
to fight! Line up down to the river, 
and pass water in anything you can get 
hold o f! Mere. Groner"—to the train
ee nduejor. who was picking himself up 
out of the ditch inti' which the shock 
had thrown him— "send somebody to 
tue Pullman for blankets. Jump for it, 
man, before tin- fire gets headway!"

Luckily, there were by tiiis time many 
willing hands to help. The Timanvoni 
is a man's country, and there were few 
women in the train's passenger-list. 
Quickly a line was formed to the near
by margin of the river, and water, in 
hats, in buckets improvised out of pieces 
of tin torn from the wrecked car roofs, 
in saturated coats, cushion-covers, and 
Pullman blankets, hissed upon the fire, 
beat it down, and presently extinguished 
it.

Then the work of extricating the im
prisoned ones began, light for it being 
had by the backing of Williams' engine 
to the main line above the switch so that 
the headlight played upon the scene.

Lidgerwood was in the thick of the 
rescue work when Miss Brewster, 
walking down the track from the serv
ice-car and bringing the two young 
women who were afraid to be left be
hind. launched herself and her com
panions into tlie midst of the nerve- 
racking horror.

"Give us something to do," she com
manded, when he would have sent them 
back; and he changed his mind and set 
them at work binding up wounds and 
caring for the injured quite as if they
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had been trained numes sent from 
heaven at the opportune moment.

In a very little time the length and 
breadth of the disaster were fully 
knot», and its consequences alleviated, 
so far as they plight be with the means 
at hand. There were three killed out
right in the smoker, two in the half- 
filled day-coach, and none in the sleep
e r : six in all, including the fireman, 
pinned beneath the wreck of the tender.

Cranford, the engineer, was dug out 
of his çoál-covered grave by Van Lew 
and Tefferis, badly burned and bruised, 
but still living : and there were a score 
of other woundings. more or less dread
ful.

Red Butte was the nearest point from 
which a relief-train could be sent: and 
Lidgerwood cut the telegraph-wire, con
nected his pocket set of instruments, and 
sent in the call for help. That done, he 
transferred the pocket-relay to the other 
end <»f the cut wire and called up the 
night despatcher at Angels. Fortunate
ly, McCloskey and Dawson were just in 
with the two wrecking-trains iron! the 
Crosswater Hills ; and the superinten
dent ordered Dawson to come out im
mediately with his train and a fresh 
crew, if it could be obtained.

Dawson took the wire and replied in 
person. His crew was good for another 
tussle, he said, and his train was still 
in readines>. He would start west at 
since, or the moment the despatcher 
could clear for him. and would be at 
Silver Switch as soon as the interve
ning miles would, permit.

Eleanor Brewster and her guests 
were grouped beside Lidgerwood when 
he disconnected the pocket-set from the 
cut wire and deftly repaired the break. 
The service-car bad been turned into a 
temporal’}' hospital for the wounded, 
and the car-party was homeless.

“ We are all waiting to say how sorry 
we are that we insisted mi coming and 
thus adding to your responsibilities. 
Howard." said the president's daughter, 
and now there was no trace of mockery 
in her voice.

His answer was entirely sympathetic.
“ I ’m sorry that you have been obliged 

to sec and take part in such, a horror;

that's all. As for your being in the 
wav— it's quite the other thing. Cran
ford owes lifs life to Mr. Van Lew and 
Tefferis : and as for you three"—inclu
ding Eleanor and the two young women 
—"your work is beyond any praise of 
mine. I'm sweating now because I don’t 
know what to do with you while we 
wait for the relief-train to come."

"Ignore us completely." said Eleanor 
promptly, "We are going over to that 
little level place bv the side-track 10 
make a camp-fire. We were only wait
ing to be comiortafjjy forgiven."

Freed of the more crushing responsi
bilities. Lidgerwood found Bradford 
and Groner, and with the two conduc
tors went down the track to the point 
of derailment.

Ordinarily, the mere fact of de-truc- 
tion leaves little to be discovered when 
the cause is sought afterward. But. 
singularly enough, the curved track was 
torn up only on the side toward the h ill: 
the outer rail was still in place, and the 
cross-ties, deeply bedded in the hard 
gravel of the cutting, showed only the 
surface mutilation of the grinding 
wheels.

"Broken flange under the 215, I'll 
bet.’ ’ said Groner, hi tiding his lantern 
down to the gashed ties. But Bradford 
denied it.

“ S o ."  he contradicted: "Cranford
was able to talk a little after we toted 
him back to the car. He says it was a 
broken ra il: says he saw it. and the man 
that was llaggin' him down, and gave 
her the air before he hit it.”

"What man was that?" asked Groner. 
whose point of view had not been that 
of _an onlooker.

Lidgerwood answered for himself and 
Bradford.

"That is one of the things we'd like 
to know. Groner. Just before the 
smash, a man who was not one of us 
ran down the track and tried to give 
Cranford the stop-signal."

They had been walking on down the 
line, looking for the actual point of de
railment. When it was found, it proved 
Cranford's assertion—in part. There 
was a gap in the rail on the river side 
of the line. But it was not a fracture.
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-■\t one of the joints the fish-plates were 
missing', and the rail-ends were sprung 
apart sidewise sufficiently to let the 
wheel-flanges through. Groner went 
down on his hands and knees with the 
lantern held low. and made another dis
covery.

"This ain't no happen-so. Mr. Lid- 
gerwood." he said, when he got up. 
"T h ? spikes are pu lled!’’

Lidgerwood said nothing. There are 
discoveries which are beyond speech. 
But he stooped to examine for himself. 
Groner was right. For a distant® of 
m x  or seven feet the rail had been 
loosened, and the spikes were gone out 
of the corresponding cross-ties. A f
ter it was loosened tire rail had been 
sprung aside, and the bit of rock in
serted between the parted ends to keep 
them from springing together was still 
in place.

Lidgerwood's eyes were bloodshot 
when he stood up and said:

"I'd like to ask you two men. as men, 
what devil out of hell would set a trap 
like this for train-load of unoffending 
passengers ?"

Bradford's slow drawl dispelled a lit- 
tfo of the mystery.

"It wasn't meant for Groner and his 
i >asscnger-wagons. I reckon. In the 
natural run of things, it was the 266 
and the service-car that ought to've 
hit this first—204 bein’ supposed to be 
a half-hour off her schedule. It was 
aimed for us. right enough ; and not to 
throw us into the hill, neither. If we'd 
hit it goin' west, -we'd lie in the river. 
That's why it was sprung out instead of 
in."

Lidgerwood's right hand, balled into 
a fist, smote the air. and his outburst 
was a fierce imprecation. In the midst 
of it Groner said: "Listen!" and a mo
ment later a man. walking rapidly up 
the track from the direction of Little 
Butte station, came into the small circle 
of lantern light.

Groner threw the light on his face, 
revealing the haggard features of the 
owner of the Wire-Silver mine.

"Lleavens and earth. Mr. Lidger
wood. this is awful l" he exclaimed. "I 
just heard of it over the telephone, and

hurried flown to do what 1 could. My 
entire night shift is on the way, walking 
down the track, and the whole Wire- 
Silver outfit is ret your disposal.”

® I  am afraid you are a little late. 
Mr. I-'lemisier." said the superintendent, 
unreasoning antagonism making the 
Words -mind crisp and ungrateful. 
"Malf an hour ago----"

"Yes, certainly: Goodloc mould have 
j-honed me. if he knew." cut in the mine- 
owner. “Anybody hurt?"

"H alf of the number involved, and 
six dead.'’ said Lidgerwood soberly: 
then the four of them walked slowly 
and in silence up the track toward the 
two camp-fires where the unhurt sum 
vivar s and the service-car’s guests were 
fighting the ch.il! of the high-mountain 
midnight.

XL
T i n t  e  1.1 , \L iu- :xu it .

Lidgerwc-.-d was snlgtilarlv dissati.— 
tied to find that the president's daugh
ter knew the man whom her father had 
tersely characterized as "a born gentle
man and a born buccaneer." but the fact 
remained. When he came with Flem- 
ister into the circle of light cast by the 
smaller of the two fires. Miss Brewster 
not only welcomed the mine-owner: she 
immediately introduced him to her 
friends and made room for him on the 
flat stone which, served her for a seat.

Lidgerwood sat on a tie-end a little 
apart, keenly observant. It is the curse 
of the «elf-consei.'-u? soul to find itself 
often at the meeting-point of compari- 
s o r . s .  The superintendent knc.v Fk-m- 
istcr a little, as he had admiued to tlx* 
president: knew that his evil qualities 
were of the sort which may appeal, by 
the law of opposites, to the woman who 
would condemn evil in the abstract.

The old aphorism that the worst of 
men can win the I me of the best of 
women is something both more and less 
than a mere contradiction of terras : and 
since Eleanor Brewster's manly ideal 
was avowedly builded upon physical 
courage as its pedestal, Flemister was 
quite likely to be the man to emtxxly it.

But just now the “ gentleman bucca
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neer” was not living up to the full 
measure of his reputation in the cour
ageous field, as Lidgerwood was not 
slow to observe, His replies to .Miss 
Brewster and the others were not al
ways coherent: and his face, seen in the 
flickering’ firelight, was almost ghastly.

True, the talk was in hushed whis
pers, and it was desultory enough to 
require little of any member of the 
group ringing the dying fire. Death 
in any form insists upon its rights, of 
silence and of respect, and the six rigid 
figures lying- under the spread Pullman 
car sheets on the other side of the spur- 
track were not to be ignored.

Yet Lidgerwood fancied that of the 
group circling the fire. Flcmister was 
the one whose eyes turned oftenest to
ward the sheeted figures across the 
track; sometimes in morbid stariugs, 
but now and again with the haggard 
side-glance of fear.

Fortunately, the waiting interval was 
not greatly prolonged ; fortunately, since 
for the three young women the reac
tion was come, and the full horror of 
tiie disaster began to make itself felt. 
Lidgerwood made the necessary diver
sion when the relief-train from Red 
Butte shot around the curve of the hill
side cutting.

“ Van Lew, suppose you and Jefferis 
take the women out of the way for a 
few minutes while -we are making the 
transfer,'’ he suggested quietly. "There 
are enough of us to d<* the work, and 
we can spare you."

This left I-'lemister unaccounted for, 
but he shook himself free from the spell 
of whatever had been shackling him.

"That's right," he assented briskly. 
"I  was just going to suggest that." 
Then, more particularly to the superin
tendent: "I  see my men have come up
on your train to lend a hand: command 
us just the same as if we belonged to 
you."

Van Lew and the collegian walked 
the three voting women a little way up 
the old spur while the wrecked train’s 
company, the living, the injured, and 
the dead, were being transferred down 
the line to the relief-train to be taken 
back to Red Butte.

Flemister helped with the Either help
ers, but Lidgerwnod had an uncomfort
able feeling that the man was always at 
his elbow: he was certainly there when 
the last of the wounded had been car
ried around the wreck and the relief- 
train was ready to back away to Little 
Butte where it could be turned upon 
the mine-spur.

It was while the conductor of the 
train was gathering his volunteers for 
departure that Flemister spoke for the 
first time.

‘T can’t help feeling somewhat re
sponsible for this, Mr. Lidgerwood," he 
began, with something like a return of 
his habitual self-possession. " I f  I hadn’t 
asked you to come over to-night ----"

Lidgerwood interrupted sharply: 
"What possible difference would that 
have made?’’

It was not a special weakness of 
Flemister’s to say the damaging thing 
under the pressure of the untoward and 
anticipated event; it is a common failing 
of human nature. In a flash he realized 
that he had admitted too mj*ch.

"W hy— I understood that it was the 
unexpected sight of your train that 
made the passenger engineer lose his 
head," he countered, recovering himself 
quickly.

It chanced that they were standing di
rectly opposite the break in the track 
where the rail-ends were still held apart 
by the small stone. Lidgerwood pointed 
to the loosened rail, plainly visible un
der the volleying play of the two op
posing headlights.

"There is the cause of the wreck, Mr. 
Flemister," he said hotly: "a trap set, 
not for the passenger-train, but for my 
special. Somebody set i t : somebody 
who knew almost to a minute when we 
should reach it. Mr. Flemister, let me 
tell you something: I don't care much
for my life, but the man who pulled the 
spikes on that rail reached out after the 
life of the woman I love. Because he 
did that, I ’ll spend the last dollar of the 
fortune my father left me in finding out 
and hanging him !'"

It was the needed flick of the whip 
for the shaken nerve of the mine-owner.

"Ah," said he: "I am sure every one
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will applaud that determination. Mr. 
Lidgerwood." And then, quite as 
calmly: “ I suppose you will gji back
from here with your special, won't you ? 
You can't get down to Little Butte un
til the track is repaired and the wreck 
is cleared. It will make no difference 
in the rig'ht-of-way matter; I can ar
range for a meeting with Grolield at any 
time—in Angels, if you prefer.”

''Y es,'’ said Lidgerwood absently. "I 
am going back from here."

"Then I guess I may as well ride 
down to my jumping-off place with my 
men; you don’t need us any longer. 
Make my adieus to Miss Brewster and 
the young ladies., will you, please?"

Lidgerwood stood at the break in the 
track for some minutes after the re
treating relief-train had disappeared 
around the steep shoulder of the great 
h ill; was still standing there when Brad
ford, having once more side-tracked the 
service-car on the abandoned mine spur, 
came down to ask for orders.

"We'll wait here until Dawson gets 
through with the wrecking-train." was 
the superintendent’s reply. "He ought 
to show up before long. Where are 
Miss Brewster and her friends?"

"They are all up at the bonfire. I'm 
having the Jap launder the car a little 
before they move in."

There was another interval of delay, 
and Lidgerwood held aloof from the 
group at the fire, pacing a slow sentry- 
beat up and down beside the ditched 
train, and pausing at either turn to lis
ten for the signal of Dawson's coming, 
it sounded at length : a series of shrill 
whistle shrieks, and presently the drum
ming of liasting wheels.

The draftsman was on the engine of 
the wrecking-train, and he dropped off 
to join the superintendent.

"Xot so bad, for my part of it. this 
time," was his comment, when he had 
looked the wreck over. Then he asked 
the inevitable question: "What did it '"

Lidgerwood beckoned him down the 
line and showed him the sprung rail. 
Dawson examined it carefullv before 
he rose up to say: "Why didn't they
spring it the other way. if they wanted

to make a thorough job of it. That 
would have put the train into the river."

Lidgerwood's reply was as laconic as 
the query: ’ ’Because the trap was set
for my car, going w est; not for the 
passenger, going east."

"O f course." said the draftsman, as 
one properly disgusted with his own 
lack of perspicuity. Then, after another 
and more searching scrutiny, in which 
the headlight glare of his own engine 
was helped out by the burning of half 
a dozen matches: "Whoever did that
knew his business."

"How do you know?”
"Little things. A regular spike-pull

er claw-bar was used—the marks of its 
heel are still in the ties; the place was 
chosen to the exact rail-length—just 
where your engine would begin to hug 
the outside of the curve. Then the rail 
is sprung aside barely enough to let the 
wheel-flanges through, and not enough 
to attract an engineer's attention.”

The superintendent nodded. “ What; 
is your inference?" he asked.

"Only what I say—that the man knew 
his business. He is no ordinary train- 
wrecker: he is more likely in your class, 
or mine.”

Lidgerwood ground his heel into the 
gravel, and, with the feeling that he 
was wasting precious time which should 
go into the track-clearing, asked anoth
er question.

"Fred, tell me. you've known John 
Judson longer than I have; do you trust 
him—when he's sober?”

"Yes." The answer was unqualified. 
‘T think I do : but he talks too much. 

He is over here somewhere, shadowing 
the man who may have done this. He 
—and the man—came down on 205 this 
evening. I saw them both board the 
train at Angels as it was pulling out.” 

Dawson looked up quickly, and for 
once the reticence which was his surly 
shield was dropped.

"Y ou ’re trusting me, now: who was 
the man— Gridley?"

"Gridley? Xo. Why. my dear bov, 
he is the last man I should suspect." 

"All right: if you think so.”
"Don’t you think so’ "
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It was the draftsman's turn to hesi
tate.

“ I'm prejudiced.” he confessed, at 
length. “ I know Gridlev: he is a worse 
man than a good many people think he 
is—and not as bad as some others be
lieve him to be. If he thought you- 
or Henson— was getting in Iris way—
up at the house, you know----- ”

Lidgerwood smiled.
“ You don't want him for a brother- 

in-law; is that it, Fred?'’
“ I'd cheerfully help to put my sister 

in her coffin, if that were the alterna
tive,” said Dawson quite calmly.

“ Well,” said the superintendent, “ he 
can prove an alibi, so far as this wreck 
is concerned. Fie went east on 202 yes
terday.”

“ And the other man—the man who 
came west on 205 ?”

“ I hate to say it, Fred, but it was— 
Hallock. We saw the wreck—all of us 
- -from the back platform of my car 
which was pulled out cm the old spur, 
just before Cranford put on the air
brakes, a man ran clown the track, 
swinging his arms like a madman. Of 
course, there wasn't the time or the 
chance for me to identify him, and I saw 
him only for the second or two inter
vening, and with his back toward us. 
But it looked like Hallock; I'm afraid 
it was Plallock."

“ But why should he weaken at the 
last moment and try to stop the train?” 
queried Dawson.

“ You forget that it was the special 
and not the passenger that was to be 
wrecked." v

“ Sure." said the draftsman.
“ I've told you this. Fred, because, if 

it wc-rc Hallock. he'll probably turn up 
while you are here at work: Hallock, 
and Judson at his heels, You'll know 
what to do in that event ?”

“ I guess so ; keep an eye on Hallock. 
and make Judson chew his tongue. I'll 
do both.”

"That's all.” said the superintendent. 
"Now I'll have Bradford pull us up on 
the spur to give you room to get your 
baby crane ahead; then you can pull 
down and let us out.”

The shifting took some few minutes,

and more than a little skill. While it 
was in progress Lidgerwood was in the 
service-car trying to persuade the young 
women to go to his stateroom for a little 
sleep on the return run. In the midst 
of the argument, the car door opened, 
and Dave son came in. From the instant 
of his entrance it was plain that he ex
pected to find the superintendent alone : 
that he was visibly and painfully em
barrassed. ..

Lidgerwood excused himself and 
went quickly to Dawson, who was still 
holding the door-knob in his hand. 
"What is it, Fred?" he asked.

"Judson : he has just turned up, walk
ing from Little Butte, he says, with a 
sprained ankle. Fie is loaded with news 
of some sort, and lie wants to know if
you'll take him with you to An----- ''
The draftsman, facing the group un
der the drop-light at the other end of 
the open compartment, stopped sudden
ly. and liis big jaw dropped. Then lie- 
said. in an awed whisper: “ God! let
me get out of here!”

"Tell Judson to come aboard,”  said 
Lidgerwood: and the draftsman was 
twisting at the door-knob when Miriam 
Holcombe came swiftly down the com
partment.

“ Fred.'’ she said--softly, “ are you go
ing to let it make us both desolate— for 
always ?” She seemed not to see or to 
care that Lidgerwood made the third.

Dawson's eyes dropped, and he. too. 
ignored the superintendent.

“ How can you. Miriam?" he said, 
almost gruffly. “ I killed your broth
er----- ”

"X u," she denied: “but you are kills 
ing me.'’

Lidgerwood stood by, manlike, be
cause he did not know enough to vanish. 
But Miss Brew.-ter suddenly came to 
drag him out of the way of the two who 
did not need him.

“ You'd spoil it if you could, wouldn't 
you?’’ she whispered, in a fine feminine 
rage; “ after I had moved heaven and 
earth to get Miriam to come out here 
for this special moment! Go and drive 
the others into a corner and keep them 
there.”

Lidgerwood obeyed, quite meekly; 
%>
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and when he looked again Dawson had 
gone, and Mi-s Holcombe was weeping 
comfortably in Eleanor's arms,

Judson boarded the service-car when 
it was pulled up to the switch; and 
when Lidgenvood had disposed of his 
passengers for the run back to Angels, 
he gave ear to the ex-engineer’s report, 
sitting quietly while Judson told him of 
the plot and the plotters. At the close 
he said gravely: "You are sure it was
Í lallock v, ho got off the night train 
at Silver Switch and went up the old 
Spur ?"

It was a test question, and the en
gineer did not answer it offhand.

"I'd  say yes in a minute if there 
wasn't so much tied on to it. Mr. Lid
gerwood. I was sure, at the time, that 
it was ITallock: and. besides. I heard 
him talking to Elemister, afterward. All 
I can say is that I didn't see his face; 
in the gulch, or in the office, or in the 
mine, or anywhere else."

“ Yet you are convinced, in your own 
mind ?"

"I am,"
"I  am afraid you are right. Judson," 

said Lidgerwood. after a long pause; 
and so the matter rested.

The early dawn of the summer morn
ing was graying over the desert when 
the special drew into the Angels yard. 

'Lidgerwood had the yard crew place 
the service-car on the same siding with 
the Nadia and near enough so that his 
guests on rising could pass across the 
platform.

That ckne, and he saw to the doing 
of it himself, he climbed the stair in 
the Crow’s Nest, meaning to snatch a 
little sleep before the labors and haz
ards of a new day should claim him.

But McCloskey. the dour-faced, was 
waiting for him in the upper corridor— 
with news that would not wait.

"The trouble-makers have sent us 
their ultimatum at last," he said gruff
ly. "We cancel the new ‘Book of 
Rules’ and reinstate all the men that 
have been discharged, or a strike will be 
declared, and every wheel on the line 
will stop at midnight to-night."

Weary to the point of mental stag

nation. Lidgenvood still had resilience 
enough left to rise to the new grapple.

"Is the strike authorized by the labor- 
union leaders ?" he asked.

McCloskey shook his head. "I've 
been burning the wires to find out: it 
isn't: the Brotherhoods won't stand for 
it. and our men are making it by their 
lonesome. But it'll come off, just the 
same. The strikers are in the majority, 
and they'll scare the well-affected mi- 
noritv to a standstill. Business will stop 
at twelve o'clock to-night."

“ Not entirely." said the superin
tendent. with anger rising. "The mail.-, 
will be carried, and perishable freight 
will continue moving, (let even- man 
vou can enlist on our side, arm then:, 
and prepare to fight with whatever 
weapons the other side may force us 
to use. Does the president know any
thing about tlii-r”

"I guess not. They had all gone to 
bed in the Nadia when the grievance 
committees came up."

"That's good; he needn't know it. 
He is going over to the Copperette. and 
we must arrange to get him and his 
party out of town at once. That will 
eliminate the women. See to getting 
the backboards for them, and call me 
when the president's party is ready to 
leave. I'm going to rest up a little be
fore we lock horns with these pirate.-, 
and -soil'd better do the same after you 
get things shaped up for to-night’s 

■ hustle."
"I'm  needing it, all right." said the 

train-master. And then: "Was this
passenger wreck another of the 'as
sisted' ones?"

"It was. Two men broke a rail-joint 
on Litllt/Butte side-cutting for my spe
cial—and caught the delayed passenger 
instead. Elemister was one of the 
two."

"And the either?" said McCloskey.
Lidgerwood did not name the other.
"We'll get the other man in good 

time, and if there is any law in this 
God-forsaken desert, we'll hang both, 
of them. Have you unloaded it a ll’ If 
you have, I ’ll turn in."

"All but one little item, and mavbe
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you'll rest better if I don't tel! you that, 
right now.”

"Give it a name," said Lidgerwood 
crisply.

"Bart Rufford has broken jail, and lit
is here, in Angels."

McCloskey \Yas \vatebinv  his chief's
face, and lie \vas sorry  to see tbe sud-
den patios■ make it c<:>lor;oss. JBut the
superimerulei:It’s voice was quite steady
when he said:

"Find lud:'Oil . and Tell him ÍO look
out for himscIf. Rufford won't forgive
the episiM!c <tf tlie S wrench. That'-
all—I ’m going to bed.”

X II.
T I I K EVE  (>!•' O CC A SIO N ?.

T 11 o ugh L i d ge r wo o d ! i a d been up ft -r
die better part of two nights and the 
day intervening, it wits apparent to at 
least one member of the headquarter- 
force that he did not go t< • feed imme
diately after the arrival of the service- 
car from the W est: the proof being a 
freshly typed telegram which Operator 
Dix found impaled niton his sending- 
hook when he came on duty at seven 
o'clock.

The message was addressed to Leck- 
hanl. superintendent of the Pannikin 
division of the Pacific Southwestern 
Sy.-tem, at Copah ; it was in cipher, and 
it contained two uncodified words. 
"Fort" and "McCook,” which set Dix to 
thinking— Port McCook being the army 
post twelve miles, as the crow flies, 
down the Pannikin from Copah.

Xuw, Dix was not one of the rebels. 
On the contrary, he was one of the few 
loyal telegraphers who had promised 
McCloskey to stand by the Lidgerwood 
management in ease the rebellion grew 
into an organized attempt to tie the 
road up. Put the young man had for 
his chief weakness a prying curiosity 
which had led him in times past to ex
periment with the private-office code, 
until he had finally discovered the key 
to it.

Hence, a little while after the send
ing of the Leckhard message, Calla
han, the train-despatcher, heard an em

phatic, “ Gee whiz!" from Dix's corner, 
and looked up from his train-sheet to 
say: "What hit you, brother?’’

“ Xothing,” said Dix shortly ; but 
Callahan observed that he hastily folded 
and pockc-ted the t< >p sheet of the pad 
upon which lie had been writing.

Dix went off duty at eleven, his sec
ond trick beginning at three in the 
afternoon. It was between three and 
four when McCloskey, having strength
ened his defences in every way he could 
devise, rapped at the door of his Chiefs 
sleeping-room. Fifteen minutes later 
Lidgerwood joined the train-master in 
the private office.

"I couldn't let you sleep any long
er.” said McCloskey apologetically; 
"and I don't know but you'll ride me.
as it :is. Thi ngs are thickening up
pretty fast.”

"Put me in touch.',’ was the cora-
maud.

"All right: TTI begin at the front
end. Along about ten o'clock this
morning Davidson, the manager at the 
Copperette. came down to sec AI r. 
Brewster. He gave the big boss a song 
and dance about the tough trail, and 
the poor accommodations for a pleas
ure-party up at the mine, and the up
shot of it was that Mr. Brewster went 
up with him alone, leaving the party 
in the A'adia here."

Lidgerwood said "Damn !" and let it 
go at that for the moment. The thing 
was done, and it could not be undone. 
McCloskey went on with his report, 
his hat tilted to the bridge of his nose.

"Taking it for granted that you mean 
to fight this thing to a culd finish. I've 
done everything I could think of. 
Thanks to Williams and Bradford, and 
a few others like them, we can count 
t)u a good third of the trainmen, and 
I've got about the same proportion of 
the operators in line' for us. Taking 
advantage of the twenty-four-hour no
tice the strikers gave us, I've scattered 
these men of ours east and west on 
the day trains to the points where the 
trouble will hit us at twelve o'clock 
to-night.’’

"Good,” said Lidgerwood briefly. 
"How will you handle it?”
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“ It will handle itself, barring too 
many broken heads. At midnight, in 
every important office where a striker 
throws down his pen and grounds his 
wire, one of our men will walk in and 
keep the ball rolling. And on even- 
train in transit at that time there will 
be a crew of some sort, deadheading 
Over the road, and ready to fall in line 
and keep it coming when the other fel
lows fall out.'’

Again the superintendent nodded his 
approval. The train-master was show
ing himself at his loyal best.

“ That brings us down to Angels and 
the present, Mac. How do we stand 
here ?”

“ That's what I'd give all my old 
shoes to know,” said McCloskey, his 
homely face emphasizing his perplex
ity. ‘‘They say the shopmen are in 
it, and if that's so, we re outnumbered 
here six to one. I can't find out any
thing definitely. Gridley is still away, 
and Dawson hasn't got back, and no
body else knows anything about the 
shop force.’’

“ You say Dawson isn't in? He 
didn't have more than four or five 
hours' work on that wreck. What is 
the matter?"

" l ie  had a bit of bad luck. He got 
the main line cleared early this morn
ing. but, in shifting his train and the 
‘cripples’ on the abandoned spur, a cul
vert broke and let the big crane off. He 
has been all day getting it on again, but 
he'll be in before dark— so Goodloe 
-ays."

“ And how about Benson?” queried 
Lidgerwood.

"He's on 203. I caught him on the 
other side of Crosswater, and took the 
liberty of signing your name to a wire 
calling him in.”

“ That was right. With this private- 
car party on our hands, we may need 
every man we can depend upon. I wish 
Gridley were here. He could handle 
the shop outfit. I'm rather surprised 
that he should be away. He must 
have known that the volcano was about 
ready to spout.”

"Gridley's a law to himself,”  said the 
train-master. “ Sometimes I think he’s

all right, and at other times I catch my
self wondering if he would tread on me 
like I was a cockroach, if 1 happened 
to be in his way.”

Having had exactly the same feeling, 
and cpiite without reason, Lidgerwood 
generously defended the absent master 
mechanic.

“ That is prejudice, Mac, and you 
mustn't admit it. Gridley's all right. 
I wish I could say as much for the 
force here in the Crow's Xest.”

“ With a single exception ycm can.” 
said McCloskey quickly. "I've cleaned 
house. There is only one man under 
this roof at this minute who won't fight 
for yon at the drop of the hat.”

“ Ánd that one is----- ?”
The train-rnaster jerkc-d his head 

toward the outer office. “ It's the man 
out there ; the one you and I don’t agree 
nil.”

“ Hallock? Is he here?”
“ Sure—he's been here since early this 

morning.”
“ But — how------ " Lidgerwood's

thought went swiftly backward .Over 
the events of the preceding night. If he 
could believe his own eyes and Jug» 
son's circumstantial story, Hallock was 
at Silver Switch at the moment of the 
wreck. It was McCloskey who relieved 
the strain of bewilderment.

“ How did he get hers, you were go
ing to say ? You brought him from 
somewhere down the road, on your spe
cial. He rode .on the engine with Will
iams."

Lidgerwood rose. It was high time 
for a reckoning of some sort with the 
chief clerk.

“ Is there anything else, Mac?”  he 
asked. closing his desk.

“ Yes: one more tiling. The com
mittees are in session up at the Celes
tial. They sent down word a little while 
ago that they'd wreck every dollar's 
worth of company property in Angels 
if you didn't countermand your wire of 
this morning to Superintendent Leck- 
hard."

"I  haven't wired Leckhard.”
"They say you did : and when I asked 

'em what about it, they said you’d 
know.”
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The superintendent's hand was on 
the knob of the corridor door.

“ Look it up in Callahan’s office,” he 
said. “ I f  any message has gone to 
Leckhard to-day. I didn't write it.”

Five minutes later he had presented 
himself at the door of the Nadia. Hap
pily for his purpose, he found only 
Mrs. Brewster and Judge Holcombe in 
possession, the young people having 
gone to climb the bare hills above the 
town.

Lidgerwood left the judge out of the 
proposal which he made without pre
lude to his great-aunt. He told her 
briefly of the threatened strike and its 
promise of violence and rioting. The 
presence of the private-car party was 
a menace alike to its members and to 
him. and he desired to send the Nadia 
back to Copah while there was yet 
time.

Mrs. Brewster objected strenuously; 
forbade the expedient in so many 
words. Her reason was loyal and wife-' 
ly. She would not think of leaving 
Mr. Brewster behind under such condi
tions : and she was sure no member of 
the party would be either afraid to stay 
or willing to run away.

Lidgerwood did not press the argu
ment too anxiously. He merely asked 
his aunt to state the case to tire others 
when they should return to the car: to 
decide in open council what was to be 
done, and to send him word at the ear
liest possible moment.

It was Eleanor who brought the 
word an hour later, after McCloskey 
had reported that there was no mes
sage to Leckhard in Callahan's send
ing-file, that Dix had disappeared and 
could not be found, and that Idallock’s 
desk was closed and his room empty. 
Lidgerwood was grappling with these 
minor mysteries when his office door 
opened, and Eleanor entered.

"So this is where you livef" she said 
curiously, and quite as it the air were 
not thick with threatening possibilities. 
“ What a bleak, blank place !”

“ It was a moment ago; it isn't any 
more now,” he said; and his soberness 
made the saying something more than a 
bit of gallantry. Then he gave her his

swing-chair as the only comfortable one 
in the bare room, adding: 'T hope you 
have come to tell me that your mother 
has changed her mind?”

“ Indeed, I haven't! What do you 
take us for, Howard?"

“ For a very rash party of pleasurers 
—if you have decided to stay here 
through what is likely to happen be
fore to-morrow morning, Besides, you 
are making it desperately difficult for 
me.”

She laughed lightly. “ I f you can’t be 
afraid for yourself, you’ll be afraid for 
other people, won't you, Howard? It’s 
one of your necessities."

He let the taunt go unanswered.
“ I can't believe that you know what 

you are facing, any of you. Eleanor. 
I'll tell you what I told your mother; 

•<here will be battle, murder, and sud
den death let loose here before morn
ing. And it is so unnecessary for any 
of you to be involved."

She rose and stood before him ; put 
a hand on his shoulder, and looked him 
fairly in the eyes.

"You may send tire Nadia back to 
Copah, Howard, on one condition—that 
you go with it," she said steadily.

At first he thought it was a deliberate 
insult; the crudest indignity she had 
ever put upon him. Then the steadfast 
look in her eyes made him uncertain.

" I f  I thought you could say that and 
mean it,” he began : and then lie looked 
away.

“ Well?" she prompted, and the hand 
slipped from his shoulder.

His eyes were coming back to hers. 
“ If I thought you meant that." he re
peated ; "if I believed you could despise 
me so utterly----- "

She left him quickly, and went to 
stand at the window which looked out 
across the many-tracked railroad yard 
to the snow-crowned barrier of the 
Timanyonis, crimsoning now in the 
sunset glories. When she turned to 
face him again, the look that he could 
not fathom was in her eyes.

“ You think it is your duty to stay?" 
she said, quite gravely. Then she went 
on, in the same steady tone: "I  have
heard some things to-day—some of the
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thing.- you said I would hear. You are 
well hated in the red desert, Howard.” 

He nodded.
"They will kill you if you stay and 

let them.”
‘'Quite possibly.”
“ Howard! And you are facing it 

without flinching?”'
"I  didn't say that.”
"But you are facing it, at all 

events."
He smiled. “ As I told you yester

day, that is one of the things I draw 
my salary for.”

She left that phase of the subject 
abruptly.

“ Tell me in so many words what will 
be done to-night—what you are expect
ing."

"I  told you a few moments ago—in 
the words of the prayer-book—battle, 
murder, and sudden death. A  strike 
has been ordered—it will fail. Five 
minutes after the failure to tie up the 
road becomes 'known— which will be 
just that many minutes after the first 
of the strike-abandoned trains arrives— 
the town will go mad.”

She had come close to him again.
“ Mother will not go away and leave, 

poppa : that is settled. What will you 
do with us. Howard?”

"I have been thinking about that. 
The farther you can get away from the 
Crow’s Xest. which will be the storm- 
center. the safer you will be—I can have 
the Xadia set out on the end of the 
Copperettf. switch., which is a good 
half-mile below the yards. With Van
Lew and Jetferis to stand guard----- ”

“ They will both be here with you.” 
"Then the alternative is to place the 

car as near as possible to this building, 
which will be defended. If there is a 
riot, you can all come up here and be 
out of the way of chance pistol-shots, 
at least.”

“ U gh!” she shivered. “ Is this really 
civilized America ?"

“ It’s America—without the other. 
Xow, will you go and tell Van Lew that 
I want to see him—while I have time 
to tell him just what to do and how 
to do it?”

At seven o’clock, just after Lidger-

wood had finished the lunch sent up 
from the counter in the passenger-room 
below, Train 203 pulled in from the 
east: and a little later Dawson's
wrecking-train trailed up from the 
west. Lidgerwood summoned Mc- 
Closkey with a touch of the buzzer.

“ Co down-stairs, Abac, and see if 
Gridley came in on 203. If he did, 
bring him and Benson up here, and 
we'll hold a council of war. If you see 
Dawson, send him home to his mother 
and sister. Tell him he can report to 
me later, if he wants to.”

The door was barely closed behind 
McCIoskey when it opened to admit the 
master mechanic. He was dusty and 
travel-stained, but nothing seemed to 
stale his debonair good nature.

"Well, well, Air. Lidgerwood! 
They've asked to see vour hand at last, 
have they ?” he began genially. "I 
heat'd of it in Copah. just in time to 
let me catch 203. You'll not lay down, 
will you ?”

“ Xo," said Lidgerwood.
“ That's right: that's the way to stack 

it up. Of course you know you can 
count on me. I've got a frightful lot of 
pirates over in the shops, but we'll try 
to hold them level. They tell me we 
went into it again over at Little Butte 
last night. Pretty bad ?”

"Y es : six killed, and as many more 
to bury later on, I'm afraid.”

"Heavens! The men say it was a 
broken rail—mas it?’’

"A  loosened rail,*’ corrected Lidger
wood.

The master mechanic's eyes grew 
narrow. "Xatural?" he asked.

“ X o: artificial.”
Gridley swore a savage oath. “ This 

thing's got to stop, Lidgerwood! Sift 
i t : sift it to the bottom ! Whom do you 
inspect ?"

It was a plain truth, though an un
intentionally misleading one, that the 
superintendent put into his reply.

“ I don't suspect any one. Gridley.” 
he began; and he was going on to say 
that suspicion had become all but cer
tainty, when the door opened again, 
and AIcCloskev came in with Benson.
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The master mechanic excused himself 
at once.

T i l  go and get something to eat; 
after which I'll pick tip a few of the 
men who can he depended on and gar
rison the shops. Send over for me if 
you want me."

Benson looked at the door, which 
was still quivering under Gridley's out
going slam. And when the big man's 
tread was no longer audible in the cor
ridor: "What tickled the boss ma
chinist, Lidgerwood?"

‘T don’t know. W hy?"
Benson looked at MeCloskey.
"Just as we came in he was standing 

over you with a look on his face as if 
he were about to murder you. It 
changed to his usual cast-iron smile in 
the flirt of a flea's hind leg**—at some 
joke you were telling, I took it.”

But Lidgerwood, being devoid of a 
sen.se of humor, missed the point; could 
not remember, when he tried, just what 
he had been saying to Gridley when the 
interruption came.

Having his two chief lieutenants be
fore him, the superintendent gave his 
instructions and detailed his plan of 
campaign for the night. MeCloskey 
was to |tay by the wires, with Callahan 
to share his watch. Dawson was to re
port to Gridley, Benson was to take 
charge of the yards, keeping an eye on 
the Nadia. At the first sign of law
lessness, he was to pass the word to 
Van Lew, who would immediately 
transfer the private-car party to the sec
ond-floor offices in the Crow's Nest.

"That is all." said Lidgerwood; "all 
but one thing. Mac, have you seen any- 
tiling of Hallock?"

"Not since about the middle of the 
afternoon.”

"Well—this is for you two only— 
when ITepburn conies down, have him 
deputize Judson as assistant marshal. 
Then, quietly, instruct Judson to look 
for Hallock, and, when he finds him, 
to put him under arrest."

The train-master's eyes snapped.
"Then you're convinced at last?"
"I  am sorry to say that I am. Let 

it be done quietly. Judson can bring 
him up here for safe-keeping until we

see what is going to happen. I've 
promised to hang him, but there is an
other one to hang with him, and we'll 
wait till we get them both."

McCloskey's scowl was grotesquely 
hideous.

"Can yon hang him?" he demanded.
"Yes. Lie and the other man ditched 

204 at Silver Switch last night."
The train-master smote the desk with 

his list. "I'll add one more strand to 
his rope.” he gritted ferociously. "You 
remember what I told you about the 
loosened rail that caused the wreck in 
the Crosswater Hills-—you said Hallock 
had gone to Navajo to see Cruikshanks. 
So he did; but lie got there four hours 
after 202 passed there, and he came 
afoot, walking down the track from the 
hills!"

It was later in the evening, when the 
tense strain of waiting was fully on, 
that Benson came up to the superin
tendent's office to report the situation in 
the yards.

“ Everything quiet, so far," was his 
news. "W e've got the Nadia on the 
east spur, where the folkses can make 
their dodge, if they have to. There is 
a lot of the out-of-a-jobs hanging 
around, but not many more than usual. 
Yard's clear, and the three midnight 
freights are crewed and ready to puli 
out when the time comes. Folkses are 
playing dummy-whist in the Nadia; 
and Gridley is holding the fort at the 
shops with the toughest-looking lot of 
myrmidons you ever laid eyes on."

Lidgerwood was once more making 
squares on the desk blotter.

"I'm  glad the news of the strike got 
to Copah in time to bring Gridley over 
on 203." he remarked.

Benson's boyish eyes opened to their 
widest. "Did he say lie came in on 
Two-three?” he asked.

"He did."
“ Well, that's funny," said the young 

engineer. "I  was on that train, and I 
rambled it from one end to the other, 
as I always do. and Gridley isn't a man 
to be overlooked. Reckon he was ri
ding the trucks ? He was dirty enough 
to make the guess good. Hello, Fred !” 
—this to Dawson, who had just let
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himself in through the despatcher’s 
room. "We were just talking about 
your boss, and wondering how he got 
here from Copa'n without anybody's 
seeing him.”

"He didn't come from Copah,” said 
the draftsman quietly. "He came in 
with me from the west. He was in 
Red Butte, and he had an engine bring 
him down to Silver Switch, where he 
caught the wrecking-train.”

X III.
ARMS, AND TIIE MAN.

It was Judson, wearing a marshal’s 
star—which he kept carefully con
cealed under the lapel of his coat—and 
prowling in search of the man he was 
to arrest, who first brought authentic 
news from the camp of the enemy.

The strikers had transferred their 
headquarters from the Celestial to Cat 
B iggA  with the committees safe
guarded and sitting "in permanance" 
in the back room. Naturally, since he 
was known to be a Lidgerwood parti- 
zan, Judson was denied admission.'to the 
committee-room ; but the thronged bar
room was public, and the liquor which 
was circulating freely had loosened 
many tongues.

Two or three things Judson classed 
as certainties, and some others he 
guessed at. For one of the certainties, 
the strikers evidently knew nothing of 
McCloskey’s plan to keep the trains in 
motion: hence, unless the whisky ha
stened it. there would probably be no 
rioting before midnight. As an offset 
to this, however, the ex-engineer had 
heard enough to convince him that the 
Copah wire had been tapped; that Dix, 
the day operator, had been either bribed 
or coerced into the strikers' service: 
and that some important message had 
been intercepted which was, in Jud- 
son's phrase, “ raising sand" in the camp 
of the disaffected.

Just how the raised “ sand” would 
express itself in terms of action Judson 
could not say. Tryon, whose half- 
drunken bluster he had overheard, had 
boasted that he would steal a locomo

tive and captain any squad of volun
teers who would go over into the desert 
and tear up the track—to blockade 
something or somebody coming, or 
planning to come, from Copah.

Thus far Judson dealt with facts. In 
the inferential field his guesses all cen
tered in the name of a man. He in
sisted that the strength of the insur
rection did not lie in the dissatisfied 
employees of the road, or even in the 
ex-employees. It was rather in the law
less element which lived and fattened 
upon the earnings of the railway men-— 
the saloon-keepers, the gamblers, the 
"tin-horns’’ of every stripe.

Moreover, it was buttressed by some 
one high in authority in the railroad 
service; a chief to whom the men gave 
the title of "the boss," or "the big 
boss.”

"And that same big boss is sittin’ up 
yonder in Cat Biggs’ back room right 
now, fellin’ ’em what to do; and his 
name’s Lincoln Hal luck." was Judson’s 
summing up of the net result of the 
guesses. And, since Hallock had not 
been at his desk in the Crow’s Nest 
for a number of hours, the burden of 
refutation rested very conclusively 
upon his shoulders.

Judson’s report was grave enough, 
but it brought a good hope that the cru
cial moment might be postponed until 
marts of the men would be too far gone 
in liquor to take an active part. '

Lidg-envood took the precautions 
made advisable by Tryon’s threat to 
steal an engine, sending word to Ben
son to double his guards on the locomo
tives in the yard, and to Dawson to 
block the turntable so that none might 
be taken from the roundhouse.

Afterward he went out to look over 
the field in person. Everything was 
quiet: almost suspiciously so. Gridley 
was found alone in his office at the 
shops, smoking a cigar, with his chair 
tilted to a comfortable angle, and his 
feet on the desk. His guards, he said, 
were posted in and around the shops, 
and he hoped they were not asleep. 
Thus far there had been little enough 
to keep them awake.

Lidgerwood, passing out through the
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door opening upon the electric-lighted 
yard, surprised a man in the act of turn
ing the knob to enter. It was the merest 
incident, and he would not have re
marked it if the door, closing behind 
( Iridice's visitor, had not bisected a vio
lent outburst of profanity, vocalizing it
self in the deep tones of the master 
mechanic, as thus:

“ Y o u ------------ chuckle-headed fool!
Haven't you any better sense than to 
come------” Here was where the clo
sing door cut the sentence of objurga
tion ; and Lidgerwood continued his 
round of inspection trying vainly to re
call the identity of the chance-met man. 
whose face, half-hidden under the 
drooping brim of a worn campaign-hat, 
was vaguely familiar. The recollection 
came at length, with the impact of a 
blow. The "chuckle-headed fool’’ of 
Gridlev’s malediction was Richard Ruf- 
iord, "The Killer's"' younger brother.

Lidgerwood said nothing of this in
cident to Dawson, whom he found pa
trolling the roundhouse. Here, as at 
the shops and in the yard, everything 
was quiet and orderly. The crews for 
the three sections of the midnight 
freight were all out, guarding their 
trains and engines, and Dawson had 
only Bradford and the roundhouse 
night men for company.

"Nothing stirring, Fred?’’ said the 
superintendent.

"Less than nothing; it’s almost too 
quiet,’’ was the sober reply. And then: 
"I  see you haven't sent the Nadia out— 
wouldn’t it be a good scheme to get a 
couple of buckboards and have the 
women driven up to our place on the 
mesa? The trouble, when it comes, 
will corns this way.”

Lidgerwood smiled.
"M y stake in the Nadia is precisely 

the same size as yours. Fred, and I don’t 
want to risk the bpckboard business, 
Get your smartest passenger flyer out 
on the table, head it east, and when I 
send for it, let me have it—with Will
iams for engineer. Has Benson had 
any trouble in the yard r”

“ There has been nobody to make any. 
Tryon came down a few minutes ago 
considerably more than half-seas over.

and said he was ready to take his en
gine and the first section of the east- 
bound midnight—which would have 
been his regular run. But he went back 
up-town peaceably enough when Ben
son told him he was down and out.”

Lidgerwood did not extend his round 
to include Benson's post at the yard 
office, which was below the coal-chutes. 
Instead, he went over to the Nadia, 
thinking pointedly of two added mys
teries—the fact that Gridley had told 
a deliberate lie to account for his ap
pearance in Angels, and the other and 
more recent fact that the master me
chanic was conferring, even in terms of 
profanity, with Rufford's brother, who 
was not, and never had been, in his de
partment.

Under the “ umbrella-roof” of the 
Nadia's rear platform the young people 
of the party were sitting out the early 
half of the perfect summer night, the 
card-tables having been abandoned 
when Benson had brought word of the 
tacit armistice. There was an unoccu
pied camp-chair, and Miss Brewster 
pointed it out to the superintendent.

"Climb over and sit with us, How
ard,” she said hospitably. "You know 
you haven't a thing in the world to 
do.”

Lidgerwood swung himself over the 
railing and took the proffered chair.

"You are right; I haven't very much 
to do just now,’**he admitted.

“ Has your strike materialized yet?’’ 
she asked.

“ No : it isn’t due until midnight."
“ I don't believe there is going to be 

any.”
“ Don’t you? I wish I might share 

your incredulity— with reason.”
Miss Doty and the others were talk

ing about the curious blending of the 
moonlight with the masthead electrics, 
and the two in the shadowed corner of 
the deep platform were temporarily 
ignored. Miss Brewster took advan
tage of the momentary isolation to say : 
“ Confess that you were a little bit over
wrought „ this afternoon when you 
wanted to send us away—weren't 
you ?"
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“ I only hope the event will prove that 
I was,” he rejoined patiently.

“'You still believe there will be 
trouble ?"

"Y es.”
"Then I ’m afraid you are still over

wrought," she countered lightly. “ Why, 
the very atmosphere of this beautiful 
night breathes peace."

Before he could reply, a man came 
up tõ the platform railing, touched his 
hat, and said: "Is Mr. Lidgerwood
here ?"

Lidgerwood answered in person, 
crossing to the railing to hear Judson’s 
latest report, which was given in hoarse 
whispers. Miss Brewster could distin
guish no word of it, but she heard 
Lidgerwood's reply. “ Tell Benson and 
Dawson, and say that the engine had 
better be sent up at once.”

When Lidgerwood had, resumed his 
chair he was promptly put upon the 
question-rack of Miss Eleanor’s curios
ity-

"W as that one of your scouts?” she 
asked.

“ Yes."
“ Did he come to tell you that there 

wasn’t going* to be anv strike ?"
•Wo."
"How lucidly communicative you 

are 1 Can’t you see that I am fairly as
phyxiated with curiosity?”

"I'm  sorry. But you shall not have 
the chance to say that I was over
wrought twice in the same half-day."

“ Howard!- Don’t be little and spite
ful. I ’ll eat humble pie and call my
self hard names, if you insist: only-----
Gracious goodness ! is that engine going 
to smash into our car?”

The anxious query hinged itself upon 
the approach of a big, eight-wheeled 
passenger flyer, which was thundering 
down the yard on the track occupied by 
the Madia. Within half a car-length of 
a collision, the air-brake hissed, the 
side-rods clanked and chattered, and the 
shuddering monster rolled gently to a 
touch-coupling with the president’s car.

Eleanor’s hand was on her cousin’s 
arm. “ Howard, what does that mean?" 
she demanded.

“ Nothing just at present; it is mere
ly a precaution.”

"You are not going to have us taken 
away from Angels?”

“ Not now—not at all, unless your 
safety demands it.”  Then he rose and 
spoke to the others. “ I'm sorry to have 
to shut off your moon-vista with that 
noisv beast, but it may be necessary to 
move the car later on. Don't get out 
of touch with the Nadia, any of you, 
please."

He had vaulted the hand-rail and 
was saying good night, when Eleanor 
left her chair and entered the car. He 
was not greatly surprised to find her 
waiting for him at the steps of the for
ward vestibule when he had gone that 
far on his way to his office.

"One moment.” she pleaded. “ I'll be 
good, Howard: and I know there is 
danger. Be very careful of yourself, 
won’t you?— for my sake.”

He stopped short, and his arms went 
out to her. Then his self-control re
turned. and his rejoinder was almost 
bitter.

"Eleanor, you must not!—you tempt 
me past endurance 1 Go back to Van— 
to the others, and. whatever happens, 
don't let any one leave the car.”

" I ’ll do anything you say: only you 
must tel! me where you are going,’’ she 
insisted.

"Certainly : I am going up to my of
fice—where you found me this after
noon. I shall be there from this on, 
if you wish to send any word. I ’ll see 
that you haves a messenger. Good-by.”

He left her before her sympathetic 
mood should unman him, his soul cry
ing out at the kindness which cut so 
much deeper than her mockery. At the 
top of the corridor stair McCloskey was 
waiting for him.

"Judson told you what had hap
pened ?” queried the train-master.

"He told me to look for swift trouble ; 
that somebody had betrayed your strike
breaking scheme."

" l ie  says they'll try to keep the east- 
bound freights from going out.”

"That would be a small matter. But 
we mustn't lose the literal effect of ta
king the first trick in the game. Are
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the sections all in line on the long si
ding ?”

‘■ Yes.’7
“ Good. We'll start them a little 

ahead of time, and let them kill back 
to schedule after they get out on the 
road. Send Bogard down with their 
clearance-orders, and phone Benson at 
the yard office to couple them up as one 
train, engine to the caboose in front, 
and send them out. When they have 
cleared the dangei limit, they can split 
up and take the proper time intervals 
—ten minutes apart."

“ Call it done,77 said the train-master, 
and he went to carry out the order. 
Two minutes later. Bogard. the night 
relief operator off duty, darted out of 
the dispatcher's room with the clear
ances for the three sections. Lidger- 
wood stopped him in mid-flight.

“ One second, Robert— 'when you have 
done your errand, come back to the 
president's car. ask for Miss Brewster, 
and say that I sent you. Then stay 
within call, and be ready to do whatever 
she wants you to do.7'

Bogard did the first part of his errand 
swiftly, and he was taking the duplicate 
signatures of the engineer and con
ductor of the third and last section 
when Benson ran up to put the solid- 
train order into effect. The couplings 
were made deftly, and without unneces
sary stir. Then Benson stepped back 
and gave the starting-signal, swinging 
his lantern in wide circles.

Synchronized as perfectly as if a sin
gle throttle-lever controlled them all, 
the three heavy freight-pullers hissed, 
strained, belched fire, and the long train 
began to move out.

As if the blasts of the three tearing 
exhausts had been the signal it was 
awaiting, the strike storm broke with 
the suddenness and fury of a tropical 
hurricane. From a hundred hiding- 
places in the ear-strewn yard men came 
running, some to swarm thickly upon 
the moving engines and cabooses, oth
ers swinging by the drawheads to cut 
the air-brake hose.

Benson was swept aside and over
powered before he could strike a blow. 
Bogard, speeding across to take his

post beside the Nadia, was struck down 
before he could get clear of the pour
ing hornet swarm. Shots were fired; 
shrill yells arose. Into the midst of the 
clamor the great steam siren at the 
shops boomed out the fire-alarm, and 
almost at the same instant a red glow, 
capped by a rolling nimbus of sooty 
oil smoke, rose to beacon the destruction 
already begun in the shop yards.

And, while the roar of the siren was 
still jarring upon the windless air, the 
electric-light circuits were cut out, leav
ing the Crow's Nest in darkness, and 
the frantic battle for the trains to be 
lighted only by the moon and the lurid 
glow of destruction spreading slowly 
under its black canopy of smoke.

In the Crow's Nest the sudden coup 
of the strikers had the effect which its 
originator had doubtless counted upon. 
It was some minutes after the lights 
were cut off. and the irruption had 
swept past the captured and disabled 
trains to the shops, when Lidgerwood 
got his small garrison together, and 
sent it, with McCloskey for its leader, 
to reenforce the shop-guard, which was 
presumably fighting desperately for the 
control of the power-plant and the fire- 
pumps.

Only McCloskey’s protest, and his 
own anxiety for the safety of the Na
dia's company, kept Lidgerwood from 
leading the little relief column of loyal 
trainmen and headquarters clerks in 
person. Strangely enough, he was
eager to lead it. The lust of battle was 
upon him, and the shrinking palsy of 
physical fear held aloof.

It was mere mechanical habit that 
sent him across the room to close his 
desk before going down to order the 
Nadia out of the zone of immediate 
danger.

There was a chair in the way, and in 
the darkness and in his haste he stum
bled over it. When he recovered his 
balance, two men. with black masks 
over their faces, had stolen in from the 
corridor, and his hour was come.

For the first rememberable time in 
his life. Howard Lidgerwood met the 
challenge of violence fiercely with 
muscle and nerve, and a huge willing
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ness to slay or be slain hurling him 
into the hand-to-hand struggle.

Twice he broke away, and once he 
got a deadly wrestler’s hold, and would 
have killed his man if the free accom
plice had not torn his locked fingers 
apart by main strength.

But it was two against one: and when 
it was over, the light of whatever was 
burning in the shop yards, reddening 
the southern windows, sufficed for the 
knotting of the rope with which the two 
masked garroters were binding their 
victim in his chair.

Meanwhile, the pandemonium-raging 
at the shops was beginning to surge 
backward into the railroad yard. Some 
one had fired a box car. and the up- 
blaze centered a fresh fury of destruc
tion. Up at the head of the three- 
sectioned freight-train a mad mob was 
cutting the leading locomotive free.

Dawson, crouching in the round
house door directly opposite, knew all 
that Judson could tell him, and he in
stantly divined the purpose of the en
gine thieves. They were preparing to 
send the freight-engine eastward, to col
lide with and wreck whatever coming 
thing it was that the}' feared.

The dreadful deed wrought itself 
out before he could even attempt to 
prevent it. A man sprang to the foot
board of the freed locomotive, jerked 
the throttle open, stayed at the levers 
long enough to hook up to the most 
effective cut-off for speed, and jumped 
for his life.

Dawson was deliberate, but not slow- 
witted. The abandoned engine was, as 
yet, onlv gathering speed for the east
ward dash when lie was dodging the 
straggling rioters in the yard, racing 
purposefully for the only locomotive 
ready, and headed right, to chase the 
runaway—namely, the big eight-wheel
er coupled to the president's car. He 
set the switch to the main line as he 
passed it. but there was no time to un
couple the engine from the private car, 
even if he had been willing to leave 
the woman lie loved and those with her 
helpless in the midst of the rioting.

So there was no more than a gasped- 
out word to Williams as he climbed

to the cab, and the eight-wheeler, with 
the Nadia in tow, shot away from the 
Crow's Nest plaftorm.

And it was not until the car was 
growling angrily over the switches that 
Van Lew burst into the central com
partment, where three women were 
cowering, terror-stricken, to demand ex
citedly: ‘ 'Where is Hiss Eleanor?"

Only Miss Brewster herself could 
have answered that question at the mo
ment. She was left behind, standing 
aghast in the midst of alarms, on the 
platform of the Crow's Nest. Terri
fied, like the others, at the sudden out
burst of violence, she had ventured 
from the car to look for Lidgerwood's 
messenger: and in the moment of
frightened bewilderment the Nadia had 
been whisked away.

Naturally, her first impulse was to 
fly, and the only refuge that offered was 
the superintendent's office on the sec
ond floor. The stairway door was only 
a little way down the* platform, and 
she was presently groping her way up 
the stair, praying that she might not 
find the offices as dark and deserted as 
the lower story of the building seemed.

The light of the slap-yard fire, and 
that of the burning box»car nearer at 
had, shone redly through the upper 
corridor windows, enabling her to go 
directly to the open door of the super
intendent's office. But when she 
reached the door and looked within, the 
trembling terror returned, and held her 
spellbound, speechless, unable to move 
or even to cry out.

Two men. masked and armed, were 
covering with their revolvers a third, 
who was tied helpless in a chair. The 
captive's face was ghastly and livid, and 
at first she thought lie was dead. Then 
she saw his lips move in curious twitch- 
ings that showed his teeth. He seemed 
to be trying to speak, but the ruffian 
at his right would not give him leave.

"This is where you pass out, Mr. 
Lidgerwood," the man was saying 
threateningly. "You give us your 
word that you will resign and leave the 
Red Butte Western for keeps, or you'll 
sit in that chair till somebody comes to 
take you out and br.rv vou."
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The twitching lips were controlled 
with what appeared to be an almost su
perhuman effort, but the words came 
jerkily:

‘‘What would my word, extorted— 
under such conditions—be worth to 
you ?”

Eleanor could hear, in spite of the 
terror that would not let her cry out or 
run for help. He was yielding to them, 
bargaining for his life 1

"We'll take it," said the spokesman 
coolly. “ I f you break faith with us, 
there are more than two of us who will 
see to it that you don’t live long enough 
to brag about it."

"And if I refuse ?" Eleanor made 
sure that the voice was steadier now.

“ It’s this—here and now," said the 
taller man, who had hitherto kept si
lence ; and he cocked his revolver.

The captive straightened himself in 
his chair as his bonds would let him.

"You've let the psychological moment 
go by, gentlemen— I've got my? second 
wind. You may burn and destroy and 
shoot as you please, but, while I'm alive, 
I ’ll stay with you. Blaze away’, if that’s 
what you want to do."

There was an instant's pause, then 
Lidgerwood’s voice, calm and even- 
toned and taunting, broke the silence 
again.

“ Well, gentlemen, I am waiting. 
Why don't you shoot? You are great
er cowards than I have ever been, with 
all my shiverings and teeth-chatterings. 
Isn't the stake big enough to warrant 
your last desperate play? I'll make it 
bigger. You are the two men who 
broke the rail-joint at Silver Switch. 
Ah, that hits you. doesn’t it?"

“ Shut u p !" growled the tall man, 
with a frightful imprecation. But the 
smaller of the two was silent.

Lidgerwood's smile showed his teeth.
“ You curs!" he scoffed. “ You 

haven’t even the courage of your own 
necessities. Why don't you pluck up 
nerve to shoot and be done with it? 
I'll make it still more binding upon you 
—if you don’t kill me now, while you 
have the chance, I ’ll hang you both for 
those murders last night at Silver

Switch. I know you, in spite of your 
flimsy’ disguise; 1 can call you both by 
name!'’

Out in the yard the yellings and 
shoutings had taken on a new note, 
and the windows of the upper room 
were jarring with the thunder of in
coming trains. Eleanor Brewster 
heard the new sounds vaguely; the 
quick, steady tramp of disciplined men, 
snapped-out words of command, the 
sudden cessation of the riot clamor, and 
now a shuffling of feet on the stairway 
behind her.

Still she could not move; still she 
was speechless and spellbound, but no 
longer from terror. Her cousin- her 
lover—how she had misjudged him! 
He a coward?—the man who was hold
ing his two executioners at bay, quell
ing them, cowing them, by’ the sheer 
force of the stronger will, and of a 
courage that was greater than theirs?

The shuffling footsteps came nearer, 
and once again Lidgerwood straight
ened himself in his chair, this time slip
ping the knotted cords from his arms 
and springing to his feet.

“ I said I could name you, and I w ill!" 
he cried. “ You"—pointing to the small
er man—“ you are Pennington Flemis- 
ter; and you"—wheeling upon the tall 
man and lowering his voice— "you are 
Lincoln Hallock, and I had a right to 
expect better things of you!"

The light of the fire in the shop yard 
had died down until its red glow no 
longer drove the shadows from the cor
ners of the room. Eleanor shrank 
aside when a dozen men pushed their 
way into the private office. Then sud
denly the electric lights went on, and 
a gruff voice said: "Drop them guns,
you two. The show's over."

It was McCloskey who gave the or
der, and it was obeyed sullenly. With 
the clatter of the weapons on the floor, 
the door into the business office opened 
with a jerk, and Judson thrust a hand
cuffed prisoner of his own capturing 
into the lighted room.

“ There he is. Mr. Lidgerwood," 
chuckled the ex-engineer. " I  nabbed 
him over yonder at the fire, work-in’ 
as if he hadn’t told his men to set i t !"
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‘'Ilallock!" exclaimed the superin
tendent, starting- as if he had seen a 
ghost. “ I low is this ? Are there two 
of you?”

ilallock looked down moodily. 
“'There were two of us who wanted 
your job ; and the other man needed it 
badly enough to wreck trains and to 
kill people, and to lead a lot of pig
headed trainmen and mechanics into a 
riot to cover his tracks.’’

Lidgerwood turned quickly. “ Un
mask those men, McCloskey!’’

It was the signal for a tumult. The 
tall man fought for his disguise, but 
Flemister's mask was torn off in the 
first rush. Then came a diversion, sud
den and tragic. With a cry of rage that 
was almost inhuman, Ilallock flung 
himself upon the mine-owner, beating 
him down with his manacled hands, 
choking; him, grinding him into the 
dust of the floor.

Lidgerwood, looking past the death- 
grapple, saw the figure of a woman 
swaying at the corridor door; saw the 
awful horror in her eyes. In the turn
ing of a leaf he had fought his way 
to her,

"Good heavens, Eleanor !" he gasped. 
“ What are you doing here?" And he 
faced her about quickly, and led her 
into the corridor lest she should see the 
distorted figure of the victim of Hal- 
lock's rage.

"I came—they took the car away, and 
I— I was left behind.’’ she faltered. 
And then: “ Oh. Howard 1 take me
away; hide me somewhere! It’s too 
horrible!"

There was a bull-bellow of rage 
from the room the}- had just left, and 
Lidgerwood hurried his companion 
into the first refuge that offered, which 
chanced to be the train-master’s room. 
Out of the private office came the taller 
of the two garroters. holding his mask 
in place as he ran, with McCloskey, 
Judson. and all but one or two of the 
others in hot pursuit.

Notwithstanding, the fugitive gained 
the stair and fell, rather than ran, to the 
bottom. There was the crash of a 
bursting door, a soldierly command of 
“ H alt!” the crack of a cavalry rifle,

and McCloskey came back, wiping his 
homely face with a bandanna.

““They got him,” he said; and then, 
seeing Eleanor for the first time, his 
jaw dropped, and he tried to apologize. 
"Excuse me. Miss Brewster; I didn’t 
have the least idea you were up here.”

"Nothing matters now,” said Eleanor, 
pale to the lips. “ Come in here and tell 
us about it. And—and—is mama
safe ?”

“'She’s down stairs in the Nadia, with 
the others— where I supposed you 
were,” McCloskey began : but Lidger
wood heard the feet of those who were 
carrying Elemister’s body from the 
chamber of horrors, rose quickly, shut 
the door on sight and sounds, and 
started the train-mar-ter on the story 
which must be made to last until the 
way was clear of things a woman 
should not see.

‘"Who was the tall man?" he asked. 
“'I thought he was Hallock—I called 
him Ilallock.”

The train-master shook his ponder
ous head. “ They're about the same 
build : but we were all off wrong, Mr. 
Lidgerwood. It was Gridley— Gridley 
and his side-partner, Flemister, all 
along. lie  was the man who jumped 
the passenger at Crosswater Hills and 
took up the rail to ditch Clay's freight 
— with Hallock chasing him and trying 
to prevent it. He was the man who 
helped Flemister last night at Silver 
Switch— with Hallock trying again to 
stop him, and Judson trying to keep 
tab on Hallock. He was the man who 
stole the switch-engine and ran it over 
the old Wire-Silver spur to the mine 
to sell it to Flemister for his light- 
plant power—they've got it boxed up 
and running there, right now. He was 
the man who made all the trouble with 
the men. bossing the job to get you out 
and to get himself in, so he could cover 
up his thieveries. He was the man------”

"Hold on, Mac,” interrupted the 
superintendent. “ How did you learn 
all this?"

“T art of it through some of our men, 
who came over to us in the pinch and 
gave him aw ay: part of it through Dick 
Rufford, who was keeping tab on him
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for the money lie could squeeze out of 
him afterward."

‘‘Mow did Ruitonl come to tell you?'’
“ Why. Bradford—that is—er—the 

two Ruffords started a little shooting- 
match with Andy after Dawson had 
chased off! with the Xadia; and—m—m 
— Dick lived long enough to tell Brad
ford a few things— for old cowbCff 
times' sake. I suppose. I feel mighty 
cheap. Mr. Lidgerwood, for rubbing it 
into Hallock the way I did, when he 
was doing his levelest to help out. But 
it's partly his own fault. He wanted to 
play a lone hand, and he was scheming 
to get them both in the same frying- 
pan—Gridley and Flemister.”

“ What was his grudge against 
Flemister ?”

“ The worst a man could have. 
Flemister first robbed him of his mine 
•—the Wire-Silver—and afterward of 
his wife." said McCloskey soberly. 
Then he added: "I've got a few thou
sand dollars saved up that says that 
Hallock isn't going to hang for what 
he did in the other room a few minutes 
ago. I knew it would come to that if 
the time ever ripened right suddenly, 
and I tried to find Judson to choke him 
off. But John got ahead of me.”

Lidgerwood switched the subject 
abruptly, in deference to Eleanor's deep 
breathing.

"I  must take Miss Brewster to her 
friends. You say the Xadia is back? 
Who moved it without orders?”

“ Yes: she’s back, all right, and Daw
son was the man who comes in for the 
blessing. He wanted an engine— 
needed one right bad—and he couldn't 
wait to uncouple the car. It was Hal
lock who sent that message to Leck- 
hard that we've been hearing so much 
about, and it was a beg for the loan 
of a few of Uncle Sam’s boys from Fort 
McCook. Gridley got onto it through 
Dix. and he also cut us out of Leck- 
hard's answer telling us that the cav
alry boys were on 73. At his orders, 
the two Ruffords and some others 
turned an engine loose to run down the 
road for a head-ender with the freight 
that was bringing the soldiers. Daw
son chased the runaway engine with the

coupled-up Xadia outfit, caught it, and 
brought it back.”

Miss Brewster got up out of her 
chair, found she could stand without 
tottering, and said: “ Howard, 1 must
go back to mama. She will be perfectly 
frantic if some one hasn't told her that 
I am safe. We can go now, can't we, 
Mr. McCloskey? The strike is over?”

The train-master nodded gravely. 
"It's over: all but the paying of the 
bills. That rifle-shot we heard a little 
spell ago settled it. Xo. he isn't dead” 
—this in answer to Lidgenvood's un
spoken question—“ but it will be a heap 
better for all concerned if he don’t get 
over it. You can go down. Lieutenant 
Baldwin has posted his men around the 
shops and the Crow's Xest.”

Together the}’ left the shelter of the 
train-master's room, and passed down 
the dark stair and out upon the plat
form, where the cavalrymen were 
mounting guard. There was no word 
spoken by either until they reached the 
Xadia’s forward vestibule, and then it 
was Lidgerwood who broke the silence, 
to say: “ I have discovered something
to-night, Eleanor— I'm not quite all the 
different kinds of a coward I thought 
I was.”

"Don't tell me," she said, in keenest 
self-reproach, and her voice thrilled him 
like the subtle melody of a passion- 
song. “ Howard, dear. I'm sitting in 
sackcloth and ashes. I saw it all—with 
my own eyes; and I could neither run 
nor scream. It was splendid! I never 
dreamed that any man could rise by the 
sheer power of his will to such a height 
of courage. Does that make amends— 
just a little? And won't you come to 
breakfast with us to-morrow, and let 
me tell you afterward how miserable 
I've been—how I just badgered poppa 
into bringing this party out here so that 
I might have an excuse to see you?’’

“ But Van Lew,” he stammered: and 
then he took her in his arms and kissed 
her. while a young mart with a bandaged 
head—a man who answered to the name 
of Jack Benson, and who was hastening 
up to get permission to go home to 
Faith Dawson—turned his back con
siderately, and walked away.
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Sound-of-many-guns

The Indian is stiil but little understood by the white man. It has been a 
pet theory with many modern reformers that within a decade you can make a 
farmer of the red man who lived only for war and buffalo-running. Mr. Sin
clair’s dramatic story proves the fallacy of the theory. It is a splendid picture 
of the real Indian, untamed amid his modern environment.

COX X OR, the artist, 
painter of Indian pic
tures. lolled in his sad
dle and regarded the 
immaculate figure of 
the Honorable Owen 
Hildebrand Perry with 
half-amused i m p a - 

tience. The Honorable O, H. P. might 
have been transferred by some occult 
means from an English bridle-path to 
the wind-blown stretches of the Black- 
foot Reservation on Bow River, if one 
judged by his garb. From his carefully 
adjusted rrtonocle to the pancake sad
dle on his bang-tailed pony he con
formed to the British mode. But the 
Honorable Perry was Canadian to the 
backbone, for all that, and he was like
wise Indian agent in charge of the 
! Uackfoot; and he spoke to O'Connor 
of Indians and Indian warts with the 
viiice of authority.

"X'ot at all. not at all, my dear fel
low." he said. " I t 's reallv a very simple 
matter. Common sense, and a show of 
firmness now and then : that's the best 
method."

"Then you think that one generation 
of schools and manual training and be
ing herded within certain limits will 
change the whole current of the red 
brother's nature?" O'Connor mildly in
quired. “ How many centuries do you 
suppose the Blackfoot have lived for

war and buffalo-running ? And you're 
going to make farmers of them in one 
decade! Don’t you take heredity into 
account ?"

"Oh, pshaw!” the agent countered 
airily. “ Heredity doesn't begin to 
weigh in the balance against environ- - 
men.t. The human race is the mo-t 
adaptable thing on earth. The buffalo 
are gone, the tribal wars are a thing 
of the past, and the Indian will natural
ly adjust himself to conditions as he 
finds them. Take Eddie Many Guns, 
for instance. Can you imagine him in 
a breech-clout and war-paint? Why, he 
is no more a savage than you or I. Yet 
his father. I have been told, was a noted 
scalp-taker. That shows what educa
tion and environment will accomplish."

O'Connor shrugged his shoulders, 
and dropped the subject. The Honor
able Perry was newly appointed to care 
for the dark-skinned wards of the Ca
nadian Government, and his experience 
with Indians had previously been con
fined to reading agency reports as an 
attache of the Indian department. Yet 
he was positive that he knew Indians 
better than they knew themselves: he 
bristled with mental and physical 
metamorphosis theories as a porcupine 
with quills. If O'Connor had been 
minded, he could have told him much 
that would have been well for an un
sophisticated Indian agent to know, for
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O'Connor had spent many years among 
the people of the smoke-blackened 
lodges—Crows. C'rees, Sioux. Gras 
Ventres, and Pdackioot. O'Connor 
spoke their language as he did his own 
mother tongue, and he knew the heart 
of an Indian as well as it is given any 
white man to know. Hut to the Hon
orable Perry he was simply an agree
able, itinerant picture-maker, albeit a 
surpassing clever one: and O'Connor 
shrugged his shoulders, knowing that 
in time the most obtuse of agents would 
acquire wisdom from his wards, though 
the manner of its acquisition might be 
none too agreeable.

( (’Connor smiled to himself when his 
eve> rested iw  a moment on Eddie 
Many Guns. That the agent had 
grounds for his assertion no one be
holding Eddie could deny. Straw hat. 
tan shoes, a neatly cut serge suit, and 
beautifully laundered linen decked 
Eddie's person, and O'Connor had al
ready learned that he was a graduate of 
the Industrial School at Regina, where 
Indian students are made acquainted 
with Greek and Gatin, and the arts and 
sciences, in conjunction with some use
ful trade—in fact, Eddie had shown 
O'Connor his certificate, which was 
equivalent to a Ik A. from any college 
in Canada. The idea of associating 
war-paint and scalping forays with 
Eddie icas incongruous. Eddie was a 
very mild-spoken ywmg man, rather 
proud of his accomplishments ; and he 
was a representative specimen of sev
eral score c-f the younger generation 
of bis tribe. O'Connor, out of curios
ity. had been at some pains to cultivate 
his acquaintance; though, as a rule, the 
civilized Indian didn't ay; cal to him 
from either a picturesque Of human-in
terest standpoint. And he had gath
ered that “ Eddie” was a' superfluity 
tagged on by the school.—his tribal 
cogmiUB3.il was "Sound-of-Many-Guns."

It was Dominion Day on the reser
vation, which ineant horse-racing. In
dian dances (which the Honorable 
Terry frowned upon as a relic of sav
agery, and confided to O'Connor that 
he would forbid thereafter!, and gen
eral hilarity. The 1 lonorable Perry

found much to frown upon before the 
end of that day. O'Connor sat with 
him upon a hillside and watched the 
shifting crowd, gay in beaded and quill- 
worked buckskin and gaud}' blankets. 
They had gathered from the four cor
ners of the reservation for the three 
days’ frolic, and the bucks sported the 
best of their wardrobe and the pick of 
their ponies* Crowfoot Agency H the 
abiding-place of two thousand of the 
Blackfisit. and they were all there.

Throughout the aft#¥fM*on the agent 
and O'Connor nHe from place to place, 
threading their wav in a weaving nia-s 
of color that made 0'Gm nor's fingers 
itch for a brush. 1 lorse-raccs here, a 
foot-race there: yonder a barbecue, 
where four-year-old steers were roasted 
whole: a little farther, slim, sujjpie 
young bucks, stripped to a breech-clout, 
wrestled for a prize, and the plaudits of 
their partizans till the sweat''stood in 
beads on the bronze bodies.

At six o'clock the Honorable Perry 
bethought him of dinner, but O'Connor 
wits loath to ride three miles to the 
agency and back again, for the big 
dance of the celebration was to begin 
at sundown. So the agent, with per
functory regrets, rode away and left 
him. O'Connor was nowise mealy- 
mouthed. and barbecued beef was to lie 
had in abundance for the taking.

(('Connor got him a piece of beef, 
and with a tin cupful of tea to wash it 
down squatted >n the grass beside the 
lodge of Snarling Dog to eat it: and 
when he had finished he and Snarling 
Dog indulged in JJ friendly pipe and the 
luxury of mutual silence. A little way 
off a knot of young Indians were gath
ered about an older i me. who sat upon 
a blanket and spoke to them, orally and 
with sign-tails.

“ Who is the man of many words ?" 
O'Connor finally broke into Snarling 
Dog's reverie.

A slight grin wrinkled the old In
dian's mouth. "It is Running Horses. 
The Boaster." he replied. “ A Cree. 
Ilis tongue H like a river in Hood-time. 
He loves to tell the young men of the 
scalps he took in the buffalo days."

(('Connor rose and walked over to



SOUN<D-OF-MMN Y-G UNS 79

the group. A straw hat and high white 
collar denoted the presence of Eddie 
Many Guns in the listening circle, and 
O'Connor edged around till he was near 
Eddie before he found a place where he 
could see and hear. The Boaster was 
living up to his nickname. Also, from 
the thickness of his speech and tile un
natural brightness o f his deep-set eyes, 
O'Connor guessed that he had made 
connections with some “ boot-legger's" 
stock of forbidden fire-water. Other
wise no such wily old warrior as Run
ning Horses would have been foolish 
enough to boast of lifting Black foot 
hair while he was a guest of the Black- 
foot tribe.

"The glory of the old days is for
gotten, since the white man overruns 
the prairie, and the war-trails are 
blotted out by his feet.” The Boaster 
was saying. "But there be old men 
among the Blackfoot who remember 
the last time the Crees and I ’iegans 
fought. Three Wolves, of your people, 
led a party of warriors against us at 
our camp by Old Wives Lake, They 
struck us hard, and left our lodges 
burning, and took away many scalps.

“ I, Running Horses, was first to 
strike the war-post. Soon main- braves 
were with me. Our medicine was 
strong, and we followed their trail for 
many days, till they came at last to their 
own camp—thirty lodges at Seven 
Persons Spring. There, while they 
feasted, and danced the scalps they had 
taken from the Cree, we came down 
on them like the whirlwind that licks 
up the dust in the dry time. It was a 
great fight! Many of our best warriors 

'gave their last war-whoop at Seven 
Persons Spring. At the last we cor
nered the chief and a few others, who 
could not get away, and I. Running 
Horses, fought Three Wolves hand to 
hand, and killed him with my knife. 
We would have taken many squaws 
and much plunder, but another party of 
Blackfoot, camped a little way beyond, 
heard the noise of the fight, and came 
galloping on their war-ponies—a great 
many of them. So we took the scalps 
and all the ponies of Three Wolves and 
his braves and came away. It was a

great fight! We are friends now; 
though we have had many great bat
tles. Is it not so? But I have kept the 
scalp-lock of Three Wolves, because he 
was a great warrior, as I am. Be
hold!"

The Boaster rose to his feet, thrust a 
hand into the folds of his blanket, and 
drew forth the gruesome relic—a 
bush}-, black lock of hair, with its two- 
inch circle of scalp strung taut in a 
little willow hoop. He held it up vain
glorious!}', as proof of his prowess in 
battle.

There was a slight stir close by 
O'Connor, and Eddie Many Guns 
stepped close to The Boaster, snatched 
the scalp from his hand, and spat de
liberately in his face.

“ Loud-mouthed dog of a Creed’ 
Eddie said, in the throaty tongue of his 
tribe, "get to the lodges nf your people, 
and bid them strike their teepee-poles. 
Xo warrior boasts at a peace-feast of 
the scalps lie has taken from the givers 
of the feast. The Cree is a coward—an 
old woman. He has the mouth of a 
buffalo bull, and the heart of a prairie- 
chicken ! See! I spit in his face 
again.”

The Boaster stared an instant, wiping 
his face with the back of one hand. 
Then he drew his blanket close around 
him and stalked away. Many Guns 
looked after him, and laughed deep in 
his throat: then he. too. turned away 
in the midst of a group of young men, 
looking down at the scalp in his hand.

O'Connor watched the retreating 
form of The Boaster till a little cluster 
of lodges hid him from sight. Then he 
went back to his horse and asked Snarl
ing Dog where sat the teepees of the 
visiting Crees. The old Indian pointed 
out the place, and O'Connor rode up 
on a rise where he could sec. As he 
looked, the squaws stripped off the 
teepee-covers, yanked down the slim 
poles, and loaded the travois with their 
belongings. In half an hour the ten 
lodges of the Cree were packed and 
under way, pulling toward the Black
foot agency. O’Connor watched them 
string down the trail and pitch their 
camp again in the very shadow of the
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agency walls. Then he lit his pipe and 
went thoughtfully back to look on at 
the big dance.

Late that evening, when night had 
shut down thickly and the yellow 
tongues of many camp-fires pierced the 
dark. O'Connor stood watching the 
Blackfoot disport themselves in the fire
light. It struck him of a sudden that 
the crowd about the dancing-place had 
thinned unaccountably. lie  turned his 
back on the half-naked figures that 
leaped and pirouetted in the firelit cir
cle. and sought for the cause.

By ones and twos, in little bunches 
of eight and ten, the Blackioot were 
breaking away from the outer edges 
of the throng, and slipping quietly 
through the night toward a hollow on 
the farther side of the great camp: a 
hollow from . whence, as O'Connor 
neared it, came the steady beat of tum- 
t:>ms and a yelling declamation, sounds 
that made O'Connor's blood jump fast
er—he knew their import, lie  went a 
little farther, and stopped to listen. 
Ttie shrill, half-chanted words floated 
up out of the hollow:

Hear my voice, ye birds that follow the
war-trails-;

1 go to prepare a feast for you to batten on; 
I see you cross tile enemy’s lines :
Lake you. I shall go.
I wish the swiftness of your wings:
I wish the vengeance tat your claws.
I muster my friends— follow me, follow me. 
which blood will be spilt; scalps will be

taken.
II >! H o! ye yotmg men that are warriors. 
L■ ■ ■ ■ok with joy on the battle-field.

While lie stood there, hesitating, 
nerves a-tingle, a hand was laid gently 
on hi.- arm, and the voice of Snarling 
Dog spoke in his ear.

■ 'Turn, O maker of pictures,”  he said 
to O'Connor. "Let us go back to my 
lodge." It' wa.- a command as much 
as an invitation, and O'Connor turned 
back with him.

They threaded their way to the old 
Indian’s teepee, and sat there a few 
minutes over a pipe. Snarling Dog 
vouchsafed no information, and O'Con
nor asked no questions, though he 
thought—well, many things. In a little

while he bade Snarling Dog good night 
and rode away to the agency, for he was 
tired and sleepy. As he mounted, 
Snarling Dog laid hand on the mane 
of his horse.

‘ 'The picture-maker is wise—lie 
knows the heart of the Indian,” he said 
softly. ‘‘I f  he hears a noise in the 
night, let him not be afraid. It is but 
the foolishness of the young men.”

Some time in the little hours that pre
cede the summer dawn, O'Connor wa
kened to the popping of guns and a 
chorus of savage whooping. He sprang 
from his bed and peered out of a win
dow that faced toward where the Cree 
had pitched their camp that evening. 
Red flashes spat angrily in the dark, 
and the crack of a rifle followed every 
flash. That was all O'Connor could 
see and hear for a minute: just the 
shooting- and the yells and the red 
flashes in the dark.

Away on the opposite side of the 
agency a bugle shrilled in the night, 
clear and sweet above the noise about 
the Cree lodges. By the time O'Connor 
slipped on his trousers and got outside 
a squad of mounted police thundered 
by. Before they reached the camp the 
shooting had died away. A few vague 
forms hovered about the lodges, inside 
of which the squaws hugged the ground 
and howled lamentation : and when the 
heavy - footed cavalry - horses swung 
round a corner on the jump, 'the flit
ting, stooping Shapes broke for their 
ponies with the Blackfoot war-cry. 
And pursuers and pursued vanished 
from O'Connor's sight and hearing 
with a rush of hoofs and a fresh burst 
of gun-fire.

From here and there about the agency 
men came running—even the Honor
able Perry, in silk pajamas and bearing 
a shotgun—and joined O'Connor. 
With lanterns and candles they went 
from lodge to lodge. In each the raid
ers had left their grim handiwork: of 
forty Crees that pulled to the agency 
walls at dusk, no more than a dozen 
would see the sun rise again. Three 
Wolves. The Boaster, his squaw, and 
two sons lay half-in. half-out their 
lodge, and the bare, raw circle on top
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of each head shone ghastly red in the 
dickering lantern-light.

Thereafter, scattering shots sounded 
faintly at interval.-- to the north of the 
agency. South, where lay the main 
Plackfoot camp, not a glint of fire 
showed till daylight shot the sky with 
ruse and yellow, and then the blue 
.--moke spirals went trailing lazily up 
from around many breakfast-pots. 
Then O'Connor and the agent, watch
ing: silently with field-glasses from an 
up-stairs window, saw the police shoot
ing from the shelter of rocks and buf- 
faln-wallows at a patch, of brush that 
crowned a tiny butte; and from the 
butte crest came answering white putts 
i >r every shot the police fired.

"They’ve got some of them, corralled 
on that hill." O'Connor said. "Let us 
ride over and see what's going on." 
And the Honorable Perry, inclined to 
wonder if lie were really awake and not 
dreaming that some of hi.- charger- had 
actually gone "bad." followed O’Connor 
to the stable.

A mile from the agency Sergeant 
Wells, hatless, a blood}' streak on one 
Tde of his face, and his left hand band
aged in a handkerchief, met them in 
the fork of a coulee.

"Iletter not get too clo.-c to that 
bunch," he warned. "W e’ve lost three 
men already trying to come to hand- 
L.ldr- with them. Damn an Indian, 
anyway!" The sergeant stuck the spurs 
in his horse and was gome again before 
CfConnor could a-k him a .'ingle ques
ts m.

The cause of hi.- haste became ap
parent before the}' got within speaking 
distance ot the police, who were bom
barding perfunctorily the brush-patch 
front the shelter of the surrounding 
hills, O'CViimor looked back' and 
-norted. The sergeant had im.pre.-sed 
a gun-crew of agency clerk-, and was 
bringing up the artillery—a four-inch 
field-gun. relic of the Riel Rebellion. 
O'Connor and the agent, out of rifle- 
range of that clump of berry-bushes, 
waited and watched breathlessly the 
passing of Sergeant Wells, the horses 
on a gallop, the four-inch gun sway
ing and creaking on its rusty limber.

Wells halted it on a hilltop, cut the 
horses loose, and brought the black 
muzzle to bear on the butte.

The first shell flew high, droned 
over the scrub like a giant bee, and 
burst in mid-air two hundred yards be
yond. The second fell short, and sent 
up a miniature geyser of dirt and 
gravel. Put the third—that time the 
sergeant got his sights alined and the 
elevation just right before he let her go, 
and the shell dropped fair in the midst 
of the thicket.

’With the bang of the shell’s explo
sion. three — just three! — Blackfoot 
bucks, stripped to a loin-cloth and an 
eagle-feather in their braided scalp- 
locks, burst front shelter and flung 
themselves in a wild charge against the 
mounted police. It made O'Connor’s 
breath come faster and his hands 
clench, into hard-knuckled fists to see 
them gallop straight against the bark
ing Winchesters, the red-hand war-sign 
painted large on the hips of the ponies, 
and the Diegan war-whoop in their 
mouths. For a moment it seemed as if 
they would cross the open space safe
ly and lock horns with the boulder- 
protected police: but the men behind 
the carbines got the range, and one 
after another the three Indians dropped. 
The last down fell within fifty yards 
of two troopers crouched behind a rock. 
His horse fell first, and the brave 
alighted on his feet, running, but a 
dozen rifles spoke together, arid he 
crumpled without a sound.

Sergeant Wells, as a matter of cau
tion. dropped three more shell- among 
the berry-bushes on that butte. Then 
his men arose from boulder and buffalo- 
wallow. and came down to look at the 
dead. O'Connor spurred down to them 
hastilv, for he had a theory, and he was 
anxiou- to know if it was correct. As 
it happened, lie came first to the brave 
who had fallen last. The Honorable 
Owen Hildebrand Perry, right behind 
him. looked down and went ghastly 
white. For the body, slim, bronze in 
the slanting rays of the morning sun, 
and the' face smeared and daubed with 
the red-and-yellow war-paint, was that 
of Edward Sound-oíAIanv-Gun-, late
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ly graduated from a white man's school. 
And tied fast in the forelock of his dead 
war-pony, fluttering lightly in the morn
ing wind, was the fresh-taken scalp of 
Running Horses, The Boaster.

“ There's five dead 'tins in the brush, 
sir," a trooper reported. “ I don't think 
a bloomin' one of the bunch got away."

( hConnor turned his horse and rode 
away. He wasn't in the mood just then 
to discuss the relative merits of en
vironment and heredity with any one, 
and least of all the Honorable O. II. P. 
H e  p a s s e d  through the agency, and

went straight to the Blackfoot camp, 
and dismounted at the lodge of Snarling 
Dog. Him O'Connor led a little way 
from the lodge door, and told in few 
words what he had seen. Then he 
asked Snarling Dig' for the answer to 
the riddle.

The old man puffed solemnly at his 
little stone pipe, 'took it from his mouth, 
and tapped out the ashes in his hand.

“ It is an ill thing, O maker of pic
tures," he muttered, sententious!}', “ to 
boast to a son of lifting his father's 
scalp."

T H E  P L A Y  OE T H E  D U E L I S T S

R E V O L V E R  fencing" is a new sport that suddenly came into favor this 
summer and autumn in the smart shooting-galleries of the P aris clubs and 
of the casinos at watering-places.

This novel pastime consists of fighting dummy duels with revolvers or pistols, 
loaded with five cartridges, but which only discharge inoffensive balls made of 
carefully measured proportions of tallow and of wax. kneaded together with a 
skill and adroitness worthy of a clever pastry cook.

Doctor Deciders, an exceedingly good amateur shot with the pistol, has at 
last made a projectile and cartridge that enable a man to go into training for 
a duel with pistols, just as the art of fencing permits a swordsman to prepare 
himself for encounters with cold steel.

The game is begun by the two adversaries clothing themselves in jackets of 
black leather, trousers of the same material, and providing themselves with black 
masks such as are worn by fencers and leather gloves with gauntlets protecting 
the wrist and forearm.

The director of the dummy duel stands midway between them, but well out 
of the line of fire. He has with him a metronome that marks at a cadence of 
eighty to one hundred swings of the pendulum to the minute.

The director of the combat, as soon as the two players are in proper position, 
begins in accordance with the movement of the metronome: “ Fire! One. two. 
three !"

At the command “ F ire!" the adversaries have the right to raise their arms, 
take aim, and fire. The two shots must, however, be discharged before the word 
“ three" is pronounced.

It is very much more difficult to fire accurately at the word of command than 
when firing at will at an artificial target. The Devillers' method thus provides 
excellent practise for amateur shooters.

The balls, if aimed with accuracy, hit with a smart, audible “ tap.” and with 
the force of a bean discharged by an ordinary pea-shooter.

The exercise is highly advantageous for all who use firearms. One must have 
eye, nerve, and muscle under perfect control in order to raise the arm. aim, fire, 
and hit an adversary at the word of command at twenty-five paces distance, and 
all in less than two seconds.

In a recent contest at Xeuilly the players in this game of '‘revolver fencing" 
managed to hit each other on an average of six times out of eight shots.



The Boss of the Bonnechere
By A. M . Chisholm

Author o f  “  JVhere Friendship Ceases,'' “ In Sheep's Clothing,"' Hie.

The manner of the dethronement of the hard-hitting boss of 
a logging camp, and how the new boss was forced to try- 
conclusions with the supreme lord of the Bonnechere River

0  X E  S . of Pringle & 
Tones, lumber opera- 
turs, looked at the ap
plicant fur a job. ! le 
saw a strongly built 
man, broad-shouldered, 
lean, and compact, 
reddish hair inclined to 

curl, a prominent jaw, and what were 
normally a pair of cold blue eye>. The' 
eyes, however, were bloodshot and wa
tery, and the entire aspect of the man 
was dejected.

"Just gli a drunk'," thought Jones, 
"but a good man. if he knows anything 
of the work." Aloud, he asked: 
"What's your name ?"

"M cl’ikc, sor : James MePike."
"What can you do ?"
"Anything in the hush or cm the 

river."
"(did hand, eh? Where have you 

worked:
The applicant reflected a moment, and 

mentioned a number of camp.-, widely 
scattered, Mr. Jones referred to a list 
taken from a drawer of his desk, and 
nodded.

“ We'll give you a job: usual wages. 
You'll go to Foley’s camp on the Bon
nechere, I judge you're able to look 
out for yourself, and you'll need to 
there. You won't find it a quiet camp,"

The ghost of a smile flickered around 
the (nan’s mouth, and glinted in his 
eyes.

"I'm  well used to taking care of mew 
self, sor."

When James MePike, one of a mot
ley crew of newly hired lumberjacks, 
piled out of the sleigh at Foley’s camp,

on the llonnechare River, all trace- of 
liquor had blown out of him. and his 
eyes were bright and clear. lie  moved 
with the lithe grace of a panther, and 
whistled as he lugged his slender dun
nage into the hunk-house where he sc* 
lected a vacant bunk and proceeded to 
make himself very much at home.

Foley was at that time a small op
erator who owned a limit on the Bonne
chere River, and was under contract 
to supply Pringle & Jones with a cer
tain quantity of logs in the following 
spring. lie  did his own hiring, but 
men were scarce, and he had asked 
Pringle & Jones to send on a few 
new hands, if the}- could be obtained: 
hence the hiring of McPike and his 
fellows.

Foley's camp methods differed in de
tail from those usually followed. Him
self a rough, uneducated man of enor
mous physical strength and unbridled 
appetites and p a ss io n s ,  he brought into 
his business the theory that the rough- 
est and toughest men were capable of 
the most work.

This theory received aid by the force 
of his personal example. He threw 
himself into the work in the woods with 
savage intensity, using ax or saw him
self. striding back and forth among the 
men, cursing, bullving', and occasional
ly striking. At night, his habit was to 
drink himself into slumber, blit he was 
always up with the first call of the 
cookee, and ready for the day's work. 
11 is wonderful vitality, reenforced by 
the pure air and exercise, enabled him 
to do this with apparent impurity,

His abilitv as a driver and the fear
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that he inspired uhtained sna']jri<i 1114" re- 
>r.lis in work, and Iris predilection fe>r 
"itiird" men iacing widely known, his 
camps were, as a rule, filled with the 
most notorious drinkers and fighters 
among the rivermen.

They worked hard ; they drank hard, 
the "whisky hlanc.” that is mostly high- 
wines, being always i< >rthcoming; and 
when occasion offered they fought hard, 
either among themselves or with any 
rival gang the}- met on the spring drive. 
Their reputation was unenviable from 
tlie view-point of the quiet citizen, but 
they were promt of it, and openly 
boasted of the toughness of the camp, 
looking forward eagerly to the spring 
when they would drive the brown logs 
down the swollen river and meet the 
crews from other camps, meetings often 
signaled by,pitched battles between the 
entire gangs or champions of each.

It was into this company, then, that 
McPike, a stranger, found himself pitch- 
forked.

The return of the gang with Foley at 
its head, in the dusk of the early winter 
night, was heralded by shouting and 
much cheerful profanity. They stampred 
into camp noisily, leaving behind them 
all thoughts of the daily toil.

From dawn to dusk they labored 
mightily in tiie snapping cold and tire 
driving sleet, while the sweat of their 
toil soaked through their garments and 
froze white without: they labored fero
ciously. doggedly, with a fierce personal 
hate of the woods that their saws and 
axes bit Into—the timber that forever 
ringed them around, that represented an 
unending’ labor mure than their mean-; 
of sustaining life.

But their clay's work done, they might 
forget it. and in the heat and light of 
the campi, in their numbers, in song, 
and in such liquor as they could obtain, 
find a few brief hours of enjoyment, a 
bright color-patch on the dull, gray win
ter of their lives.

Why not? And if the whoop of the 
eookee at four o'clock fell on reluctant 
ears and if they snarled curses In the 
dark of the morning hours, still there 
was the memory of the heat and light 
and the song and the like, to look for

ward to at the end of another stint of 
toil.

The gang hit the camp) as an invading 
army. They -tripped off heavy e!<-th
ing, wet mitts, larrigans, and mck-, and 
hung them up in festoons, dunning dry 
socks and nineca-in-. ami they ate like 
famished wolve-. Bacon, beans, bread;, 
rice, and moia-ses Amply vanished be
fore their attack, a.ud -cabling tea 
washed them clown.. Aloud they cursed 
the cook and Cookee. and called for 
more food and yet more, eating fe.ro-* 
ciou.-lv. voraciouslv. tearing at the meat 
and broad like animal-.

At la -1. however, their appetites vn re 
satisfied, and they trooped hack to the 
-leeping-camp), leaving the wreck lie- 
hind to the care of the cook and cookee. 
Men disposed themselves in bunks or 
on benches in attitudes of ease: pipes 
were lit: a pack of cards was pro
duced, and a game of forty-five started; ; 
a month-organ gave forth sentimental 
-trains. The camp wa- in full swing 
of an enjoyable evening.

Foley entered, sought out the new 
men with hi- - eye, and beckoned to 
them. They lined up in front of him, 
and he looked them up and down, it 
was not a friendly inspection, nor was 
it unfriendly: merely impersonal and 
very keen. One by one he questioned 
them and allotted their work. Mcl'ike 
was the last.

Foley looked bins over appreciative
ly. noting the set of tire firm neck into 
the broad -boulder-, the poise and solid
ity of the bod}-, and the direct gaze of 
the cold blue eye-. Here was a man 
after his own heart, -o far as physical 
qualifications went. Remained, the 
question of "hardness."

"Where've yen been workin'?" he 
asked.

"Moore's camp- on the Pick." rooked 
ale Pike.

"What’d you leave for? Fired’ "
"TIT air," said M cl’ ike -lowly, "was 

unhealthy."
Foley grinned. It wa- no concern of 

hi- how the man b&pjiBied to come to 
him. Enough that he was there, and if 
he had got into trouble elsewhere, so 
much the better.



T h e  b o s s  o f  t h e  n o s  n e c h e k e S5

"So long's you work." lie announced, 
"I  don't care a whoop what else yon 
do. If a man does a man’s work in his 
hours. lie- may rai-e all the hell he wants 
after. Hut"— with a stare of momentary 
ferocity and a clenching- of his enor
mous hamh—"let me catch a man so- 
jering ! Let me catch you sojering, just 
i Cite!"

" I  work enough to earn me pay." 
said Me Pike briefly* "an" no more. I'll 
um work the heart out av me for any 
pay l ever g; it vet. You'll find I do 
a ' much as army man."

"See you do," said Foley grimly, and 
turned on his heel.

McPike went back reflectively to his 
bunk, where he sat smoking, a quiet 
observer of what was going on.

In the course of tine evening trouble 
devel. iped between two of the card- 
player*. .Viter an interchange of curses 
a blow was struck. Immediately they 
fought— fought like dogs, rolling on the 
floor, biting and gouging. Finally one 
man was choked into insensibility, and 
the victor, rising, kicked him back into 
consciousness. _\'o one interfered. The 
defeated man rose and staggered to his 
bunk, and the incident was closed.

McPike had watched the fight crit
ically and dispassionately. When it was 
over he refilled his pipe and asked a 
question of a man sitting near him.

"Fights go here to a finish." was the 
answer. "So long’s a man can work 
next day Foley don't care."

"Who’s the best man in the camp?" 
asked McPike.

"Foley claims to be. but. o' course, no 
one climbs him none, Among the men 
it’s sixes between Plouffe an’ Rory 
Mackav. That’s Plouffe that just done 
up Holmes— surly, bad-actin' brute he 
is. too—tin' that's Red Retry over there 
cm the bench. They ain't scrapped yet. 
but they're due to most any day. The 
Frenchmen swear by Plouffe, o' course; 
the rest of us back Rory. Where do 
you come from? Oh. the Pickanoffk! 
Well, they've some tough camps up 
there, but this has them all beat. You're 
new to it. but you'll get yours soon 
enough ; though by your looks I guess 
you can handle yourself some."

" I f  anny lad wants to take a birl out 
of me all he has got to do is to say so," 
said McPike. with emphasis. "There’s 
no man in this camp going to run on 
me, and if y<m or your friends has no
tions of tryin’ the same. I'll cure you 
oi era quick."

"I  ain't no star fighter.-"  said the man 
deprecating!}-. ’pm' I was just telling 
ymi for vi 'iir own good. Pv the free 
way you s w ing y o u t  tongue vou’re due 
tew a heap of trouble, or to make some."

"Me tongue nay he free." said Mc
Pike truer,lently. "hut me lists is freer. 
W hat you said 1 take friendly, an’ what 
I say to you L the same. It's no brag 
I make, hut the man that climbs me will 
get buried, an' ye may tell it to anny 
one here."

Hy the first glint of dawn the gang 
was in the Woods and at work. Then 
McPike. swinging an ax with the ef
fortless rapidity of the expert, saw a 
'ample of Foley's powers as a driver of 
men. The man was everywhere, storm
ing from place to place, getting the last 
pound of work out of his hands. The 
saws screeched anti ripped, the axes hit 
deep and hard, and the teams moved at 
a trot. The gang was doing just about 
a third more work than the ordinary 
crew, and doing it well.

holey stood for a moment watching 
the steady rise and fall of McPike's 
ax.

"You'll do." he said briefly ; "keep it 
up." -Mid the next moment McPike 
heard him fairly inundating a lagging 
teamster with a flood of picturesque 
blasphemy.

The nooning brought a needed rest. 
Pn the sunny side of a knoll the conkce 
had built a fire, and tea boiled in a huge 
pail. Bread and bacon in thick sand
wiches formed the staples of the meal, 
with a handful of doughnuts thrown in 
for good measure. When the meal was 
over there was time for a brief smoke. 
Then the work began again, and con
tinued till the sun set at four o’clock.

Back in camp, supper over. McPike 
puffed contentedly at his pipe and talked 
with new acquaintances. One brought 
out a bottle of "whisky Plane" from his 
bunk, and they drank, cementing their
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friendship. This was the hour of re
laxation. Tales were in order. A mu
sician produced an accordion, and. 
throwing hack his head with a prelim
inary whine, broke forth into the "B al
lad of Jimmie Judge,'’ a clasffc of the 
Upper Ottawa.
" T w a s  on the Ronnecliere River.

A  little tie low Renfrew.
This yor.ng- man went tot to break a jam

And in the jam fell through.'’

wailed the singer, his nose pointed sky- 
wand. as a dog that howls to the moon.
“ His  hair hung down in ring-gu-Iets

And his skin was white as snow.
And I mane for to sound his prai-ai-ses

Wherever I—do—go."

And then with a crash the whole camp 
sailed into the chorus.
"F o r  this young man's name was Jimmie 

Judge,
As we mane for to let veer kftow :

Alt' we mane for to sound his prai-ai-ses
Wherever we—do—go."

The praises of the heroic Judge were 
sounded to the extent of some thirty 
stanzas, and the accordion-player, after 
one or two attempts at tunes that came 
to nothing, suddenly began to play "The 
Protestant Boys” with vigor.

It was like a match in a powder-mill. 
Crash ! Arsene Plouffe’s larrigan kicked 
the accordion into the player’s face, and 
at the same instant a Protestant fist 
landed behind Ploy Tie's ear, stretching 
him neatly. With a bellow. Red Rory 
Mackay leaped from his bench and 
plunged into the fray. Short and sweet 
was the scrap, quelled by the arrival of 
Foley, who would not have troubled to 
interfere with anything less than a 
wholesale riot. By sheer brute strength 
he flung the fighting men apart, and 
hurled at them a blast of invective that 
made them pause in respectful admira
tion.

“ What started thi.-?’’ he roared an
grily in conclusion.

"H e." said one. indicating the ac
cordion-player, "played 'The Protestant 
B oys'!"

Foley grimly surveyed the battered 
features of the musician, and a spark 
of humor lit in his eye.

" I f  that’s it," he said, "go to it again,

the whole pack of you, if you like'" 
With which, he turned on his heel and 
strode to his own quarters.

But the fight was over. When it be
gan, fMcTike had leaped lightly into an 
upper bunk, from which vantage-point 
he had enjoyed himself hugely, his pipe 
between his teeth. He sat there swing
ing his legs and grinning as Foley de
parted. and so drew upon himself the 
displeasure of one Doran, whose feat
ures had suffered in the affray.

"You, sitting grinning there, kept far 
enough out of harm's way," he ob
served. " I t ’s careful ye are of your
self."

"It is,” said McPike. "I  do be takiu’ 
the best of care of meself. bein’ well 
able to. Which, by the look of your 
face, you can’t. An' have ye anny ob
jections to mention. I ’d like to know?"

"A  man," declared Doran loftily, "as 
will climb to get out of a scrap, is no 
man at all.”

" I  can climb down to get into wan, 
it so be vouVé anxious.”  suggested Mc- 
Pike.

"Do," said Doran briefly, and at the 
word Me Pike launched himself into the 
air. It was over in a minute. Doran 
was .-'imply smothered by the avalanche 
of blows rained on him, and went down 
holding both hands over his face. Tic- 
Pike, disdaining- to follow up his ad
vantage, faced the crowd.

" I f  there's another man w’u'd rather 
sce me in a row than watching it," he 
observed, with meaning, "all he has to 
do is to say so."

But the men had had enough fighting’ 
for one night. Xu one of them felt like 
tackling this newcomer who seemed 
abundantly able to look after himself. 
Sulkily growling at each other, they 
proceeded to their bunks, rolled them
selves in their blankets, and slept the 
sound sleep of open-air workers.

Gradually the cherry-red glow of the 
huge stove faded out: the cold of the 
outside world drew closer: strange
cracking sounds issued from the timbers 
of the camp: white rime appeared on 
the blankets, where the breath of the 
sleepers struck and congealed.

In the months that followed, Me-
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Pike established himself. The license 
of the camp suited hint Whisky, usual
ly forbidden, was plentiful, and he 
drank while there was anything to 
drink. A  row of any kind, or particu
larly rough horse-play, was his delight, 
hut he never picked a quarrel or avoided 
one. 11 is readiness to fight at the drop 
of a hat became universally recognized, 
and after one or two encounters in 
which the result was never in doubt, no 
one ventured to molest him. Indeed, 
it became a matter of speculation as to 
whether he could whip Arsene Flouffe 
or Rory Mackay. between whom the 
question of supremacy remained unde
cided.

One night Flouffe and Mackay col
lided. The cause was trifling, having to 
do with a tale as to wolves, told Mackay 
by his father and by the son related, but 
Flouffe saw fit to cast a doubt upon the 
truth of the story, and Mackay‘s filial 
pride took hurt.

" I  will haf you to understand that 
what I haf said my father told me, and 
slit iss the truth," said Red Rory.

"She's dam’ fonnee story, hall de 
same," said Flouffe sturdily. "I  t’ink 
your fader she's dronk w'en she see 
dose wolf, me."

And then they fought, a genuine, old- 
time. rough-and-tumble battle, from 
which Red Rory emerged victorious and 
Flouffe spent the next day in his bunk, 
thereby drawing on himself and his op
ponent the wrath of Foley, who, hav
ing the working efficiency of his men 
in view, issued an edict that henceforth 
no fights should be fought save on a 
Saturday night.

In this manner Rory Mackay became 
undisputed boss of Foley’s camp, re
puted the toughest on the Bouneehere, 
and gave himself airs accordingly. And 
the manner of his dethronement was 
thus :

Rory, in sportive mood, superin
duced by ' ‘whisky blanc,” had slyly ta
ken a clay pipe lying on the table and 
thrust the stem into the red coals at the 
stove-door until it became thoroughly 
heated, after which he replaced it.

This pipe belonged to McPike, who 
had laid it down in the excitement of a

good hand o f  cards. The hand played, 
he laid hold o f  the pipe by the bowl, 
tamped the load with one finger, and 
placed, the stem between his teeth.

Thereupon, as the hot clay seared his 
lips and tongue, he sprang up with a 
yell and a volley or profanity and hurled 
the pipe from him. After which, in 
cold rage, he demanded the name of 
him who: had played the trick, seeking 
the circle of faces with his eyes and at 
last pitching on an entil'd}' innocent per
son. and inviting h i®  to stand up and 
settle it. man to man.

The person invited was naturally re
luctant. and protested his innocence, 
whereupon McPike reviled him afresh 
and was about to proceed to violence, 
when Kory took the affair over.

"Let the man alone." he said. "It 
wass me that did it, and I did it in joke. 
What you haf to say can be said to 
me."

"Can it?" cried McPike, whirling on 
him ferociously. "Then it's this, ye 
bandy-legged. Glengarry Scotchman! 
You're no man, but a thing; ye think 
bekasc ye licked Ploufie. there, ye’re 
the boss o' this camp 1 I ’ll show ye 
who's boss, an' show ye quick. Sthrip, 
ye red-hided divil, an' fight it out!"

"I f  you will be bating a fight ofer a 
joke----- " began Rory, in no way dis
turbed. beginning to remove his coat.

"A  joke!" roared McPike furiously. 
"Burn a man raw in the mouth an’ call
it a joke! You----- " and he gave vent
to his feelings in a perfect torrent of ex
pletives.

'T ery  well." said Red Rory, his face 
darkening into a scowl as the bitter 
words cut home: “ now I will show you 
a thing that iss not a joke."

The fight went down in the annals of 
Foley's as great. Rory was strong as 
a bull and quick as a cat. with a l o n g  
experience of rough fighting and the 
prestige of past victories to back it.

But McPike in action, fighting with 
his temper aroused, was a wonder. 
There was no trick of foul fighting that 
lie did not know, and he was not to be 
taken by surprise. In addition, he had 
what Rory had not, an intimate knowl
edge of the art of self-defense; also his
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hitting-power was enormous and his 
strength fully equal to his opponent’s. 
And, further, in spite of his passion, 
he was deadly cool.

If Red Rory had a string of scalps at 
his belt McPike had a longer string, 
fairly won from the best men of half a 
dozen lumbering districts. He went 
into the fight to punish his man. and 
rushed matters from the start. When 
they clinched and wrestled he fought 
himself loose and came on again. 
Counter rushes he met, stilt and un
yielding.

The spectators stood in a circle, 
breathing hard. This was to their 
liking; such a fight had not been seen 
for years: they reveled in it. Bets were 
offered and taken. Pole}' entered unno
ticed and watched, likewise.

At last came a clinch from which Mc
Pike, hard-hitter though he was, could 
not escape. The two went down to
gether, and finished the fight on the 
ground. It was McPike who finally 
came uppermost, and, freeing his right 
arm, smashed Red Rory twice, driving 
his head against the boards, whereupon 
the latter’s hold grew limp, and he lay 
without movement.

McPike rose, breathing heavily and 
badly marked. The men assisted Red 
Rory to his feet, and for a moment he 
stood swaying. Then, as full conscious
ness returned to him. he offered his 
hand to McPike.

“ It wass a fery coot fight, and you 
haf won." he said. "And I will be say
ing that there iss no man on the Bonne- 
chere, unless it iss Black Angus Fraser 
— who iss a fery hard fighter—that can 
whip you. Will you shake hands, being 
a petter man than I ?"

“ Sure I will." said McPike, grasping 
the outstretched hand. “ It ’s a good 
man ye are, Rory Mackay. Xo better 
have I ever met—a munching good 
man."

“ And I will say now." said Red Rory, 
“ that I am sorry that I played that lit
tle joke. It was thoughtless, and I am 
sorry.”

"That’s all right.” said McPike. ‘ 'It ’s 
over, and I have no hard feelings. 
You're as good a fighter as ever I met.

an' that's no small thing to say, let me 
tell you. There's McRae over there 
has a bottle. . Let’s drink to better 
friendship."

In this manner McPike won to lead
ership at Foley's, which meant much. 
It meant that he was proved the best 
fighter in a camp of good fighting men : 
it meant, also, that in the spring when 
all hands went down river with the 
drive of logs he must be the champion 
of the camp, and maintain its honor 
against all and sundry. And that, on 
the Bonnechere. was no light thing.

Meantime Mackay's reference to 
Black Angus Fraser had found a lodg
ment in McPike’s mind. Front time to 
time he gleaned information as to this 
worthy. lie  learned, for one thing, that 
Fraser was regarded and styled himself 
the "Boss of the Bonnechere,” which 
proud title he had held for several years, 
having obtained it by the decisive de
feat of one Aubichon, who formerly 
laid claim thereto.:

Fraser was reputed to be a man of 
enormous size, whose strength and ac
tivity were without parallel. Tales were 
told of him—how lie could grip a barre! 
of pork with his teeth and throw it over 
his head behind him : how he bent horse
shoes with his hands: haw. on a bet, 
he had split a two-inch oak plank with a 
blow of his fist. ALo. there were tale- 
of his numberless battles, in which fiL 
ferocity and merciless treatment of a de
feated opponent figured largely. It ap
peared that he invariably “ put the 
boots" to a whipped man.

Fo\v, the sole,' of a river driver’s 
boots are studded with ‘‘corks." which 
are small spikes on the principle of hob
nails. hut long and sharp. These en
able him to maintain hi- footing on 
wet. slippery logs. The}- are his salva
tion in a wild race for shore when a jam 
breaks and his wav leads across a wri
thing, groaning mass of up-ending tim
bers.

They are also weapons of offense and 
defense. By time-honored custom 
among lumbermen the victor may stamp 
upon the features and body of a fallen 
foe with boots thus armed—“ put the 
boots to him," as the phrase goes. The
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result? are lasting. As to the face, 
when the foot is set down sharply and 
lifted perpendicularly, scars like small
pox are left. When it is twisted when 
down a thing of horror remains.

And it was the habit of Black Angus 
Fraser to set his boot on his victim's 
face and twist it. after having almost 
trampled out the life from the body. 
This gave him his reputation. He 
brooded over the Bonnechere, a great 
shadow, and embodied dread to his fel
low-, a man cursed coming and going, 
living and dead, by a score of men to 
whom he had shown no mercy in his 
hour of triumph.

These tilings McPike heard at .first 
hand from the mouths of eve-witnesses : 
he digested them at his leisure. Also, 
fey careful questioning, he elicited much 
information as to the methods of at
tack pursued by Fraser. It appeared 
that he rushed an adversary off his feet 
and once down finished the job: all of 
which McPike stored away in his mem- 
on'.

But bis questioning gave rise to ques
tions.

"\\ hat you hax me hall dose Bing 
for?" demanded burly Arse as Plouffe. 
-cowling at his interlocutor. "Mebbe 
you Pink you fight dat Hangus Xoirl 
By gar. I Pink you crazee, me!"

"Don't you think too hard. Arsene. 
an' hurt yourself." said McPike chcer- 
:ully. W ear's I can find out. I'm due 
to see this Angus man on the dhrive, 
an’ it'll do me no harm to know all I 
can about him. TIP more I hear, tlfi 
farther off I can keep."

Plouffe shrugged his shoulders, fill
ing his pipe with unspeakable tabac 
rouge.

"She's not my bizness w'at you do," 
he said. "But I'll tol' you dat mans lie's 
keel somebody some tarn. You'll be 
good mans—mos' dam' good—but dis 
mans lie's fight comwc Ic diablc, an' you 
don’t stan' no show for because lie's too 
modi beeg an" strong. I'll know heem, 
me. an' I keep bout bees road."

"Tell me. now,” said McPike, "can 
lie punch." I know all that about his 
splitting boards with his fist, but can he 
punch hard an' straight an' fast in a

fight, an’ keep on punchiiv ? a An’ did 
ever anny one punch him in a good spot 
with weight back o’ th’ arrm ? An’ has 
he anny gyard to speak of, or does he 
just take to give?"

But these were matters too high for 
Plouffe.

"He's fight lak hell.'’ he said solemn
ly. ‘T ie's pouch lak hit wit" ax, an' 
he’s not feel heem w’en you pouch back. 
An? then lie's j u s "  jomp in wit' de 
hoops.

The rumor of Me Pike's interest in 
Black Angus spread through tile camp, 
and increasing as it spread, became a 
statement that McPike had sworn to 
fight him on sight. This reached the 
ears of Foley, who took occasion to give 
advice.

"I'm  ii"t saving you're not an able 
man," lie observed to McPike, "but take 
niy advice and let this Fraser alone, 
l ie ’s bad. 1 le’s too big for you, for one 
thing, and lie's apt to cripple you for 
life, if you give him a hard scrap. I 
wouldn't want to tackle him myself. 
Let him be, like a sensible lad.”

"Mister Foley." said McPike, "I'm 
not looking for a fight with him or anny 
other man, but if I happen across him 
and he r u n s  on me we will have it. HI 
be run on by no man. 1 never was, 
without a fight, an' 1 never will be. He 
may be ill' bo-s of the Bonnechere, an’ 
bad. as yon say. but I'm not afeard to 
take a chance at him, if so be he crowds 
me."

"Take it, then." -aid Foley, "but pay 
your own doctor's bills. I've warned 
you."

Slowly the long winter wore away. 
The days lengthened: the sun grew 
stronger. The snow mounds sank and 
dwindled, and little trickles of water 
appeared oil the southern slopes by day 
and froze by night. The air, from be
ing dry. hard, and edged, grew soft and 
moist. The ice blackened and honey
combed in the river. The birds began 
to return. Then came a day with a 
heavy south wind and a warm rain. 
Groaning- and crackings came from the 
river: tremblings ran through the ice. 
Then, with much noise, it began to 
shove, and went out. a mass of tossing
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flues and cakes, and the blue water 
danced and sparkled beneath the soft 
sunshine of spring.

On the banks of the river the winter's 
cut of logs lay corded in great piles on 
the skidways, gently «loping toward 
the water. These were broken out. The 
log's rolled and plunged into the water, 
being held by a boom until all was in 
readiness. Then the boom was opened 
and the drive was on.

Men followed the drive on either 
bank with pike-poles and peavies. re
leasing such logs as were caught in 
shallows. Others in "peakics" swung 
down the stream. These peakies are big 
boats, sharp ami high at bow and stern. 
They pull from six oars upward, the 
oars being set in thole-pins. < ire man 
stand» in the bow and smother in the 
stern, each with a long, strong paddle, 
both steering and paddling. The boats 
held tents for the crew. grub, and out
fit. The pace of the drive was the pace 
of the hindmost log.

And so. it being spring, and the wa
ter good though not at its highest be
cause the more northern snows had not 
yet melted. Foley's drive came down the 
Bonnechcre without mishap and without 
the logs once jamming. By night they 
pitched tents and built great fires to dry 
their garments, for on the drier the 
Sign are for the most part wet to the 
waist from daylight to dark-.

They ate hungrily and dropped to 
sleep immediately thereafter, hugging 
the luxury of dry ckthes and blankets, 
till the whoop of the cookee roused 
them to herd the floating logs once 
more. But, on the whole, in spite of 
icy water, wet clothes, and-, such dis
comforts, it was pleasant, and, more
over, each stow mile brought them near
er to the delights of civilization, from 
which they had been cut off for many 
months.

It was at White's Sney below the Big 
Slides that they ran into McCall's 
drive. This entire drive was hung up in 
the Xarrows, a series of shallow rock- 
ledges. The men were working like 
demons to break not one hut a dozen 
jams, and because of want of water 
were making small progress.

FoTey managed to boom most of his 
logs, but some ran down and into the 
mass of McCall's and added to the 
trouble. The two gangs thereupon 
joined forces and turned in to get the 
river clear, holding it a waste of time 
to wait for a rise of water. And under 
these circumstances McPike, boosting 
an obstinate stick of pine with a peavie. 
got his first glimpse of Black Angus 
Fraser, the boss of the Bonnechere.

A man leaped lightly on a near-by 
log, and stood for an instant looking- 
oyer the mass of timber. Six feet three 
lie stood in his boots, but looked less be
cause of his breadth. A bushy! black 
beard growing almost to his eyes hid 
the lower part of his features, but his 
forehead was broad and high and his 
eyes black, keen, and alert, j j is  weight 
was perhaps two hundred and ten 
pounds, anrl this was all fighting meat, 
muscle. and bone, without a soft tissue 
or an ounce of fat. The muscles on his 
neck and arms stood out like ropes be
neath the open collar and rolled-up 
sleeves. For a moment the man stood 
erect, perfectly poised, and then he 
leaped ten feet to another log, alighting 
surely, with catlike certainty and 
grace.

McPike, boosting once more with his 
peavie. shook his head reflectively, lie  
needed no one to tell him that this was 
Black Angus Fraser. "The best set-up 
man ever I see." he muttered. "B ig 
an' hard an' quick, an' he th' look av 
him ongodly strong. An' liiirtv pounds 
more than me if an ounce. Jimmie, me 
buck, you've had, some had fights in 
your time, hut you don't want one with 
this man—unkos he crowds you. If
he ekes----- " And McPike's teeth
closed with a snap, as he twirled the big 
log out of its resting-place with a con
traction of his splendid muscles and a 
heave of the body, and sent it spinning 
into the water.

White's Sney. besides a motley --col
lection of houses, a blacksmith's shop, 
and a store, boasted a house of enter
tainment called the ‘'Repos du Yoy- 
ageur." as set forth on a sign-board 
representing an impossible canoe 
manned by a weird crew, in the grip of
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a particularly fierce bit of rapids. The 
owner of the house, one Baptiste Bot
vin, was celebrated for two things, 
namely, that he had once tried to hang 
himself, and for the quality of the 
"whisky blanc” that he dispensed.

On this night, then, following a hard 
day with the logs, McPike, Rory Alac- 
kay, and several more of Foley's men 
betook themselves to the "Repos du 
Yoyageur” with intent to offset the ef
fects of a day's work in cold water.

They found the bar already filled 
with McCall's crew, and mingled with 
them sociably. Head and shoulders 
above his fellows towered Black An
gus. hoisting in white whisky in liberal 
doses. The effect of the liquor acting- 
on a gloomy temperament, was to make 
him quarrelsome, a result indicated by 
a smoldering fire in his eyes and two 
perpendicular furrows between them. 
J Ie greeted the newcomers with a scowl 
and a surly nod and a swift scanning- of 
each man.

McRike drank, and as the scarcely di
luted high-wines tingled in his veins 
all desire to avoid trouble vanished. In
stead, he desired it greatly. The oppor
tunity was not long in coming, and was 
not of his seeking-.

An altercation began between one of 
Foley's men and one of McCall's, touch
ing the respective merits of their camps 
and the men composing them. In
stances of prowess were cited on both 
sides: individuals were compared.
Roundly. McCall's man swore that his 
camp was unequaled, and in conclusion 
pointed to Fraser, as one who clinches 
an argument.

The argument of Foley's man in re
buttal was nio-tly personal, and included 
a sneer at Fraser, with a statement as 
to a man in his own camp who could 
"beat tlfi head off of Fraser or any other 
man in McCall's gang.'' The voices 
were loud and the attention of the room 
was attracted.

Fraser shoved forward to the dispu
tants. McPike, from the other direc
tion. came forward also. As boss of 
Foley's camp, it was incumbent on him 
to take part in any affair touching its 
honor.

"What is all this you are talking o f? ’’ 
demanded Fraser ominously, scowling 
down at the two men. "Who is this 
mail of yours who will beat my head 
o f t ' ? ' ’

The Foley partizan, fairly caught, 
qualified his statement in apprehension 
of the great man before him.

"I didn't say he would; I said maybe 
he could.”

Fraser laughed scornfully, regard
ing him with a baleful eye.

"’Maybe ? Yes. There is not a man 
in your camp that dares to try. Is it 
Mackay you mean? I sec Mackay 
there, and he knows better. If there is 
a man among you at all, bring him out. 
There is much talk with, you men of 
Foley's, but little else. Let me see this 
mau—this big man who is such a fight
er. but who fears to show himself.”

Foley's man, at this moment, became 
aware of the proximity of McPike by 
liis si tic, and. looking at him, took heart 
of grace.

"That's him," he announced briefly, 
and straightway backed into the crowd.

McPike. lints singled out, accepted 
the situation without question. lie  bore 
Fraser's care and gave it back with in
terest. Fye held eye without a waver, 
and Fraser spoke.

“ You will be on Foley’s drive.”
"I am." said McPike shortly.
"What is your name? I have never 

seen you before.”
"M cJ’ike is my name—Jimmie Mc

Pike,'' replied the other: "and you are 
Black .Align- Fraser, by your looks.'’

"I am Angus Fraser, the boss of the 
Buimcclu-re." was the reply. “ I f I am 
black, wm arc red.”

"Red I may be.”  said McPike. “ Ale 
blood L red: they say "tis the blood 
gives the color."

Fraser's eyes narrowed at the insult, 
and his muscles tensed.

"For less than that,” he said, “ I have 
broken half the bones in a man's body. 
You are a little red cock that crows 
loudly, and your comb needs cutting-. 
It is not safe to play with me, and no 
red-headed Irish thief shall do it.”

"That's as it may be,”  said McPike 
insolently. "I'know  who ye arre, well
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enough. Ye call yerself b o *  ° ' the 
Bonnechere! Well, here's what I think 
of you!"

McPike had fmatched a match coolly, 
while speaking, as if: to lig'ht his pipe. 
With a sudden movement he thrust the 
dame into the black tangle of Fraser's 
beard. The hair caught fire with a 
crackle and a smell of singeing. With 
a yell Fraser grasped the flame in his 
hands and crushed it out. but not be
fore it had burned beard, mustache, and 
eyebrows badly. Then he turned on 
fWc I ’ike with a whirl of Gaelic curses.

Me Pike was prepared. In the com
motion he had removed his coat, and 
Stood, «Stripped to shirt and trouser.-,, 
ready, his hands half-lifted, his head 
thrust forward and slightly sunk be
tween his shoulders, and feet apart.

"Take off yer coat,” lie said, as the 
mm formed a ring around me two. 
''It's fair wanung I give you You'll 
need it off. You an' me will seise 
who’s boss of the river. It's my belief 
you're a windbag an’ a quitter.”

Fever in all >*'- evce<: bad Flack An
gus met with such eiefiance. Especially 
of recent years the men with whom he 
had fought had been half-whip red be
fore the fight began, by his reputation 
merely. But this individual appeared 
indifferent to that reputation, and in
vited hostilities instead of avoiding 
them. Very well. He would show 
him what it meant to meet Angus 
Fraser in a single combat. After that 
it would be many a long day before this 
McPike desired a fight with any one.

His first fury was gone, and a cold 
rage possessed him. He took off his 
coat, rolled up his sleeves, and stepped 
forward, his heavy river-boots clump
ing on the fioor.

His antagonist waited quietly, and, 
as he s i®n e e d , Fraser look note of the 
compactness-- of the body, the solidity 
with which the neck was set into the 
shoulders, and the steadiness of the 
cold blue eyes that bored into his. 
Here was a man—obviously here was a 
fighting* man, no doubt of some local 
reputation, who thought to usurp his 
title, lie  might be capable of a good 
fight, but to beat him, Angus Fraser—

pshaw! it was too absurd. Xone the 
less, he closed in cautiously, feeling his 
opponent out.

McPike broke ground with equal 
caution. ITe was taking no chances on 
a sudden rush. The lighter man, sure 
to be half-killed if defeated, he was 
careful. 11 is moccasins—he had pur
posely discarded the heavy river-boots 
that night to give him quicker action 
in case of trouble—pad-padded softly 
on the boards as he circled to the right.

With a bound Black Angus drove in, 
swinging heavily. McPike was out.-Fie 
the blow, and came back like a flaslt 
with a right and a left to the body: 
then he danced out again, and Angus 
followed him, endeavoring to find an 
opening*. He found it, and got home, 
hut lightly, on McPike’s forehead. 
McPike missed a vicious swing for the 
jaw. and still retreated. Black Angu.- 
rushed, hilling with both hands as he 
came. McPike met the rush, and a fu
rious rally took place, both men bang
ing* away for all that was in them. 
Then McPike broke again, bis face 
showing the effect of the encounter. 
Fraser, for his part, was bleeding, and 
his temper was getting the better of 
caution.

In a furious rush lie landed a round 
arm-blow that sent McPike to the floor, 
and leaped for him intent on trampling 
out all further fight. But McPike, even 
as he fell, rolled to his hands and knees, 
and was on his feet with a bound. As 
Black Angus came he was hit once, 
twice, and again. Blows at close range 
that went home solidly checked hi> 
rush, and mad# him stagger. McPike 
was at him. following up his advan
tage. Fraser fought back wildly. 
There was a power behind those fists 
that thudded on his bod}* Slid smashed 
into his face that he had never felt 
before. It maddened him. He plunged 
forward, and came to grips with his 
foe.

This was not to McPike's liking*. It 
was the thing he was trying to avoid. 
He felt Fraser's arms around him in a 
mighty grip that sank into his flesh 
and compressed his vitals. Desperately 
he hit with one free hand, and, though
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each blow brought a gasp from Black 
Angus, his grip hid not relata

Then-McPike found that he was be
ing slowly lifted from his feet. Strong 
as he was, and though lie bowed hi- 
back and strained to break loose until 
his muscles cracked, he could not break 
the hold. lie  brought his feet down 
with force on the foot of Black Angus, 
but even as he did só lie remembered 
that he ocas wearing moccasins, and not 
the corked river-boots, that would have 
punctured the leather and driven 
through into the flesh and bone. Then 
he was lifted clear of the ground and 
thrown.

The two men went down, and, a- 
they did so, Fraser'.- hold relaxed by a 
very little. It wa- enough, however, 
for McPike to draw up his knee and 
plant it with force in his antagonist's 
stomach, at the same time getting hi- 
forearni across the throat. That broke 
the hold, and the two men, gasping for 
breath, came to their feet.

Once caught, 'Mid 'ike was tvarv. Try 
as lie might. Fraser could not get grip 
of him again. And all the time he wa- 
beiug hit, and hit hard. Did he rush, 
his head was rocked back by blows that 
tarred him throughout his entire body: 
didi he merely hold hi.- ground lie was 
attacked ferociously. It never occurred 
to inm to break ground or retreat: that 
was no part of his method. To get to 
cl. '.se quarters and finish, the thing—that: 
was the wav. Therefore lie forced the 
fighting, confident in hi- splendid 
strength to carry him in.

But McPike was far from having: it 
all his own way : lie was taking punish
ment that it required ail his superb 
physique to ,-tand. His face was cut 
and swollen, a dull pain, alternating 
with sharp spasm,-, was in hi- left side, 
and lie knew that one or more ribs were 
broken. flis feet had been stamped
upon by the. corks until each movement 
was torture, and his mocea.-ins Were wet 
with blood. He felt that unless some
thing happened soon, superior weight 
and strength would wear him out. And 
that meant the worst. ITis jaw .-et 
hard, his cold blue eyes hid themselve- 
beneath drawn brows, and he called

upon his reserves of vitality and grit for 
a final effort.

Slowly lie retreated, stalling to get 
wind. Back lie was driven, around the 
circle. Here and there in the crowd 
lie could see the faces of Foley's men, 
leaning forward, intent, breathless, fol
lowing every motion : as he was forced 
back he could read foreboding in their 
e\es. But he had brief time for such 
observations. The business before him 
demanded great attention.

And now he felt that the time had 
come to win if lie was to win at ail. Un
wind had come back, and strength 
surged up in him again. Thereupon he 
met Black Angus stiffly with a whirl
wind of blows that drove the latter 
back. Ale I ‘Ike rushed., and Black An
gus tripped and fell, amid a roar from 
the crowd. Never had they seen him 
go down he fo il. But he was on hi.- 
feet again in one motion, and, losing all 
control of himself, ran blindly at his ad
versary. his arms outstretched and his 
hands clutching for a hold.

McPike stepped hack and stood, his 
left ami extended, his right hand 
drawn back and on a level with his arm- 
pit, As Black Angus came within 
range. McPike's right hand and right 
foot came forward together with a 
powerful thrust of the body. The blow 
was delivered a- a shot-putter make- lii,- 
thnmv. It landed squarelv at the base 
of the ear, and Black Angsts simply 
dropped in his tracks. As lie fell, Mc
Pike leaped on him and drove his feet 
into the limp bndv. Then a look of ut
ter disgust came over his battered face. 
He Was wearing' moccasins.

"Did ever anny ones' lie said, "try 
for to p it the boots till a man wid moc
casins on?"

. A roar of laughter burst from the 
crowd. Tile}' -urged around him, sha
king his hand- and congratulating him.

"Be careful av that right hand," said 
McPike. releasing it unceremoniously 
from the grasp Of an admirer. 
"There's something bruk in it from that 
last punch I give him. Try an’ get him 
on his feet, some av yeez. I hope he's 
not hurts! bad. for it's a good man he
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Black AngffiS Fraser rolled over and 
rose to his feet, staggering blindly. Mc- 
Pike stepped forward and supported 
him. lie  guided the man to the bar, 
and forced a glass of whisky into his 
unwilling hand.

‘'Drink that." he said, "and you'll feel 
better. ’Twas th’ fine fight you put up. 
Fraser. T is  meself that knows it."

Black Angus gulped down the liquor 
and regarded him curiously.

"I was never beaten before,'" he said, 
"and I have fought many fights, and I 
have put the boots to all the men that 
I have beaten. I would have done the 
same to you had I won. Why did you 
not do it to me ?"

“ I tried." said McPike simply, "but 
I'm wearing moccasins. Lucky for you 
I am. Are ye satisfied, or shall we go 
to it again when you’re rested?"

I’lack Angus shook: his head.
“ You are the better man. I have al

ways said when I met a better man I 
would fight no more. Therefore this 
is my last fight. Yon are the boss of 
the Bonnechere, till such time as vour 
turn comes to be beaten."

That night saw high revelrv at the 
"Repos du Yoyageur." Such a combat 
had rarely been seen, and the ousting

W m 1*

of Black Angus from his proud position 
was an opportunity for celebration that 
it would have been sinful to neglect. 
To these lumbermen it was an event as 
all important as the founding of Rome, 
the Battle of Waterloo, or Lee's surren
der to the men of these periods.

To them it was history in the ma
king : it was an epoch from which other 
and lesser events might date. Where
fore, Baptiste Potvin reaped a harvest; 
and until away into the small hours the 
village dogs bayed fiercely at lumber
men returning to camp by twos and 
throes, more or less unsteadily, singing 
unexpurgated versions of interminable 
"Come—rail—ye's."

But in the sleeping tent of McCall's 
crew a man lav in the farthest corner, 
his face hidden in the blankets and his 
body shaken with noiseless sobs, the 
grief of a strong man who has lost the 
pride of his strength—the loser, the ex
boss of the Bonnechere.

And in Foley's tent lay another man, 
asleep; a man battered and disfigured, 
whose every movement gave him pain, 
whose muscles twitched and hands 
cleiighed convulsively in his slumbers 
— the victor, the new boss of the Bon
nechere.

W H E N  T H E  M O T O R  S T R U C K

TOOT, toot, toot!" went the horn of the big automobile as it thumped along 
the road.

But the old farmer, who was very deaf, walked mi quietly in blissful 
ignorance or the engine of destruction that was thundering toward him.

A sudden whir, a dull thud on the road, a bang, and the farmer was groveling 
in the dust.

“ Hurt?’’ asked the chauffeur, jumping out.
“ Ah, thankee, sir." chuckled the old man as he picked himself up and looked 

very pleased. "You might come round these ’ere parts again Seine time, will 'e ?" 
“ But aren't you hurt?" gasped the chauffeur.
“ Xot at all. It's done me a power o’ good."
“ Well, I ’m blessed 1" gasped the motor man. "How's that?"
"Well, mister," replied the old farmer, "that jolt you gave me unloosened a 

mustard plaster on my shoulder that I've been trying to get off for more than 
a week.'’
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nant. The probable destination of the tramp is Baltimore, but there is some mystery about the cruise—a 
mystery that appeals to Captain Wade, who is something of a free-lançg. Arrangements are concluded, 
and Wade and Herapath board the tramp and put to sea, accompanied by Hailiday and several of hi3 
friends. On the way out from Southampton they run down a yawl and rescue .Jean C’arvaulx and his niece, 
Miss Sylvester, who at their urgent request, are allowed to buy a passage for America on the D u n ea n n o n .

C H A P T E R  IIR  (Continued.)

-v.-wr-ío» i j-en o’clock next morn
ing we were off Ply- 
month. for the engines 
w e r e  banging h e r 
along, and Wacle was 
on the bridge when I 
came on deck for some 
air. Ide beckoned me 

to join him. and, I did so.
“ I say. Ned." he broke out. without 

greeting, “'she's a stunner."
"The Duneannonf ®  said I dryly.
"Our young g u e s t ,  there. Miss Syl

vester. She's nil right. I saw her this 
morning, when she insisted on thanking 
me prettily lor hauling her out of the 
water. I don't know but I'm glad Hal- 
liday’s taken the old chap along."

“ We are a mixed lot," said I.
"That's life. What's the odds ? Ned, 

keep an eye on that doctor.. He's a 
gi ■ rilln."

"Oh, no. he's not," I answered. "Doc
tor McLeod's only a Scotch barbarian. 
I'll comb his hair, if he needs it.’’

"It's a pity you had that row," he 
said thoughtfully.

"It's only part of the fun. isn't it?" I 
retorted significantly, and he laughed.

"Oh, I don't mind," he replied, as he

looked toward the land. "W e've got to 
drop that ancient mariner.-'

"But the ancient bird we keep." I 
added.

"And the niece."
lie  dropped the mariner and the pilot 

in safety inside the breakwater, while 
Monsieur Carvaulx looked on with shi
ning eyes. It was as if he were con
gratulating himself on his good fortune 
in not being landed. And as he leaned 
over the rail and watched, a figure stole 
to his side and looked landward, also. I 
recognized her at once as the girl I 
had seen on the qua}'. She gave me one 
glance <>f meditative inquiry, and then 
addressed tier uncle in French. For 
some tfme they remained chatting in 
good spirits, and once or twice a dry 
cackle sounded mirthlessly in the old 
man's throat.

He was distinctive in appearance, but 
not prepossessing. On the other hand, 
Miss Sylvester fully Justified Wade's 
enconium. She was of a youthful 
slightness, hut her slim bod}' denoted 
vigor and energy, and her face was 
vivid and sparkling with interest. Her 
cheeks were flying a little color, and 
the soft bronze of her hair took the fire 
of the morning sun.

The screw began to churn in the wa
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ter, the Dunccinnon turned her nose, 
and the Frenchman uttered a sigh—al
most, as it seemed, of contentment. His 
eyes were directed shoreward still, as 
it he watched for some one who never 
came, and watched with growing relief.

J had transferred niv attention from 
the niece to the uncle for the moment, 
tin nigh she was the prettier picture, but 
now I noticed that she was joined by 
McLeod, tall, sandy of head, and off
hand of manner. lie  was in an amiable, 
ji >eund mood, quite different from the 
raging Scot I had seen on a previous 
occasion. He talked freely and laughed 
loudly, and I could see that he was 
doing his best with the lady. Present
ly they began to promenade the deck 
together, and she presented a beaming, 
bright face to me as she came aft, talk
ing merrily with her companion.

I shrugged my shoulders and looked 
over the taffrail at the receding hills and 
breakwater, and fell into a little mood 
of reflection. From this I was awa
kened by a voice, and found Miss Svl- 
vester addressing me. McLeod stood 
some distance aft, with darkling brows.

"M r. Herapath, isn't it?" she said 
prettily, bidding out her hand. " I  have 
only just learned your identity. The 
captain told me of your brave conduct 
in jumping overboard to save me. Be
lieve me, Mr. Herapath, I am deeply 
indebted to you, and I thank you from 
rny heart."

It was phrased almost formally, but 
there was no mistaking the cordiality 
of her tone. She spoke with great con
fidence, and also with earnestness. Site 
was complete mistress of herself for so 
young a girl—for I judged her to be no 
more than twenty—and I thought I de
tected something un-English not only in 
her manner, but in her voice. And it 
was not quite explained by her French 
uncle. I took her hand, and murmured 
my reply, apologizing for not having 
found her. "It was the only excuse for 
my absurd act," I said, "and it failed.”

"Oh, you mustn't say that, Air. Her
apath," she said, in a high, light voice, 
opening a pretty mouth and showing 
tigs even whiteness of her small teeth. 
“ You must let me think I was worth

trying to save. Leave me in the delu
sion, anyway."

The depreciation was daintily attract
ive, and here I guessed at her. She 
was American. I felt sure of it as I 
examined her with a little closer in
terest.

"Ah. it was of myself I was think
ing,” I said, smiling', "It was absurd 
because unnecessary. The boat would 
have rescued you A

"You couldn't tell." 'lie said, and then 
.glanced at the fading land. "I would 
have given much to have landed in 
Plymouth for an hour, but unde 
wouldn't hear of it," she said, with re
gret in her voice.

"You would like to see Plymouth?" I 
inquired.

She shook her head. “ X o : I have 
been there before: but. Mr. Herapath" 
— and she gave me a charming smile— 
“ I wanted to shop. I could have put 
in quite a long time stepping. Do you 
realize. Mr. Herapath." she pursued, 
laughing, "that I háve no clothes?" She 
lingered her handsome gown, which. I 
supposed, had been dried for her use 
overnight.

I stared toward the old man. who teas 
still looking landward, and I wondered.

"Well. I don't suppose it will take ws 
more than a fortnight to get to Balti
more,'' I suggested, with an awkward 
attempt at consolation.

“ A fortnight !” she echoed, and held 
up her hands in horror. "Lncle said â 
week."

I shook my head- "We're no grey
hound.'' I observed : "onlv a common, 
limping tramp, and with neither fare 
nor equipments for young and fashion
able ladies. But we're going to do our 
best."

"And I'm not going to make it hard 
for you." returned Miss Sylvester, smi
ling. "Just vou go on in v<>ur own 
way, and I'll suit myself to the ship. 
I'm sorry uncle's business put him in ail 
this haste. I don't understand busi
ness,” she added demurely.

It sounded like "pumping" her. but 
I could not help saying: "He might
have reached Xew York more easily
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by the German boat, and so got to Bal
timore before we shall.”

“ My uncle,” said she doubtfully, 
“ would never go by a crowded boat, 
tie hates crowds. It would have made 
him ill. He has been overworking, and 
has caused me a lot of anxiety. But 
fee is better already.” She followed my 
eyes to the Frenchman. “ He has been 
much more like himself since he has 
been on board."

Certainly he had a more cheerful air: 
for at this moment lie ’went down the 
deck briskly, and engaged McLeod, who 
was still waitings in conversation. JIv  
companion. I was pleased to; see, had 
obviously forgotten all about the doc
tor. She made no movement to get 
away, and I made some remark which 
drew her out. Monsieur Carvaulx. I 
discovered, was ;l well-known banker, 
who had married her mother's sister, 
and she had gone to live with her aunt 
and uncle after the death of her own 
parents in New York. That was ten 
years before, and her aunt had been 
dead some three years. Since then she 
had lived with her uncle and kept 
house for him.

“ i ie is a great politician,”  she ex
plained to me rather proudly. “ All the 
great leaders EtiOie to his house, and 
artists and literary men. too. It is very 
interesting, 1 hope he will soon get 
better, and then when we get back to 
Paris we shall see all our old friends. 
But I'm glad I'm going to America 
again. Fil have a lovely time seeing 
all the old places and all my old school 
friends. I've not been hack since I was 
a little girl."

She babbled on frankly and without 
the slightest self-consciousness, and I 
’was enabled to conjecture that with all 
her assurance she was but a child.

I had enjoyed our chat very much, 
bat here it was abruptly interrupted. 
McLeod, having shaken off the French
man, bore down on us. To me he paid 
not the slightest attention, and ad
dressed himself to my companion.

“ Miss Sylvester, it's time for your 
tonic,” he said, with a proprietorial air 
that rasped my nerves.

"Why, I'd forgotten,” she said, in a

lively way. “ I don’t feel much like 
tonic-, doctor. This air's as good as 
any medicine.”

"Pardon me,” he said ceremonious
ly. “ I think it is necessary. Will you 
allow me?”

1 le led her toward the saloon com
panion, and I like to think that she wont 
with reluctance.

“ Tonic!" said a voice in. my ear, a 
voice that clipped each word with jjd- 
mo-t vicious decision. “ Tonic's the mo
tive. Ca-aF- ghost! I ll have some 
tonic myself. What do you say?”’

It could cmly he Clifford, whose 
black-red, grinning face met me as I 
turned. " !  cstigfd Halid fSçirarsuin! 
We're off. i Icrapath. I guess we're off, 
and we'll-drink a bumper to good luck. 
Luck's everything. There is no God 
hut Chance—--Chance and the rhino, uth- 
erwi.-e the good yellow dust. Luck and 
pluck will carry everything. Come 
along."

I was inclined to refuse, but I have a 
certain sense of prudence that come- to 
my aid in restraint of impulse.- If I  had 
knocked McLeod down. I might make 
amends toward this remarkable rap
scallion. I could not place hint. Every 
feature of Ids face spoke of a loose 
liver: lie had the relic- at least of a 
classical kno wledge, and a sense of lan
guage. He was both glib and deft of 
tongue: and lie appeared to be good- 
natured.

“ It's rather early." I answered, “but 
I don't mind."

“ Earlv* or late, there's nothing like 
tonic." he declared, as he shambled 
along the deck. "I'm  the gentleman 
with the keys, like Peter. What's your 
poison ? Look here, we'll have fizz.”

He seized a bottle of champagne, 
drew the cork, and filled two tumblers.

“ A prosperous voyage!" I said, rais
ing my glass'.

“ Here's how." he retorted, "and to 
Eldorado!" Hi- eyes twinkled at me 
over the glass, which he emptied at a 
draft.

"At it again, niy boy,” called a cheer
ful Irish voice outside, and Byrne en
tered. He was given a glass, and sat 
down on a barrel to drink comfortably.
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Also presently there was drawn into 
our company Digley, my stage boat
swain, with his proud but weary coun
tenance. It was he who ventured a crit
icism of the wine, and arguments were 
bandied about.

‘'Have a drink, monsieur," called out 
Clifford, in the thick of the disagree
ment.

The face of the Frenchman was vis
ible, passing along the passage. He 
hesitated.

"I  thank you," lie said, "just a little 
glass for good fortune."

"Fill monsieur one, Byrne," said Clif
ford lazily. "1 lore’s to good old Luck." 
He emptied his third glass and winked 
at me.

"A  very successful voyag'e." said 
Monsieur Carvaulx cautiously, raising 
his glass. "M ay we sail prosperously 
into Baltimore."

"Baltimore!" Clifford bubbled out in 
a lower voice. "Does the blithering 
ass still think lie’s going to Baltimore?" 
Byrne jogged him hard in the ribs. 
"Steady," he said., "I'm  not a profes
sional pugilist' like Herapath. What's 
the odds?" He laughed vacantly.

I passed out to go to my engine- 
room. for it was obvious that they 
would still sit and drink; and. after all. 
I had learned as much as I wanted to 
know just then, certainly as much as I 
was likely to learn after that warning 
jog. We were not hound for Balti
more. Then what the mischief was 
our destination, and what were we. aim- 
way, a> Ilailiday might have said? I 
cannot say that Wade supplied the an
swer to my riddle: he merely Confirmed 
my discovery. When T met him on deck 
his face wore a curious smile. His eyes 
encountered mine, and he laughed out
right.

"Xed." lie said, "the cream of the 
joke's come. What do you guess? I've 
just received sealed orders."

"Sealed orders!" i echoed, in amaze
ment.

“ Yes; from Halliday. I'm to open 
them next Wednesday. What do you 
make of that?"

"I've just discovered that we don't go

to Baltimore. Clifford's let it out— 
what are you going to do?"

He stood musing, an unbroken en
velope between his lingers.

"D o?” he said at last. “ Nothing. 
Everything. Anything sou please. 
Great Scott! this beats ocean racing!"

C H A P T E R  IV.
T H E  T H I R D  D A Y  OUT.

Halliday made his appearance next 
morning, recovered from his sickness, 
but very pallid and shaky. He dis
tributed politeness, however, like lar
gess. and seemed nervously anxious to 
be all tilings to. all men. He was cer
tainly not at home on board ship, and 
his stomach rose in revolt against the 
situation. His sprightly mind, how
ever. struggled undaunted against all 
the embarrassments and disabilities of 
his body. lie  had presented Wade with 
sealed orders, and had come out of the 
seclusion and protection of his cabin to 
"face the music."

"You understand, captain, exactly 
what I mean to convey bv that packet?" 
he asked anxii >usly but firmly.

Wade turned the packet over. " I ’m 
to open this three days from now?" lie 
said. Halliday nodded. “ And, hav
ing been led to believe our destination 
was Baltimore. I shall here find another 
port indicated?" lie continued.

"The advantage of sealed orders, cap
tain,"' said the American, "is that they 
talk, not me, and they talk at the right 
time."

"O f course you know I can put her 
about and go hack." said Wade slowly.

Halliday’s long thin fingers worked 
nervously. "It would be within your 
legal right," he said. "But I guess you 
won’t."

"You're right. I won’t." said Wade, 
with a laugh. "1 see you wanted the 
sort of man you took me for."

"Precisely, captain," said Halliday, 
“ and I put it to my credit that I took 
you for the sort of man you are. You’ve 
got to take risks all the way in life, 
and a man who doesn't jump sometimes 
without looking the other side of the
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hedge is not going far. Xo, you fit 
us to a and I'm very well satisfied. 
I hope you are. captain."

"I  should be all the better satisfied," 
said Wade, in another voice, “ if there 
wasn’t so much drinking about. See 
here. Mr. Ilalliday. there's some of 
these people I can't interfere with—• 
these owners of mine." he said, with a 
sneer. "There's Mr. Byrne, and—well, 
I don't know if Mr. McLeod is or is 
not ship's doctor, but I assume Mr. Clif
ford's the storekeeper and under ray 
orders. And I want it clearly under
stood that I won't have my men drunk 
or drinking."

"How so. captain ?" asked Halliday.
"Why. last night there was a merry 

party in Mr. Byrne's cabin, and some 
of the sturt lias got among the sailors 
—how. I don't know. But I'm not go
ing to have it. < nog has wrecked many 
a better ship than this, and I'm not go
ing to have the grog tap on."

"You're right, captain." said Ilalli
day. "You're right all the time."

"In that case what 1 propose is this.'’ 
pursued Wade. "I don't like the look 
of my owner. Mr. Clifford, and I'll 
trouble him for the key of the wine- 
cellar. That shall remain in your 
charge, as I signed on to you. and it is 
to vou I look for orders. You Ye re
sponsible. then, and I can come to you. 
blow's that?"

"A  good idea," said Ilalliday approv
ingly. "I'll speak to Clifford, and take 
the kev myself."

This. I discovered, was done, much 
to the dudgeon of the storekeeper, 
whose sharp tongue I overheard. He 
had realized it was through Wade's ac
tion that he had been deprived of his 
opportunities, and-he came as near be
ing insubordinate as ewer man that was 
not clapped in irons. Byrne was a good 
deal in his company all that day, and I 
think it was through Byrne's influence 
that he did not actually break out into 
an open act of hostility to the captain. 
But, oddly enough, he wa< himself again 
by night, and with the contents of a 
bottle of whisky conceded by Ilalliday 
was the center of Iris little party as 
usual. McLeod was of this gang, and

Digby at times, but never Davenant. and 
Marley but seldom.

Xow that Marley was at sea and at 
work he was very businesslike. He was 
still free and easy, and had little idea 
of discipline, but he took a thorough 
interest in his duties, and made a very 
capable first officer. Davenant was lit
tle in evidence : as navigating officer he 
was a good deal in the chart-room, and 
otherwise held himself aloof, lie  was 
of a different class. I guessed, from his 
fellows; at least of a different training 
and association. He had almost the air 
of a schoolmaster or a professor, and his 
dross was as immaculate as Lis voice.

The crew wa- decent enough, but was 
well sprinkled with foreigners. There 
were only two of them whom I noticed 
much at tins time. One was the stew
ard, Headun, a heavy-moving fellow, 
with a face like pink wax. anti glassy 
eves.

99

"The chap 's been dead a fortnight,”
said Mar'icv of Li in. “ Go ,-h 1 Wh at a
face!"

"A  deuced fine simulacrum 1" laughed
Clilfonh and seemed to find bUrn attract-
ive as such. Lor this it was drew my 
attention more immediately. Clifford 
cultivated the steward, hung about him 
in a friendly wav. and was soon ex
changing sallies with him in corners. 
Clifford hail no conception of maintain
ing his own dignity: he had none. He 
would hobnob with a chimney-sweep. 
He hobnobbed with Ileadon. And once 
more he began to roll about the passage
ways. plying hi- fluent tongue and dis
charging hi-' caustic vulgarisms. He 
was once more supplied with liquor, 
and I ought to have guessed its source. 
But I did not then, and it was only later 
that I discovered that the steward had 
a secret stries,

Byrne and Clifford would repair to 
his cabin, and share the private stock of 
his pantrv. free from interference, in
deed free from the knowledge of the 
etlptahu Snd McLeod was in the habit 
of joining them. But he was in a bet
ter frame just then, delighting to dance 
attendance on Miss Sylvester under the 
specious excuse that she needed med
ical supervision.
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As a matter of fact, she had com
pletely recovered, and was just a very 
healthy and happy young girt, with no 
troubles on her mind, and nothing' on 
her conscience. Her gaze wa.? ways 
w ard: tier will was wanton. She liked 
exercising her splendid fascinations, or. 
at least, I thought so. McLeod’s devo
tion pleased her, lank and ugly he 
was ; but I cannot say that she favored 
him more than any other of us. She 
was like a child, delighting in her own 
beauty almost without consciousness of 
it. It was instinctive.

The other member of the crew to 
whom I have alluded was a tall fellow, 
with bold eyes that looked insult at you, 
and with an indifferent, rough voice. 
He did his work well, but his insolent 
carriage was an offense, which made me 
wonder why Head-all had taken him into 
his favor. The two were frequently to
gether forward, the "simulacrum" with 
ills uncanny suggestion of disease and 
decay singularly contracted with the 
lean hold mark of interrogation that was 
Crashaw.

Tut the steward's stare was not the 
widow's tru.ee, and that fact brought 
about the first crisis of our voyage. 
Halliday had by now gained Ms sea- 
legs, and recaptured his assurance. lie  
was never in doubt of himself now, 
and dealt bis favors all round liberally, 
paying specially courteous attentions to 
Miss Sylvester, -when? he claimed as a 
compatriot. He had not the air if a 
suitor, but rather of ail obedient hench
man, as if in her he did honor to the 
American woman.

"I guess we raise a fine creature out 
there." he told me, a- we conversed on 
deck. He had just left Miss Sylvester, 
who had joined her uncle in a prome
nade, and he was following her with his 
eyes. "There’s beautv enough knock
ing about these old islands of yours, Mr. 
Iierapath, but for style I'll back the 
United States. Not but vrhat a Euro
pean residence rubs up a bit of extra 
polish," be added meditatively.

Then he turned to the sea. "Say, 
wc-'re getting on pretty well," he re
marked complacently. "We're getting 
on like a happy family, eh ?"

As he spoke there was a noise behind 
us, and we turned about, to see McLeod 
and Clifford emerging tumultuously 
from the companion-ladder. They came 
out on deck in a sort of scuffle, laugh
ing uproariously.

"Ves, a happy family," I said dryly.
Halliday saw my meaning. "Well, 

the}' don't get much now," lie observed, 
puckering his brows.

I had begun to suspect the steward by 
this time, and so I remarked: "Not
from the ship's cellars."

He looked at me quickly with his 
aiert eyes. “ Do you think they get it 
somewhere else ?"

“ Look at them." ?ai<l I, and he looked. 
Clifford was making an ineffectual at
tempt to mash in McLeod's hat—inef
fectual because of his short stature. "It 
they go on,” I added, "they'll have the 
captain down on them."
■ "I'll look into this," said Hallidav 
prompt!}’, and wandered off toward the 
men.

I feared lie would get worsted in 
BB}’ encounter with them, but I wished 
him luck. He joined them, received a 
facetious dig in the ribs from Clifford, 
and began to talk. A few minutes later 
he had taken them round the deck
house. and I lost sight of them. I was 
left wondering if he had succeeded in 
taming those undisciplined animals. 
Then I went down to my engines.

I did not come on deck again till it 
was dusk. A cold wind came off the 
sea, which was still and dark, and I but
toned my coat closer. It was a change 
from the warmth of the engine-room. 
In the half-light I perceived Miss Syl- 

ester walking to and fro: and when 
she came near to me she laughingly ex
plained that she was taking a constitu
tional. I saw no one else on deck at this 
time. The evening dropped on us 
quickly, and one of the men climbed up
from the lower deck with lights. T
heard voices away aft. atid $u d ciehl y a
cry of alarm.

It was a woman’s voice. and. of
course. Miss Sylvester's.

Í ran back as it was repeated, and 
when I came up with the dark figures I 
could discern her voice rang with an-
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ger and indignation and dismay, all in 
one.

"Plow dared you? Oh, you—you 
beast 1”

i took in the scene, and, putting my 
ann about the man's waist, tore him 
®way from her and threw him against 
the deck-house with a bang. Then I 
turned my attention to the girl. She 
was frightened and furious.

"How dared he—the brute!" she 
panted.

He had had his arm about her, but 
there was no fight in him now. Pie lay 
still where I had thrown him.

‘‘Plow dared lie—the wretch ! Pie— 
lie tried to kiss me !” she cried, tears of 
mortification and shame in her eyes. 
She stamped her foot.

I apologized. "The beast was in 
liquor,’’ I told her. "Pie didn't know 
what he was doing."

1 led her away, soothed her rumpled 
feelings, and finally she descended to 
Per cabin, forgetting to thank me.

I went back aft, and found Clifford 
-fitting up.

“ Well, I ’ll be darned!" he said stu
pidly, and felt his head. He stared at 
me. “ Was that you?" he asked.

"A  small instalment." I said shortly.
He put out a hand, and, steadying 

himself by the deck-house, got to his 
feet.

"I'll take a bill at sight for it, please," 
he sard, and laughed uneasily. “ Great 
Cresar! I thought it was the day of 
judgment."

"This ship is too small for your tal
ents, Hr. Clifford," I said. " I f  I were 
y  m I should quit at Baltimore, or 
wherever it is we are bound for.’’

"Oh, sure, sure: I leave the field," he 
agreed. “ I'm not starting. Left at the 
] i >st. my warrior. Avast! Belay! Ship 
ahoy! Where’s that blamed doctor? 
] .ord ! I ’ve got a head. I forgot your 
sledge-hammers."

He staggered off toward the hatch
way with his incredible cheerfulness and 
indifference, and I stood considering 
him. 1 ie was an unpleasant cad with 
a 11 the vices, but his unsuperable amia
bility surely redeemed him a little. I 
could not fee! as angry with him as I

should have felt with McLeod. And 
the man was drunk. My thoughts went 
to IT a 11iday and his hopeless task. He 
had evidently had no success. I de
scended into the saloon, and there were 
Byrne, McLeod, and Digby listening to 
a blasphemous and lurid account of my 
onslaught.

"Only one measly kiss! What a lot 
of fuss over a k iss! It's not worth it. 
I don't buy kisses at that price, my 
masters. McLeod, where’s that stick
ing-plaster ?”

“ Serve you blank well right," growled 
the angry Scot. "A  little cad like you 
insulting a lady!"

“ Steady, Marc or I ’ll put the hard 
hitter onto you.” threatened the un
abashed Clifford. "Keep your hair on, 
and get me something to keep mine on. 
Here, Headon, get out the whisky. 
Now. fetch the fizz, Byrne, like a good 
chap."

I heard no more, for I turned out 
of the saloon, unobserved by them, but 
I had heard enough to know that the 
resources of their cellar were not ex
hausted, and I wondered. I had not 
been more than five minutes in my 
cabin, when there was a rap, and 
Wade’s face was poked through the 
door.

"W hat’s all this I hear about Clif
ford's insulting Miss Sylvester?" he 
asked bluntly.

"Pie was drunk," said I, going on 
with the adjustment of my tie.

"Drunk!" iie echoed. “ Why, I 
thought we'd stopped all that." lie  
paused. “ So you came the knight-er
rant. Xed, eh?"

“ I had to get even with you, you see," 
I said lightly,

A smile shadowed his eyes'. "All 
right. Well, we don't want any more 
gallant deeds aboard ; at least, I hope 
not. I ’m getting sick of that gang."

"They've got a private supply some
where," I told him.

"I must see Halliday again," he re
marked, after a pause. "Come up, now. 
Here's a young lady looking for you 
to thank you for your kind offices."

So that was how he knew. I fol
lowed him on deck, and he jocularly
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presented me. "Here's the hero. Miss 
Sylvester, with all his blushing honors 
thick upon him.'’

She put her hand on my arm. ‘Mir. 
Ilerapath. it's just wonderful of you, 
and I can't say anything more than that. 
I can't forgive myself for running off 
without thanking you." Her hand 
trembled on my arm, and it was plain 
she had not got over her agitation.

"I'm  glad I was at hand," I said. 
"And I'm glad it was six privilege this 
time, not Captain Wade's."

She uttered a little laugh. “ So am 
I," she said, with something like her 
characteristic courage; "and a.s for the 
man----- ”

" I ’ll clap him in irons," said Wade 
sharply* "I  won't have brutes like that 
loose, tramp or no tramp."

"Is that you. captain?" called a voice 
through the darkness.

Halliday came up. "I  want to see 
you, captain," lie said, with evident ex
citement. "Come along, now. Mr. 
Herapatlrs a friend of yours, isn't he? 
Yes, I guess he's all right. I want both 
of you. Oh., good evening. Miss SvI- 
vester. It's a right-down fine evening, 
isn't it? And there's a good moon on 
the way up."

I Ie spoke hurriedly, and his address 
to her was obviously most perfunctory. 
He was anxious to get us away. Two 
minutes later we were in the deck- 
cabin. which lie used as an office. He 
waved us to some seats with what re
mained of his eéremonióusness.

"Sit down. I've got something to tell 
T o n , "  he went on quickly; "something,
1 dare sav. that vou'll sav vou ought to 
have known before. W C1, you can 
blame me for that, if you like. I've got 
to tell it now, I made up my mind 
right away."

He fidgeted with the papers on the 
table, and was displaying every sign of 
mental disturbance, but his eyes were 
bright and eager, as if his spirit still 
dominated proudly a tottering house. 
" \  (>u’ve got to know, captain, and I 
guess Mr, Ilerapath. here, might as 
well know. too. I do,n't know anvthing 
about the others. I'm  not sure about 
them. Anyway, they know enough to

go on with, and you don't. I ’m figur
ing out it isn't fair to you."

1 ie glanced at us questioning!}', and 
resumed:

"You got an envelope there, captain, 
and there's something inside it."

"Scaled orders," said Wade shortly. 
"To be opened latitude----- "

"Well, I guess we won't bother about 
that, and after what I say. you needn't 
open it at all. Say. what do you sup
pose this ship's after?"

"I  understood from the principal 
owner." said Wad® dryly, "that she 
was a tramp, laden for Baltimore."

"Oh. twenty-three-!" said Halliday, 
with a small laugh. "Let's quit that, 
captain, After getting that sealed packet 
I reckon you know better."

Wade said nothing: and his expres
sion betrayed nothing of the interest 
which he must have felt.

"This boat's chartered on a treasure- 
hunt," said Halliday.

I started. Wade stroked his mus
tache. and waited, as if lie had heard 
the most usual thing in the world.

Halliday seemed disappointed. He- 
had expected a sensation, and it had not 
coitos. I think he liked his dramatic 
curtains, but lie continued quick!}':

"It's a long story, lout I can keep it 
warm for another time* Anyway, you've 
got to fix on to these points. There's 
treasure in an island in the West In
die-—treasure that's been there for two 
hundred years* and there's a map which 
came into mv possession: and there's 
the Duncannon chartered for a cruises4

"And the owners?" asked Wade la- 
coni call}'.

"That's where my new story begins," 
said Halliday. frowning. "And Chat’s 
why I come to you. Buried treasure 
requires lag handling, captain, and I'm 
not in a big wav mvself—not vet. that 
is. I caule upon the map while on your 
side, while I was rustling for one of 
your insurance companies. But this 
beats rustling. It’s a dead cert, sir."

He struck the table sharply to em
phasize his conviction.

"But, anyway. I couldn't run to it as 
a lone hand." lie continued, with a cer
tain sadness, "and I figured out that I
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could make a joint-stock company of it. 
Or a simple partnership. Blamed if I 
don't wEh I'd floated it ripfht on to the 
public!” he said. “ But there was a lot 
against it—publicity and the write-me- 
downs in the financial papers, and so on. 
And then there was the chance that the 
scheme would be flooded out with 
laughter. Anyway, after toting it up, 
I settled on a partnership”—he paused 
— "and advertised.'’

" Hence this galley," said Wade.
"Precisely: as you remark, captain, 

‘ lienee this galley.' They're a mixed 
crew, assorted to taste, but that taste's 
not mine. I could have picked a bet
ter l.,t on the East Side in Xew York 
in hair a day. When you buy a bag, I 
recla n you must expect to find some
thing in it that don't square with your 
taste. And that's my case. And it 
make- me iook a fool and feel a fool."

W aif crossed his legs. " I f  you 
would get on, Sir. Iialliday," he said, 
"1 assume you want assistance or ad
vice in something:?"

"1 don't know." Hallidat mused. "I 
believe I'm merelv relieving my feel
ings, and my conscience, maybe. I'm 
pouring this into your ears by way of 
belated compensation. Xo : fact
you've got to know it now. But I don’t 
know, anyway, that 1 can't squeeze out 
for myself. That advertisement
brought me hundreds of offers. I had 
mine little money myself, and I asked 
for six partners to put up five thousand 
dollars each. That gave us our charter. 
And ! drew up a deed of sharing profits, 
by which wc shared alike on the score 
of our money invested, but I came out 
on top with the map. Say, now, it was 
like this. There were twelve shares, and 
each man took one share, and left me 
five over—five-twelfths for the pur
chase price ot the scheme, see?"

Wade nodded. "You get half." he 
said laconically.

Haliiday's eyes glowed as he re
hearsed the financial arrangements, as 
I had no doubt they had glowed when 
he propounded them to his partners. 
"Well, I fixed it up with the six along 
there, selecting some by reason of their 
knowledge of the sea. There's Mar-

ley, for instance, a good sailor, eh, cap
tain ?’’

“ Decent." said Wade.
“ Then there's Davenant,” he added 

hopefully.
“ Tolerable," said Wade.
I thought Halliday was somewhat 

crestfallen at this damping reception, 
but he rattled on :

"But I chose some for other proper
ties, same as I chose you, captain. I 
don't want in this business conventional 
hymn-singing, top-hat, frock-coat fel
lows."

"Well, you haven't got ’em. so far as 
my acquaintance goes." I interjected, 
with a laugh.

He eyed me. "X o ; that's so," lie 
said thoughtfully: "I guess I over
stepped the limit, and have to stand the 
racket. I guess 1 ought to have sifted 
’em better, tint I'm blamed if I know 
now where I am !" he ended sadly.

"1 wish we knew exactly where we 
were. Mr. Iialliday," said Wade, in his 
blunt way.

"I guess you will." he smiled back. 
"The key < >f the cellar's gone from my 
bureau."

"Thfrt explains it," I mid.
Y'ade whistled.
Iialliday watched us. not averse from 

a certain satisfaction in the dramatic 
surprise. "And the map," he added,

“ Thy map!" said Wade.
I lalliday nmided. "Little Willie’s lost 

the map." he said, "and one of his part
ners has got it."

“ This." said Wade, stirring— "this 
begins to get interesting."

C H A P T ER  V.
T l f X r  1‘ l i l t  S L I P P E R .

"The existence of the map was known 
to alt ?" asked Wade.

“ The map was shown to all." said 
Idallidav. "It was in evidence to prove 
the biuia-fidcs of the scheme, But it 
never left my possession—not till flow. 
All copartners are privy to the history 
of the map. but I was the only one in 
possession of it—till now."

"The question is—which ? Your half
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share was presumably the temptation,’’ 
said Wade.

“ I'll lay a dollar to a cent I know who 
has the key." I said, "and it would be 
making two bites at a cherry to look 
elsewhere."

"Meaning Clifford?" said Wane, 
looking at me thoughtfully. "Yes. I 
nose Clifford in this somehow. It 
doesn't appear to me insoluble."

"Wèli, I don't know." said Ralliday 
slowly. "It isn't quite so simple, may
be. as it seems. There's six of them, 
and we've giit to settle between 'em. 
Personally, I don't feel like hutching the 
job on to any one in particular. I 
don’t fancy sorting out their claim-;. At 
the same time I'm not saying that Clif
ford won't pouch his share of the 
liquor."

"lie 's  already been pouching it." -aid 
I, "When did you discover your loss

"About half an hour ago, when I was 
opening my bureau. I kept the map in 
a locked drawer, and the bureau was 
locked on the top of that. But that 
didn't seem to worry the thief any."

He indicated the bureau lock, which 
had been ruthlessly shattered.

"When last did you notice it was till 
right?" I asked.

"just before dusk,’- he answered.
"'Well," said I. "that doesn't some

how look like Clifford. The bureau 
must evidently have been rifted during 
the last two hours. Clifford was drunk 
then,"

"Doesn't it look like the work of a 
drunken man ?“ inquired Wade.

"Possibly," I assented, "but I happen 
to be able to account for the movements 
of Clifford during part of that time. 
Still, it's a difficult point."

"Captain, we've got to find out." said 
Ilalliday earnestly.

“ You have." retorted Wade coolly. 
‘T don't know that it interests me. I've 
got to fetch up at this island, wherever 
it is. I can do that if the teapot holds 
together."

"Captain," said Ilalliday, with a faint 
smile, “you're reckoning you ought to 
be in this for something. I'm not sav
ing you shouldn't. But seems to me I 
want your assistance pretty bad, and I'll

pay for it. This is going to look nasty 
for me, if I don't take care. See, I'm 
frank. I'm prepared to make you an 
offer."

“ Well, let's see how you figure it 
out." said Wade. “ All I see is that one 
of your partners purloined the map, but 
I don't see that it's going to make any 
material difference to yon. You've got 
the bearings, I presume."

“ I know the map by heart: and, 
what's more, I've got a copy." -aid Hal* 
liday. "But that's not the point. The 
point is that they have the original."

"You mean— -—"
"I  mean that if the}' are so disposed 

they can make trouble for me on the 
score of that agreement. You see. 
that's gone with the other things, and 
rather floors me."

"O h !" Wade -traightened himself. 
"So that’s your pickle? It leave- you 
on a lee shore." He considered 
"You want to lie in a position of lever
age again? All right. I'm in it for all 
Put worth, and here’s Hcrapath. too, 
a good man at need."

“ Thank you, captain, I guess I'm 
obliged to you, and it won't be any loss 
to you."

Wade shrugged bis shoulders: he 
was indifferent to money, but he liked 
a i-porting hazard. He rose.

"Then we’ve got to run the thief to 
earth. I'll go bail for Marley."

Ilalliday nodded, but doubtfully. "I 
guess he and Davenant are all right."

"That narrows it to; four," -aid 
Wade. “ Oh. come, we're not far off it. 
Let's begin at once."

He went out on deck, and wc fol
lowed him. "What are you going to 
do?" inquired Ilalliday.

"You forget 1 have two passengers 
aboard who. I believe, have paid then- 
fares ; and I have the unpleasant duty 
of explaining to them that they cannot 
now be landed at Baltimore."

"Yes. I'd clean forgot that." con
fessed Ilalliday. "Though it did cross 
my mind at the time, only a little ready 
cash was needed, and the old man paid 
up nobly—offered five hundred dol
lars !"

"Five hundred!" echoed Wade.
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‘ 'Well, he ought to get a bit more than 
a desert island for that. Anyway, it's 
not my funeral.”

He stalked away, leaving us together. 
"Has he got anything in his head?” 
asked Halliday anxiously.

"I  don’t know,” I replied. ‘‘That’s 
his way. Will you acquaint Marley?"

"That's worrying me some,” he re
turned. "Yet if it was Marley, I should 
Hot be telling him anything he didn't 
know. Confound this sea! It ’s rough
ing up."

"I'll give you a tip.” said I. ‘'Tell
each one in secrecy, and let him see
you suspect all thse others, and not 1aim-
self.”

"Gee whizz ! That’s a notion,' lie
said. "Say. I'll think over that. Mr.
Herapath, you're all right.” He waIked
up and down, am1 then stopped, "i Tear
any noise?"

My engines were pi guiding. but
through that sound emerged a strain 
of song from below.

‘‘Hitting it up,” I commented. "The 
owners make merry. Whatever’s be
come of the map and the deed, I reckon 
the key’s there.”

"And the key might have been a sep
arate theft," he remarked. " I t ’s a puz
zle. Well, I give to-night to it. Don’t 
think a ghost walks if you hear foot
steps in the small hours. I ’ve got to 
worry this out."

He called good night, and left us, and 
I went below for some supper. The 
saloon was rowdy and hilarious, arid 
Headon, the steward, was seated at a 
table with the usual gang. I called to 
him sharply, and gave him my order, 
and his glassy eyes met mine as he went 
off.

"Hello. Samson!" cried the irre
pressible Clifford from the other end, 
his head wrapped in a bandage. "Let’s 
bury the hatchet in a pipe of peace. 
Come along. Great Cresar. that was 
a thundering thwack! What's your 
gargle ? Mac, pass that fizz.”

I said nothing, but stood staring at 
them, and Clifford fell into ribaldry, his 
face flushed purple with his potations.

"Where’s the key?” he demanded, 
feigning to look about him anxiously.

" I  say, Herapath, come along. It’s a 
game of hunt the slipper. You got it, 
Mac? Xo. Hello! Jiggered if I 
don’t have a go at Barney's boots! He’s 
got 'em on. Gosh! how your pockets 
bulge, old cock! Come and join the 
fun, old man. We're all in for a game 
of hunt the slipper.”

Byrne sat with his significa# and 
humorous Irish smile on his pasty face, 
and McLeod scowled. I turned my 
back on them. It was not I who could 
execute tire plan I had suggested to 
Halliday. I had too much feeling 
against the crew. Xo : Halliday alone 
could carry it out. ami was at that mo
ment, no di >ubt, turning it round, in his 
ingenious mind.

Í visited Wade before I went below, 
and found him placid.

"I t ’s no affair of ours if they have 
lost this blessed chart.” he said; "but 
it may be amusing. It ’s either Clifford 
or Byrne, and I ’ll ju.-t open accounts 
to-morrow with them. There's more 
than one lock in a ship ; but only one 
master. I say. Xed." 'he added, as he 
turned, "that's a rum joker, that 
Frenchman. I told him Baltimore was 
off, and he looked at me so fiercely I 
thought he could have knifed me.

" ‘It is outrage.’ lie cried, in his 
Frenchy way, and he was beginning to 
carry on so that I hurried to get it 
over.

"  ‘You must settle it with the own
ers. 1 obey orders,' I told him. ‘But 
it appears tilery are bent on going to 
an unknown island for some reason of 
their own.'

" ‘Island?’ says he. ‘Unknown ?’ 
And was silent for a b it: after which 
he said quite calmly : 'Very well. Mon
sieur Ic Capitaine. I accept my destiny. 
I see you are not t > blame.’

"There's fatalism nor you! But lie 
probably meant to say destination. I 
don’t know how the girl will like it.”

I was wondering myself, for she was 
bound to know next morning. She had 
been cheated into making a voyage to 
Baltimore without adequate prepara
tions ; and now even that limit was to 
be denied her, and she would find her
self committed to an expedition the



106 THE cPOcPULAcR MAGAZINE

end of wkvch no one cord.d see. Cer
tainly I could not see the end. From 
all signs we carried a quarrelsome 
party, in which were the seeds of pos
sible mutiny. Halliday had been robbed 
by one of his companions-: that was 
bad enough for a start. And his anx
iety was not to flourish his loss in pub
lic. but to pursue his detective investi
gations quietly. Wade, however, was 
of a very different cast. 1 le would 
truckle to no one, and would stand no 
nonsense. He was as reckless in deal
ing with men as with his ship. The 
chart, he declared, was Halliday's af
fair, but the key was his. and he tackled 
it at once.

lie  had Gifford and McLeod in his 
cabin by eight bells next day. and gave 
them the rough side of his tongue,

“ Where’s that key?" he demanded, 
after some straight talk.

“ What key?" said Clifford, blinking 
at him foolishly,

“ Look you here, my man,” said Wade 
sharply, “ I understand you're a sort of 
owner of this boat, and. as such. I sup
pose you'll get your reward: but I ’ll 
have you know that you're also under 
me. and that I ’ll have discipline aboard. 
Where's that key?"

A grin spread on Clifford's mottled 
face. “ Do you mean the key of the 
cellar, captain.?" he asked.

"Yes," said Wade curtly.
Clifford- took something from his 

pocket, and threw it on the table with 
a clank. “ I'm glad to get rid of it,” 
he said, with a deep sigh. “ It's been 
a bally responsibility. I thought Mr. 
Halliday was going to- take charge of 
i t : and he might have told me he was 
going to leave it in the door.'’

“ Leave it in the door!” repeated 
Wade.

“ That's where I found it.” said inno
cent Clifford. “ I suppose it was Mr. 
Halliday put it there.”

Wade’s brow clouded. “ The key was 
stolen, and you know it.’’ he said stern
ly. "Now in future I ’ll take charge 
of this, and I don’ t think you’ll find it 
an easy matter to fool me.” He got 
up, as if to end the audience, and added,

in his most significant voice : “ And in
the event of any trouble I'm not one to 
hesitate. I've used irons before now.”

"This is very interesting.” said Clif
ford politely, turning to his companion. 
M cLeod: ‘'isn't it, doctor? When was 
tlje last time you used irons, captain, 
and under what fell circumstance-?”

Wade flushed slightly, but made no 
reply. Instead, he pointed to the door, 
and Clifford civilly gave him good 
morning, and went out with his coins 
pain-on.

“ hunter wouldn't melt in the scoun
drel's mouth.” Wade told me: “ hut I 
didn't like the loo;-: of that man Mc
Leod. He's the fellow we've got to 
keep our eves on. He - dangerous. I 
shouldn't be surprised to find him run 
amuck some fine day. Ugh ! what 
swine !”

The phrase seemed to describe them 
very well, which made me all the more 
annoyed to notice the friendly manner 
Miss Sylvester showed to the doctor. 
His duties were nominal, and he had all 
his time on his hands ; with the result 
that he was constantly in attendance 
upon the girl, whom I frequently over
heard laughing and talking with him. 
He was plain-looking, but had a fine 
figure, yet bis appearance, to my mind, 
was disfigured at the root by the latent 
passion in his face. Of this, however, 
I must confess there was no trace when 
he was in Miss Svlvester's company. 
She had taken the news of the ship's 
destination with admirable good na
ture. 1 do not think she realized for 
one moment what it meant or might 
mean, and she was most probably taken 
with the romance of the expedition.

“ Oh. Mr. Herapath, aren't you ex
cited?" she said once, joining me 
breathlessly at the side of the steamer. 
Iier face sparkled with beauty, and her 
eyes with light. “ I'm just dying to get 
to the island," she added ecstatically: 
"and then uncle and I will take our 
passages in another beat, and I can get 
my baggage in Baltimore.”

That was the tale, then, thart site had 
received, and in her innocence believed. 
She imagined that she could tranship 
from our treasure island when she had
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exhausted its interest and her own cu
riosity! I did not undeceive her, for 
it was no business of mine, and, be
sides, it would have been ruthless. By 
this time, you see. it was known 
through the ship that our destination 
was not Baltimore. The sealed orders 
should have been opened 'by now, and 
1 falliday’s copartners, no doubt, be
lieved that this was what had happened. 
They were not aware that Wade an el 
myself had been taken into ITalliday’s 
confidence. But the word "treasure” 
had pone fore anti aft. anti had stimu
lated all hands, as if it had been an 
extra glass of prog. There was won
derful good temper among the crew: 
even the dagoes, of whom there were 
several, showing smiling counte
nances. We had run into good weather, 
and were laying our new o >nrse, Wade 
authoritative and inscrutable as ever,'

There was no trouble among the 
partners for some days, and we ap
peared to have weathered the threat
ened storm. That, however, was but 
a delusive interlude, as you shall see. 
It was not many days before some signs 
of insubordination were visible among 
the crew. I noticed louder voices, and 
less reputable behavior than is con
sistent with good seamanship and strict 
discipline. And at last, as I was de
scending to the lower deck, one of the 
hands ran into me. obviously drank.

lie  didn't wait for mv question, but 
lurched off. I gave Wade the in
formation. and he caused inquiries to be 
made. Marley. having investigated, 
came back with a had report.

"I'm  very sorry, old than," he said, 
seated opposite his captain, whom he 
thus cavalierly addressed. "But there's 
some mischief down there. An<í I 
can't get at the bottom of it. I found 
two of the beggars drunk, and several 
have had quite as much as was good 
for them. I gave them a call down, 
but they're a cheeky lot, and I wouldn't 
trust some of them."

Wade rose. "We'll soon get to the 
bottom of this,” lie declared. “ Give me 
the names.”

"Atkins and Desprez. drunk," said 
Marley, consulting his notes : "and a lot

of others— Santoni, Alillevois, Garsch, 
Anton, Peters—had been drinking."

‘A ir. Marley, be so good as to in
struct Air. Davenant to have the crew- 
piped on deck,” said Wade formally,

Marley went out, and presently the 
boatswain's vhistle~was heard. I think 
it was a great («evasion for Digby, "part 
owner." Xo one knew what was com
ing, not even I, though I had looked 
interrogatively at Wade. His face was 
set like a bulldog's : his jaw stiff.

It was dark, and the men were as
sembled facing the upper deck, the cap
tain on the bridge.

"M v lads." shouted Wade, front 
above, "there's some bad eggs among 
you, half-seas over. I want to know 
where you come by that stuff before I 
take action."

There was no reply from below, hut 
a sort ( deep murmur passed along the 
ranks.

"Very well. I'll have it sooner or 
later out of you, if I've got to hammer 
it out. Best he sensible," said Wade's 
cool voice. "I'm  not going to come 
down hard on you. Only this lias got 
to end."

Still there was no reply. "I'll give 
you four minutes," said Wade, and left 
the bridge. lie  joined me, breathing 
heavily.

“ You can see it now, Herapatli." he 
said.. "It's warming up. We've bit off 
as much as we can chew. I've seen 
crews all my life, and I know it."

"What's old Spy-glass at?" inquired 
Clifford, as he brushed past me.

"lie 's  discovered that some of his 
hands are drunk," I replied deliberate
ly : "and more are fractious."

“ Jiminy !" he exclaimed. “ Here's a 
g o ! I wish I'd not left my mammy. 
Let’s see the fun." He pushed on pre
cipitately, and when I turned, Wade 
had remounted to the bridge.

"W ell?" he shouted.
“ There's nothing to say, sir," shouted 

back several voices.
"Very well," said he. “ Atkins, 

Desprez, Santoni, Garsch, Millevois,
Peters, Anton----- " lie completed the
list. "Rem ain! All others: resume 
duty, or go below."
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There was a movement visible among 
the squad; a movement of disintegra
tion, and then sudden!}', and without a 
further word on any one's part, a fierce 
stream of water from two hoses began 
to play upon them from the upper deck. 
There billowed at once a stampede and 
confusion, and savage oaths reached us. 
But the hoses played on, and the vic
tims bolted in various directions. The 
batteries sought them in hiding-places; 
the deck was searched, until at last it 
was empty, untenanted, and dripping 
in the faint light. Wade descended 
from the bridge now, and not a muscle 
of his face moved. He went to his 
cabin without a remark. It was Clif
ford who made the comment:

"Gosh ! How's that for high ? The 
dook is on his hind legs."

"Idiotic thing to do," growled Mar- 
ley in my ears. "It wasn't bad fun. and 
it'll sober them up. But an idiotic 
thing to do."

Davenant was beside us blinking 
through his glasses at the scene.

C H A P T E R  VI. 
m 'leod.

Halliday was confined to his cabin 
again, for the wind had swollen to half 
a gale, and the sea was running heavily. 
He had stood out against his weakness 
in a gallant manner, but had been 
forced to capitulate. Red-eyed, pink
nosed, and pinched of face he had re
tired, and we did not see him for two 
days. But during those two days we 
were not idle. Indeed, things became 
very lively for us, owing, in the main, 
to Wade's high-handed action. He had 
the temper of an autocrat, and he had 
the right, but I question if it was wise 
to take the step he did. And yet, when 
one thinks of what afterward happened 
at the island, it is impossible to say 
whether events would have been af
fected had he stayed his hand.

The trouble began, as usual, with 
Clifford, that cheerful, leering scoun
drel. who seemed absolutely to delight 
in disorder and rows out of sheer wan
tonness. With this news of the crew

in his ears. Wade summoned the store
keeper before him again. He did not 
beat about the bush with useless 
threats, but went straight to the point, 
lie  demanded of Clifford his accounts 
and books.

"Books?" Clifford stared. "I didn't 
know you had to keep books 1"

"Think they kept themselves?" 
sneered Wade.

Clifford grinned. Nothing could 
perturb that shameless bosom.

"Well, if Td known there was any 
of that tommy-rot, I wouldn't have 
taken it on," he said. "Anyway. I've 
got the cash, and I'll hand over."

J  ie reappeared presently with a piece 
of paper on which were some accounts.

"This isn't the slightest use to me." 
Wade remarked shortly, when he had 
inspected it. "This purports to give 
the amount of stores dispensed: but 
where is the account id' the stores 
shipped ?"

“ How the deuce was I to know that 
was wanted ?’’ asked Clifford, with ap
parent vexation; but I could see the 
glint in his eyes that spoke of vicious 
laughter. "I've got some of the in
voices," he added, as if in mitigation of 
his negligence.

"Including those for wine and rum?" 
asked Wade, once more with his sneer.

“ It's possible— I couldn't say," said 
Clifford easily. "I'll have a look, if you 
like."

"Pray do," said Wade politely, and 
we waited. "That man's very clever." 
he remarked, in an even voice. "It's a 
rare combination, cunning and audacity, 
and goes far to make a first-class scoun
drel"'

Clifford returned jauntily. " X o ; I 
find there’s no wine or spirits invoices." 
he said cheerfully, and grinned at both 
of us. Then he went off into laughter.

"You may go." said Wade curtly, 
and, when he was gone, turned to me. 
“ He's one of ray owners! Great Scott! 
The mischief of it is. we can’t discover 
how much of the spirits they've cached. 
No one but this cherub knows how 
much came aboard. We must only 
reckon on this now, that they've got
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their separate cellar, and are going to 
use it when they like."

This was exactly what happened, 
\\ e were unable to trace the source of 
the drinking, but drinking continued. 
The men were well supplied with rum 
from some secret fount: and the dis
cipline of the ship deteriorated in a 
marked degree. Both Marley and 
Davenant reported their inability to 
stem the growing disorder. It teas not 
that the hands were mutinous, but they 
were in a lax state, and resented the 
routine of duty. Also they assumed a 
lamiliarity to which they were ordinari
ly foreign. I cannot imagine that the 
man Crashaw could ever have devel
oped a greater- offense of manner than 
was natural to his bold gait, but the de
moralization showed in almost all the 
others, who were wont on occasion to 
indulge in winks and nudges and sig
nificant grins in the presence of any of 
their officers. If the sousing to which 
some of them had been subjected 
rankled in their minds we saw nothing 
of that. It was merely now that they 
shared* a joke against us.

Marley fumed. Davenant shrugged 
his shoulders, and Wade was philosoph
ically silent— I think he expected some
thing worse, and was saving up for it. 
Halliday reappeared for a short time, 
and in his sharp way noted the altered 
behavior of the crew. But he took it 
with nonchalance. TIis indomitable 
spirit could be nothing but optimistic.

"Say, they’ll settle down, the hoys 
will." he remarked. "They're going a 
bit free. I don’t doubt, but that's the 
liquor. If I thought it was that blamed 
Clifford—but, anyway, they'll settle 
down."

I inquired on this occasion as to his 
progress in discovering the thief, and 
he looked -down his nose.

"Fact is. Mr. Herapath." lie said, "I  
didn't have time get a hold of it. I 
quite cottoned to your notion, and I 
acted on it."

"Well ?" I queried, with interest.
He stroked his clean-shaven face de

murely. "Well, I told each of them in 
private that I had lost a document, and 
that of the whole lot, I was only per

fectly sure of him. Do you see? That 
was the lay. wasn’t it? Well"—life 
voice became dry. and his manner drier 
—"they each said they guessed that was 
so. and that they suspected the other 
five. That didn't seem to get up much 
farther." A furtive smile dawned on 
his face.

"W hat! Did Marley and Davenant 
say that?" I asked.

“I kinder left them out."’ he an
swered. "But the other four did, and 
Digby gave me to understand bluntly 
that he had never kept company with 
such trash in his life, having been born 
a gentleman."

"He drinks with them." said I :  "and, 
after all. it is possible they were all born 
gentlemen."

"It's a word that puzzles me," said 
Halliday. “ What does it signify, any
way? Still, if it is going to count as 
an umbrella. IT  bet my last greenback 
that it doesn't cover Clifford."

No, Clifford defied analysis. He 
quoted the classics, and he had a varied 
vocabulary, but he had no pretensions 
to having ever once been a gentleman. 
He was born a "bounder." And an 
amazing "bounder"! For here my nar
rative touches farce. Halliday driven 
back into his cabin by stress of weath
er, Clifford approached Wade, and of
fered his assistance to quell the insubor
dinate crew!

“ Before they get ugly," he urged, 
with his grin.

I was not present at the interview, 
and I never heard exactly what hap
pened, but I know Clifford ran the risk 
of having his head broken a second 
time. "I  sent him to the right about." 
was ail Wade said. But. having been 
cheated of his office of peacemaker. 
Clifford apparently decided to go out 
as a volunteer. He mingled with the 
men a good deal, hobnobbed with them, 
and chaffed them, but I did not ob
serve that his missionary efforts were 
much rewarded. On the contrary, the 
hands' familiarity was increased, 
though it was good-natured enough.

Meanwhile the voyage had been un
eventful for Miss Sylvester and her un
cle. but both seemed quite satisfied with
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their surrounding's. The girl enjoyed 
the novelty of her position, and pelted 
me, and all of us. with questions as to 
the island and the treasure. I could 
honestly say I knew nothing, but that 
could not be McLeod's excuse for si
lence. And. indeed. I have reasons to 
believe that he told her as much as he 
knew. Clifford, of course, she never 
condescended to notice in any way. aryl 
to Byrne, his constant associate and 
boon companion, she paid scant atten
tion. She confined herself socially to 
Wade. dlcLeod. the two officers, and 
myself: and of these McLeod was most 
in her company. Davenant was polite 
but formal, and Marie}' was too rough
ly hewn to take a young girl's fancy. 
In an ordinary wav, shipboard intimacy 
is easily established, and, given that in
genuous and open nature of the girl, 
it was not difficult to account for the 
friendly relations Which she maintained 
with McLeod.' The man himself was 
improved by tin's association, as one had 
grudgingly to admit. It removed him 
a good deal from the society of Bvrne 
and Clifford. and brought out better 
points in a wild nature. Yet he was 
still listed as dangerous in my private 
hooks, and not without justice.

In the dusk of one evening, when we 
had fairly run into the West Indian 
waters, I was upon the lower deck on 
some errand, and at the back of some 
kegs I came upon a seaman stooped 
over something.

“ What is it. Carter?’’ I inquired.
lie  raised his head as a turtle ■ raises 

his. and straightened himself, laughing 
awkwardly.

“ It's Joyce," he said, and added: “ I
reckon lie ought to have the hose, sir.’’

I saw now what it was. The drunk
en man lay helpless, breathing stertor- 
ously. I eyed Carter, a slow-moving, 
bulky, dull-witted fellow, with huge, 
capable hands.

“ I oughtn't to say it.” I said. “ But 
it would be wiser for him to be out of 
this. If I were you. Carter, I ’d get him 
below."

"That's what I was going to do, sir,’ ’ 
said Carter, in a confidential manner.

“ Very well," said I. " I  haven't
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seen anything. But when you've dis
posed of him, I wouldn't take it amiss 
if you came to my cabin, Carter."

“ Very well, sir." he said, staring 
heavily, and I left him.

Xow this was deliberately designed 
on my part. I was using a sprat, so to 
speak, to catch a mackerel. If I had not 
shown myself sympathetic over Joyce’s 
inanimate bodv, I si: 'uld have alienated 
Carter. At any rate, he would not have 
been likely to give me any assistance. 
It remained to see if he would. In ant- 
case. He knocked half an hour later, 
when the dark had fully descended.

"I couldn't come before, sir," lie 
explained, "as I— well, I hadn't the 
chance."

He displayed some confusion, and Í 
drew mv own inference—namely, that, 
he did not want to be seen visiting me, 
and hence had waited until the dusk 
had deepened.

"Well, Carter,’’ I said diplomatically, 
"sit down. I want to have a talk. Joyce 
all right?"

"Yes. sir—nicely laid in bed.”
Carter was ill at ease, and ponderous 

of manner. The machinery of his brain 
turned so rustily that he hardly recog
nized it was in motion.

"About this drinking. Carter?"
"Yes, sir."
"You know it won't do. I ’m not go

ing to sav anything about Joyce, or 
what I've seen, but it's got to stop if 
we want to avoid trouble. I don’t êven 
ask where it comes from. All I want 
to have is an assurance that the men 
will go slow on it."

"I don’t know, sir. Some of them's 
a bit hard to head off."

"True: hut I suppose there’s some 
one in authority over the supplies0"

I spoke as if it was quite a natural 
thing that they should have their pri
vate cellar, and my tone was rather that 
of one who begs a friend for assistance.

"Oh. ITeadon's no good." he said 
thoughtlessly, anti then it dawned Kit 
him what he had said.x I gave no sign 
of receiving this information with as
tonishment or satisfaction : but, ignor
ing the trouble in his eyes, continued in 
the same tone:
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“ Well, anyway. Carter, there ought 
to be some one able to put a stop to this 
excessive drinking'. It's bound to lead 
to troubled’

“ There ought, sir." lie urged, looking 
relieved.

"Understand me." I pursued. “ It's 
for the sake of the ship I say this, I'm 
not blaming the men for enjoying 
themselves within reason. I like a drop 
myself, lint there are evidently scene 
of them who can't help making hogs of 
themselves.''

"That's true, sir." said Carter, "and 
1 could put a name to them, too ; but I 
don't like splitting on pals."

"I  wouldn't ask you to." I replied. 
"O f course we know that Ileadon dis
tributes the rum. but we don't know 
where it is."

"Oh. you knew that, sir,’’ exclaimed 
Carter, staring.

"W hy! do you suppose we're blind?" 
I asked. “ I don't like Ileadon, and I 
don't trust him."

Carter glanced about cautiously be
fore speaking. “Well, it isn't for me to 
say, sir, but I dofj't like his goings on. 
Of course. I wouldn't say anything to 
come between my shipmates and my
self ; but I don't like Headon, and that’s 
flat."

“ Ah. Carter," said I sadly, shaking 
in}' head and drawing a bow at a ven
ture. "It's not so much Headon as 
those who are above him and ought to 
know better than he. I blame them."

I had to angle him. you see. but the 
operation-repaid me. He leaned for
ward mysteriously.

"You're right, sir. I don't want to 
open my mouth about no one. but I 
wouldn't trust that there doctor, not for 
anything."

“ Ah, you've observed, then?" I said, 
nodding. "You've a shrewd mind. Car
ter."

"Observed?" he said. “W hy, I seen 
him."

“ That da}-?" said I vaguely.
He nodded, and went on in a lower 

voice: “ I was- swabbin' the deck by the 
chart-house, and it was pretty dark, and 
I seen him go into Mr. Halliday's cab

in. 'Twas him took the key, sir, sure 
enough.."

“ Carter." said T. clapping him on the 
back, “ this is important. You're a very 
important witness.”

He looked uncomfortable. "1 
wouldn't do anything' that was un
friendly to m_\' mates." he said, in a 
crestfallen wav.

“ You needn't," I said. " I  think 1 
can promise sou won't be called upon 
to do anvthing. But we must maintain 
discipline aboard. You know that as 
well as I, don't you?"

“ Yes. sir; of course, sir," he said, 
cheering up.

"And no’w, Carter," 1 went on, "as 
this is an exceptional occasion, I think 
I may ask you to join me in a glass."

“ Thank ye. sir," he olid, now quite 
at his ease.

I took the information forthwith to 
Waue. who heard me Out, frowned, and 
rang a bell.

“ Headon we'll deal with, in due 
course." he said. "But McLeod is a 
more important matter. We'l! -ettle 
that right away."

“ I don't want to bring in Carter's 
name, if possible." 1 said. "I took ad
vantage of him. and I feel rather mean 
about it."

"You're so thin-skinned, my sen," 
said lie. “ But I think I can bluff it, all 
right, without him." And he broke off 
to give an order. "Ask Mr. Marley. 
Air. Davenant. and Doctor McLeod if 
tliev will be goi'd enough to join me 
here."

Alarlev arrived before the others, and 
saw by Wade's face that something was 
wrong.

"What's the row?" he asked.
“ Court of justice." said Wade.
"McLeod," said
Marie}' whistled. "I thought the 

blighter would tumble into it sooner or 
later," he said.

There was a noise outside, and the 
door opened, Davenant slipping in soft
ly. but with rather a flushed face. On 
his heels came McLeod—tall, wiry, and 
swaggering. At a glance I saw he had 
been with his friend*.
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‘'What's up?" he asked.
Wade eyed him steadily. "Last 

week," he said abruptly, "M r. Halli- 
day's cabin was entered, his bureau 
was broken into, and a key \\a- ab
stracted. The thief was seen and iden
tified by witnesses who have only just 
come forward. He was Doctor Mc
Leod.”

Marlev called out in surprise. "The 
devil!"

Davenant ’looked from one to the 
other: from the accuser to the accu.-od. 
McLeod did not break out. as I had ex
pected, but a sneer spread over his face.

"Is that what you've summoned me 
here to tel! me?" lie a-ked. in his brusk 
Scotch voice,

" i  charge you. sir. in the presence 
of these gentlemen," -aid Wade stern
ly, "and give you warning of the pro
ceedings which will follow. You have 
been guilty of theft."

"Oh,” said McLeod, quietly enough, 
but the anger swelling within him was 
visible through all. "Is that it? It's 
verra conseederate of you. Captain 
Mark Wad®", as they call ye—verra 
conseederate, indeed: and I tala it 
friendly like to----- ”

"There is another matter also," broke 
in Wade coldly. "You stole not only a 
key, But a chart and a document, both 
the private property of Mr. Halliday. 
who----- "

"L ia r!"  The Scotchman’s fury sud
denly overflowing in passion, he lifted 
his fist and struck Wade over the fore
head.

Davenant took hold of the savage, 
and Wade recovered himself. In that 
moment I admired his self-control, for 
his hands were trembling, and his face 
had whitened. But he remembered 
even then that he was cm the bench, and 
there was a perceptible pause before 
any word was said. McLeod, restrained 
between Davenant and Marley, was un
abashed, but he made no attempt to re
new his outrage.

‘'This is a case for irons," said Wade 
quietly. "M r. Ilerapath, will you kind
ly get a couple of men."

McLeod strove to throw off the 
hands that heid him. Davenant remon
strated with, him in the struggle that 
followed:* and I caught the words:

"The man called me a thief. I'll let 
tflood out of any man that calls me 
thief.”

I ended the struggle by putting my 
arms over his from behind, so that he 
could make no movement, and mean
while Wade had rung. It was not a 
pleasant sight, but it had to be endured, 
and Wade watched the operation of 
ironing unperturbed. McLeod, having 
ceased to resist, had turned sullen, and 
malevolence kindled in his eye as he 
was taken awav.



A Mighty Deep Game of Graft
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An intricate piece of “ grafting”  that involved certain insurance companies 
whose dealings in high finance were the subject of especial attention at the 
hands of the Government inspectors. You may not have any sympathy with 
“ grafters,”  but you will enjoy this unusually clever story.

HE big room wa- dark, 
save for the Argand 
burner on the desk and 
a little cluster of elec
tric lights high up in 
the ceiling. It was 
nearly midnight, and 
all was a- quiet a.-, a 

country churchyard. Robert Moss, the 
man behind the desk, was writing fast 
and furiously. The pen fairly flew over 
the paper. Outside the door sat Ken
neth Winthrop. the private secretary. 
He yawned and vawncd. and repeated
ly looked at his watch.

Suddenly the pen stopped. The 
writer hurriedly glanced over what lie 
had written, full led the half-dozen 
sheets of paper, placed them in an en
velope. which he sealed and directed, 
and to which he attached a stamp. 1  hen 
lie pushed one of the group of electric 
buttons on a little stand beside him. 
The secretary lost no time in reaching 
him.

"Winthrop. I wish you would take 
this letter personally to the post-office, 
and make mire that it gets in the mail 
for Washington that leaves in about an 
hour. Tell the night watchman on 
vour wav out to come up and juft the 
lights out. < food night."

"Good night, sir." answered V, in- 
throp. as he started for the door.

Robert Moss, president of the big 
Standard Life Insurance Company, 
locked a few papers in the top drawer

of hi- desk, put the key in his pocket, 
put on Ins hat, and was nearly to the 
door when the watchman entered. Moss 
nodded good night to the man, and then 
walked down the dimly lighted corridor 
of the magnificent building. At the end 
of the corridor lie stopped in front of 
a small floor, took a key from his pocket 
and unlocked the door, and entered an. 
entirely different hall. He was now 
in the corridor of a large hotel, and 
the lights were burning quite brightly. 
A few steps down thi- hall and he again 
snapped and entered, a splendid suite 
of moms.

The hotel belonged to the insurance 
compianv. It was the finest in the city, 
and was under lease to one of the best 
hotel men in the country. It had 
proved a pirofitable inve-tment for the 
company, for its pr >-pertt.y was great, 
and the rent asked, high as it was. did 
not prevent a scramble for the lea -v.

The Standard Company kept the be-t 
suite in the house for it- use. There 
were half a dozen bedrooms and par
lor.-, and a private dining-room, almost 
the size of an ordinary banquet hall. 
Here primate conferences were held and 
private dinners were given. The pri
vate pas-age from one building to the 
other made access easy and free from 
observation.

At the end of the suite, toward the 
in-urance building, was a -mailer suite 
reserved for the president. It was now 
earlv summer, and the Moss family had
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croné to their handsome country resi
dence on tiie shores of one of the in
land lakes. Whenever the president 
had to remain in the city overnight he 
occupied these rooms, lie  was abso
lutely quiet in them, and, unless he in
vited a guest for business or pleasure, 
no «fine knew his whereabouts.

It was evident that Moss was not; go
ing' to retire at once. Tie threw off his 
coat and rang for some refreshment. 
When it arrived! and the door was 
k>cked. the president dropped into an 
easy chair by an open window, and it 
was e\ ident lie was going to have, to 
use an expression of his, "a good long 
Mink."

It might be well to look the famous 
mar.—for he was famous—over. He 
was about sixty years old. 1 Ie was fall 
and strikingly handsome. life hair 
and. mustache were iron-gray. The eye- 
] rows were bushy, and behind them was 
a pair of piercing blue eyes. A keen 
c bserver might have noticed, however, 
that the eves, searching as they were, 
had a shifty way about them. They 
darted' a searching look, but not a 
steady one. They moved around, as 
though trying to cover all points of the 
compass at once. That he was inclined 
Iff Bidden moods was certain. He could 
he very dignified, and as cold as an 
icicle. He could also be genial and 
companionable in the highest degree. 
A< a result, while his friends under
stood him thoroughly, a stranger was 
very often puzzled at his mental atti
tudes.

To-night he wa< serious. One glance 
revealed that. lie  leaned forward in 
his chair and heaved a long sigh. He 
-lowly ate a sandwich and sipped a 
glass of champagne. Then as suddenly 
he poured out another glass of wine, 
drank it right down, and lighted a cigar. 
Then he walked up and down the room 
a few moments. Returning to the chair, 
he dropped into it seemingdy exhausted, 
and leaned part way out of the win
dow. as though craving the fresh air. 
He was thinking very hard, and if he 
had given expression to his thoughts, 
they would have sounded something 
like this:

"I  don't like that new examiner the 
State banking department sent, lie  fe 
too particular, and he is too damn' 
smart. This is the first time I ever 
had trouble with any of those fellows. 
I f you praised them and kept them in 
good condition, and insisted on giving 
them something extra when thev fin
ished. it was all right. Hut this fellow 
Hopkins is sharp as a brier, Then, 
some -of the officers have no sense. 
They make anv kind of a statement 
to this fellow, and, of course, they con
tradict themselves. There must be srtjne 
way of pulling him off, but I don't 
know how. lie can't be bought. 1 
have found that out through Winthrop. 
and what that boy cannot uncover no
body can."

At about this point the president ■ 
gave another long sigh. Then the 
thoughts came along in this fashion:

"I  wish my son George was like 
Winthrop. I am afraid George cares 
too much for sport and things that at
tach themselves to a sporty life. Laura 
is so different"—and the father's face 
lighted up for the moment. "She is the 
best of daughters. I believe she loves 
Kenneth Winthrop. I know he loves 
her. I am in favor of the match, and 
so is mother." "Mother" was his pet 
name for his wife. Then back to busi
ness went the thoughts.

" I  hope my letter to Senator Strat
ton will fix things tip. It will reach him 
in the morning. He is a great friend 
of Martin, head of the banking and in
surance department, and he can put the 
situation to him better and in better 
taste than I could. Stratton got Martin 
the appointment, and can have him re
appointed when his term expires, as it 
does very soon. If the senator gets 
Martin on the long-distance phone some 
time (hiring the dav, that clever exam
iner ought to be recalled by night. In 
fact, we must get him out of the depart
ment altogether."

He looked out of the window at this 
point. It was a beautiful night.' The 
stars were all out. and Moss thought 
what a fine night it must be at the lake. 
He was fond of his home, and be
grudged these more and more frequent



I
A  MIGHTY V E E P  GAME OF G'RAFT 115

absences, and the strain they were. 11 is 
mind turned t*> Laura, and how proud 
he was of. his daughter. The little 
hn.nize clock on the mantel indicated 
that it was two-thirty. It was time for 
bed. 1 le needed all the sleep he Could 
yet. lie took the remaining sandwich 
from the plate and started to eat it, and 
disrobe at the same time.

There was a quiet; vet emphatic 
knock. Crossing the room. wondering 
what was wanted, the president opened 
the door, and Winthrop walked in.

"Why, Kenneth, my boy. what are 
you doiny at this hour of the nlyht ? 
Ton look tired out. Take a glass of 
wine beiore Yog talk."

The secretary shook his head and be
gan to speak in a nervous, excited man
ner.

"While I was waiting, sir. at the post- 
office to make sure Your letter was cor
rectly mailed, 1 overheard a couple of 
newspaper men talkiny. They stood 
back of one of the big marble columns, 
and did not see me. They were discuss
ing- a story that tile Herald was to have 
this mnrniny reyardiny the Standard.
I could not make out exactly what it 
was about, but judged some kind of a 
discovery had been made by the bank
ing department coiicerniny some trans
action of this company. At any rate.
I understood the article would say that 
extra examiners would he put at work 
to-dav in our institution. Knowiny that 
the Herald went to press at two o'clock, 
I concluded to wait and get a o >py. 
Here it is."

The president fairly snatched the pa
per from the hand of the private sec
retary. As he read the biy display- 
head story on the first page. Moss 
gradually became the hard, cold
blooded business man again. When he 
had completed reading, he threw the 
paper on the table, and, looking at Win- 
throp, exclaimed:

"I know the rascal who is responsible 
for this, and will have him arrested in 
the morning."

lie had forgotten his solicitude about 
Winthrop's fatigue and his tender 
thoughts of a few moments previous 
concerning his daughter and his private

secretary. lie was the man in com
mand. with orders that must be exe
cuted at once.

“ < lo send a telegram to Senator Strat
ton," he said abruptly, "telling him to 
read my letter as soon as possible this 
morning, then to read the Herald and 
lose no time in connecting with the 
banking department."

Winthrop went out. While he eras 
gone, the prc-Tlent's thoughts again 
took voluble shape.

"That man Hopkins is at the bottom 
<>i all this, i !e has stuffed Martin, the 
superintendent, with a store of some 
kind, and now more of those damn' 
examiny-rs are going to overrun the 
place. Tut how did the papers get it? 
Hopkins must have given some reporter 
an inkling. ! low 1 will make that man 
suffer for this! lie  shall go behind the 
bars, and go to-morrow."

A turn or two around the room, and 
Moss suddenly rushed into a telephone 
booth in the con ®- and rang vigorous
ly. J le asked for a certain number on 
Long Island. It was the call for the 
country house of William lienderson, 
counsel of the Standard. It was a long 
while before he got a response, and in 
the meantime Winthrop had returned.

"do in one of those bedrooms." re
marked Moss, pointing to the company's 
suite, "and go to bed. See that I am 
wakened at seven o'clock. _ t let what 
rest you can. for we will have a devil 
of a day. I expect.”

The private secretary nodded, and 
left. Just then the phone rang, and a 
sleepy voice asked what was wanted. 
Moss let Henderson know the situation 
in short, snappy sentences.

"Go slow," was the counsel's reply. 
"It is a -criuus matter. Even if we 
can arrest Hopkins on the slight evi
dence we have. I doubt whether it is 
advisable. It is the story itself we want 
suppressed first. We can suppress the 
examiner later. We must bring every 
gun to bear to stop further examina
tion along the lines Hopkins has been 
following. The newspapers must lie 
promptly taken care of. 1 will get to 
the office by eight o'clock. Do nothing 
until I come. Good night."



THE HOHU LAZ( MAGAZINE116

Moss had the greatest confidence in 
i Ieiwlerst>n, and relied implicitly on his 
directions. Nothing more could be done 
until morning. 1 le read the Herald 
story over again, then jumped into bed.

At seven o'clock Winthrop came in 
to awake him. It was not necessary. 
The president had not .dept a wink.

1’romptlv at eight o'clock Henderson 
walked into the president's apartment. 
Preakfast was on the table, but prac
tically untouched. The two men left the 
room at once and went into one adjoin
ing. There tbev proceeded to what was 
called a secret session.

1 lender.son had read the paper care- 
fullv coming up on the cars, and had 
his plans prepared. He put them con
cisely before the president, who instant
ly approved them. They concluded to 
conduct the work from the suite where 
they were, instead of from their offices, 
so as to avoid the newspaper men End 
others who might call and in=i~t upon 
seeing them.

Orders were accordingly give®, and 
then notices were sent out by Winthrop 
for a meeting of the directors, or as 
many as could be found, at noon. In
structions were issued to tell the re
porters that there was nothing in the 
store, and that the officers had nothing 
to sate

Moss at first insisted on the arrest of 
Hopkins, but gave way to Henderson, 
who said such a step would add to the 
sensational value of the store and give 
the examiner an opportunity to employ 
counsel and arrange a defense which 
might prove unpleasant.

“ Do not show any agitation." he said. 
"The less noise, the sooner result-; can 
be reached."

Meanwhile Hopkins and his associ
ates had arrived for their day's work, 
ami three extra examiners apjpeared. 
They had all read the Herald, and were 
more or less excited. They sent word 
to the president to know what lie 
wanted, and Winthrop brought back re
ply that they were entirely welcome, and 
could proceed in any direction thev tie- 
sired. It was a cool and effective bluff, 
although Hopkins smiled to himself at 
the announcement.

The examiners held a little confer
ence, which was interrupted about ten 
o'clock by a despatch, directed to Hop
kins. from Superintendent Martin. It 
read ;

Am on mv way io the city. Do nothing
until I arrive this aitc-moon.

At about tire -ame time President
Mow was called oU tiie long-distance
phone from Wash;-ngton, and Senator
Stratton was at the other end. He said 
he had just finished talking to Martin. 
The latter told him he was afraid it 
was too late to stop the matter, but he 
would leave at once and go to the 
Standard office and talk with the presi
dent. While Moss was in the booth a 
telegram arrived for him from .Martin, 
mying he tvoukl be at the office at three
0 clock.

Another move was made by the clear
headed Henderson. A message was 
-cut to the managing editor of the 
Herald saying that the paper would be 
held to a strict accountability for all it 
had published, and for anything further 
of a damaging character that might ap
pear in its column-. In reply came the 
following letter from the editor:

W e obtained the m s raxoion from an ab
solutely trustworthy source. Stsl shall print 
what we deem best. Vv’e are prepared to 
stand by the story, and meet the con.se- 
fp.iences.

For the first time Henderson was dis
turbed. He thought the letter might be 
a counter bluff, but lie did not like it, 
all the same. Moss was furious. He 
! one wed his demand for the arrest of
1 lopkins. He felt -are he was the re
sponsible party, and could be made to 
confess." The counsel could not move 
the president from his attitude, and 
would probably have been compelled to 
yield but for the timely arrival of a 
number of the directors. That diverted 
attention from the examiner for a while, 
so far as Moss was concerned.

The meeting was much more lively 
than had been expected. This was due 
to old Doctor Eastman. The physician 
had for years been the mc-.dical exam
iner in chief of the company, but had 
been retired recently on a good-sized
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pension and made one of the directors 
on account of his distinguished services. 
I laving plenty of time, and being fond 
of the ten-dollar gold piece given to 
each attendant at the meeting, he nearly 
always came. lie  had read the Herald, 
and was in a decidedly irritable and ex
citable mood.

As soon as the board was called to 
order, the doctor arose, and in a high 
voice exclaimed:

“ Why wasn't I told about this? What 
right had the rest of you to make money 
through a syndicate deal and leave me 
out? It wasn't square, and I worst 
stand for it. Unless I get my share of 
the profits, I will see what the law can
U i  i . '

President Moss was ready to explode, 
anyhow, and this remark capped the cli
max. Getting up and shaking his list 
across the table at the doctor, he 
shouted loud enough to be heard all 
over the floor had the walls of the di
rectors’ room not been padded:

“ Shut tip, you old fool. Don't you 
know this story is a big lie. but one that 
may cause its a lot of trouble? Nobody 
lias made anything out of a deal."
I Here significant glances were ex
changed by some of the directors.) 
“ And you need not make it worse by 
fool talk about hiring a lawyer. We arc 
here to see what shall be done to stop 
the clamor that the story will cause. 
Already stockholders and policyholders 
are telephoning and stopping in to in
quire what it means."

The president's temper was cooling 
off, partly owing to whispers from Hen
derson, and he added, in much milder 
tones:

“ You want to help, doctor, and not 
hinder ps. Our stock will be affected, 
and plans we had in view to increase 
business will be prevented. A lie travels 
much faster than the truth, you know."

The doctor was pacified, although not 
satisfied.

“ When I was on my way here." he 
remarked, “ a friend of mine stopped me 
and said he noticed we had finally been 
caught.”

“ What did you say?" some one asked.
"Well, you see I was hot, because I

thought I had bi-en cheated, so I told 
him I was coming up here to find out 
where my share of the deal was, and 
get it."

This caused a laugh, and restored 
good nature somewhat, although the 
president continued his glum and sav
age appearance. A note was handed 
in for the doctor, and, after reading it, 
lie left the room. It was a good while 
before he returned.

1 Ienderson had been responsible for 
the note.

"I found we could not talk real busi
ness while the doctor was here," he ob
served.

There was a grim smile all around, 
and the board went into secret session. 
A shrewd man was I Ic-nderson.

The meeting was just adjourned 
when Moss was informed that Martin 
would he glad to see him at his con
venience. The president told Winthrop 
to take the superintendent into the pri
vate hotel room and he would join him 
very soon. Henderson went along with 
Moss. The counsel induced the presi
dent to let him do the talking, for he 
felt there might he trouble otherwise.

Martin was very agreeable, and, in 
fact, displayed considerable anxiety. He 
began the conversation himself.

"A mistake of some sort must have 
been made," he said. “ It was my as
sistant who ordered the extra examin
ers. He did it on the receipt of certain 
information which he thought war
ranted it."

"That came from Ilopkins, did it 
not?" inquired Henderson.

"Hopkins? Oh.no. It did not come 
front any one in the department. It 
came from an outsider, and. therefore, 
I cannot disclose his name. Had I re
ceived the information first, I should 
not have taken any steps until looking 
further into the matter. 1 have stopped 
the examiners just where they were at 
the close of yesterday. But the trouble 
now is. and which I am afraid makes it 
too late, that the Herald had the story. 
Of course, as I told Senator Stratton 
over the wire this morning. I am bound 
to pay some attention to a report of 
this sort, but I need not take any defi-



THE P O P U L A R  H.EGAZIXE118

it.ite action on a ir;ere newspajier state-
ment. St:ration til : night 1 ought to see
von. however. and as I am under great
obligation s tO the senator. I was glad
to Comply with his request."

Moss o'odd i>4 . ihold back any longer.
‘‘ 1 i< 'pkins told tiu■ Herald about it. I
Hipposg ?" he said

it was tile si-qi.erfatendent's turn to
lo< )k ainazed.

"! {gjpkiit'S ? \V! >v Ilopkins? How
could he kntjv.■ anvtbing about it. nil-
less lie di >ei 3 'i:red it, and lie certainly
W' in id hav c mentioned it to me."

M artin looked ranther suspiciously at
the ] ires idcut. M.oss saw his mistake,
and wish,; d lie had ke.nt faith with. 1 ien-
demon, in hi:- an:xietv to implicate the
examiner. he : erlooked the fact that
his remar! ; \va.s ajyt to give the superin-
tendent tr:e inlore-"iou that there was
something y V !\. and that the officer.'
believed 1 look ins wa' on the trail, i ie
kicked 1 ie■ tklerson under the table, and
the latter at eince continued the conver
sation.

"What the president mean'. Mr. 
Martin. i> that Hopkins or some one 
h.cre must have got an inkling of the 
story. }.5ut \ve aihn.it that was «11510'- 
sible. A rejiurt like that must have 
gone to the paper from some one hear
ing a grudge of some sort against the 
company. Isn't that your idea?'

Martin was rendered less suspicion' 
by Henderson's di])lomatic remarks, but 
he was still puzzled, lie  said, however, 
that lie believed the same party that 
gave the information to the department 
had given it to the Herald. Then, turn
ing to the counsel, the superintendent 
changed his tone somewhat, and asked 
in a rather stern voice:

"Let us get down to business. Is 
there any truth in this report, and. if 
so. what arc the exact circumstances?"

Henderson was collected and readw 
"There is nothing in this storv. Mr. 
Martin, that we did not sup])ose yog 
were familiar with in your relations 
witli other large financial institutions. 
You know the Standard joined with 
some prominent banks and trust com
panies in purchasing the bonds of the 
Tri-State Water & Electric Company.

because we know of nothing better. 
You will remember I wrote asking you 
to let me know whether tiie department 
had any objection to the investment, 
and, not having heard, natural!}' sup
posed you were ,-atisfied."

( Xow, Henderson had not written 
to Martin, but he; did w>t believe Mar
tin would dis;mte it. and lie didn't.')

"Tiie part of fhe story that is un
pleasant, of course, is the statement that 
the officers of the company joined in 
the purchase, using the c  mipany's 
nli'iiey for the pnqioStf, and then re
ceived; a big stock bonus be.-ides. while 
die institution got nothing but the 
bond'. Is that what you were driving 
at, Mr. Martin?"

"I  am much obliged to you, gentle
men." remarked the superintendent, 
rising, " I  am verv sorrv v.,m have been 
put to so much trouble artel annoyance, 
and trust all will come out nicely. I 
would like, however, to feel that after 
seeing mv men anil learning what ha 
occurred, I can come to you again----- "

"With pleasure." said Moss and Hen
derson together.

"It was a cool, bold bluff they gave 
you. dir. Martin."

The speaker was a short, slender, 
W'iry man. with sandy half and mus
tache. He was seated in a small apart
ment in a modest uptown hotel. His 
name was Jeremiah Hopkins, and lie 
was as smart a batik and iii'urauee ex
aminer as lie had formerly been a de
tective. lie  was a human ferret, and 
everybody in tile department from Mar
tin down knew lie wa> a marvel at his 
business. Thu moment the sujierin- 
tendent saw him, a few hours before, 
in the arcade of the Standard building, 
he knew there was no need of going 
farther for the real story of what had 
occurred. Hopkins had told him quiet
ly that lie would like to go with him 
where they could talk alone and out of 
reach. Martin nodded and called a cal), 
and half an hour later the superin- 
tendent had taken a room where thev 
were not known, and where it was not 
necessary for them to register at the 
time.
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Martin had t< -Id him of iris talk with 
the president and omn-el of the Stand
ard. ami hinted at the apparent belief 
of the officials that the examiner had 
something to do with it. It was at that 
point that Hopkins made the remark 
about the bluff that had been worked.

"M v belief is." continued Hopkins, 
in the coolest possible tones, "that the 
Standard officials, nr most of them, 
made a lot of money out of that Tri- 
State deal and out of others before that. 
They have been getting rich too fast, to 
begin with. Their penerous salaries 
will not account f.>r die manner in 
u inch they live and the investments they 
are makinp. Hut this present transac
ts m is sensational in another way. It 
is the result of a stab, and a deadly 
'tab. that the Cosmopolitan Insurance 
G-mpany has piven to its hated rival. 
Moss and Henderson have not apparent
ly caught on yet. While mv suspicions 
were grouped by a carious discovery I 
made in one of the books the cither 
day. and which was due to Moss' own 
carelessness — and which probably 
makes him think I am pasted—the hint 
which came to me. and which I handed 
over to your assistant, came from Jen
kins. the private secretary of President 
Richmond of the Cosmopolitan. The 
Herald pot its tip from the same source, 
in my judgment. i understand the pa
per is feu be protected to the limit by 
the company* and that all the details 
have been piven the editors."

"How did the Cosmopolitan learn of 
the matter?” inquired Marlin.

"Through a man who helped en
gineer the deal, and claims he was 
turned down and only given a small 
slice of the profits. Besides. 1 surmise 
that the Cosmopolitan wanted to handle 
those Tri-State securities itself, but was 
outwitted. You know Richmond is aw
fully revengeful, and likewise very 
jealous of Moss and the Standard.”

"What would you do. Hopkins?”
"I  would stay here. Mr. Martin, but 

do nothing for a day or two. See what 
happens. I hand you here copies of the 
papers containing the evidence I picked 
up by chance. Look them over. Mean
while, let those of us who have been

examining the Standard continue as 
though nothing had happened, but do 
not put flag extra men to work. Keep 
them in reserve. Perhaps”—and there 
was a quiet twinkle in the examiner's 
eye— "ymi may want to sttddenlv start 
a ompie i'f follows at work in the Cos
mopolitan.”

"Your program is all right. Hop
kins. J will follow it. Only we must 
keep it entirely to ourselves.”

The Herald the next morning came 
out with more »>f the story. The other 
papers had very little to say. for they 
were warned of the consequences. Put 
the Hera.ld went into details, printed 
the amounts the various officials of the 
Standard were reputed to have made, 
and then editorially demanded that the 
State insurance superintendent make an 
instant and thorough examination of the 
charges.

The paper offered to place evidence 
of the most damaging kind in the hands 
of the superintendent. It was intimated 
that unless Mr. Martin took the matter 
up promptly, he would subject himself 
and his department to the charge of be
ing in collusion with the Standard. The 
Herald almost insisted that the insur
ance company should bring action for 
libel, and would bii confessing its guilt 
if it did not. In this re.-pect. the news
paper was accommodated. Before ten 
o'clock the same morning, papers had 
been served in a libel suit involving 
two million dollars' damages.

Events came thick and fast in Super
intendent Martin's life that morning. 
He read the Herald, and made tip his 
mind he must act without delay. He 
could not afford to overlook the demand 
that he investigate the charges pre
ferred with so much particularity. Right 
after breakfast he went to the Standard 
building and stopped first to see Hop
kins. The examiner was not there. In
stead. there was a note from him. Mar
tin read as follows:

H ave struck a new trail. W ill see you 
to-night. Please be careful in the meantime.

It was an odd note, and the hand
writing did not look exactly familiar. 
Put Martin felt sure it came from his
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bright examiner. He had just pwt the 
epistle. in his pocket when one of the 
clerks came up and said President Moss 
had sent word that he would like to see 
tiie superintendent at eleven o'clock, it 
agreeable. It was nearly that hour 
then, hut before going up-stairs. Mar
tin hunted up the examiner who was 
assisting Hopkins, and inquired where 
his associate was.

"L have not seen him or heard from 
him this morning'," was the reply.

The superintendent was puzzled, but 
said nothing. He took the elevator to 
the president's room. Secretary Win- 
throp greeted him cordially, and asked 
him to step, into another room for a 
few moments, when the president would 
be ready for him. As he walked into 
the side room, the superintendent found 
himself face to face with Senator Strat
ton.

Tor a moment he was too astonished 
to speak. He quickly recovered, how
ever, and. advancing to shake lianas, 
said :

"This is a surprise, indeed, senator. 
I supposed you were in Washington."

"I came on last night purposely to see 
you. Martin," wa< the reply. "This is 
a bad piece of business. Under the 
guise of an attack upon the Standard, 
a political fight is on. Knowing how 
close this company is to the governor 
and our party, it is hoped by a biow in 
this direction to injure our chances in 
the coming campaign. I learned of 
the scheme in Washington last night, 
and Henderson got wise here, somehow. 
We are going to have a conference in a 
few moments. The governor is in with 
’Toss now. You will probably be 
wanted by and by. I want you to do 
as I tell you. The governor will re
appoint you if you behave fight."

"Yes, but what must I do?"
"I  don't know yet, but you mint not 

go any further with an examination 
now. You must also watch your man 
Hopkins. It is suspected he is in with 
the enemy,”

"That I don't believe,” emphaticallv 
exclaimed the superintendent. "He is 
giving rne very valuable information 
that may clear the whole thing up."

The senator was interested. He mo
tioned to a chair, and then, seating him
self, remarked:

"Tell me about it."
“'Before I do that, senator, I want t > 

know who is backing the other party.”
"The Herald is the leader of the at

tack.”
"Yes, but who is behind the Herald.' 

That is the chief thing to learn. The 
charges made are not of a political na
ture. and mint have come from some 
other source.”

The senator paused. He did riot like 
the turn of affairs. But he came out in 
a candid fashion.

"To be honest, Martin. I am not sure, 
but we take it for granted that it is the 
Democratic National Committee.”

"You are wrong',”  said the superin
tendent in the most positive tone.-. 
"Hopkins knows more than you do.”

Senator Stratton was on his feet, ami 
his excitement was apparent.

"Tor 1 leaven'.- sake, who is it?"
"It is President Richmond and the 

Cosmopolitan Life Insurance Company 
that are behind the Herald, and it U a 
business assault, and not a p. ditical at
tack."

M i-  Laura M -— wa- on her way 
from the lake to the cite. She felt her 
dutv was where her heart was. She 
told her mother that her father needed 
some one to comfort him. That was 
evident imm bis brief talks over the 
phone to the family. She asked him if 
she might come down and spend a tew 
daws in the citv, end be with him. He
welcoir;ed the idea, and tcAd her to
come. That v;as in the momin g. ju A
before the governor arm.'ed. ' wink
Stratton was narrating what Ile had
heard in Washington. So ifnv she wa-
on the way.

There was no u-e con-;caii ng the
truth from herSelf : it was realhe Ken-
neth Winthrop she wanted to see. Thev
had pretty frequent chats over the tele
phone. and site knew he wanted to see 
her. but could not get away for a min
ute. He intimated that her father was 
half-sick and needed her presence. She
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was shrewd enough to read between the 
lines, ami was convinced that Kenneth 
was speaking two words for himself to 
one for her father. She was none the 
less anxious because of his anxiety.

When about half-way on the journey,
a new-bov be•arc;led tlie train . Mi-s
Mo.Sr; bought an earlv edition of tlie
fil'd ! fog AV:cs At first she glancet1 at
the Í8 'liinm- ’ listdevly. The sect:>nd
jjanc■e riveted lier attention. Un the
1 a i <.-ultr.un of the first page begaii a
'tt iry that at orice absorbed her. It tdel
f-t a plot to injure the St andar■d Cc
Many., While it ’was rumored the at-
lac k was part of a political .-die:110,
dime who were well posted declared it 
was a job put up bv the big rival, the 
Ci -smopolitan. It intimated that the 
charges of money made out of the Tri- 
State bonds were concocted by Presi
dent Richmond of the Cosmopolitan, 
and that a controlling' interest in the 
Herald had recently been purchased by 
Riclmii>mP and his assi-elates. The 
story* was quite circumstantial, although 
there were not many details. The im- 
pressinn was left that there was more to 
follow in the near future.

Miss Moss drove right to the office. 
Kenneth was in the outside room, and 
showed his pleasure in a very percepti
ble manner. He told her father, who 
rushed <mt. He had only a minute to 
stop, as a very important meeting was 
being held. lie  had engaged rooms 
for her. and told Kenneth to see site 
was comfortably- quartered. Roth were 
thankful for the opportunity to be aKne 
together a while.

It was an important meeting that was 
in progress. Besides the officers and 
-iDie of the directors, the senator and 
governor were there. So was Martin, 
who wore a grim smile of satisfaction 
when the story in the Xczas was read!. 
It confirmed what he had told the sen
ator earlier in the day. and what Hop
kins had suggested. Hopkins stock had 
gone up perceptibly. Even President 
Moss had changed his views regarding 
the examiner. The only jarring inci
dent at the meeting was the appearance 
of Doctor Eastman, who again insisted 
that he had not been treated fair. He

subsided, however, after reading the 
A ezas.

But who gave the Mezas the story? 
That was what mystified the Standard 
officials. They had not said a word. 
They had been too much disturbed by 
tite second s.tory in the Herald to think 
of having anvthing published on their 
own account. Martin was likewise verv 
much puzzled. lie wondered where 
lEpkins was. He had read the pa
per- the examiner had given him the 
previous evening, and was impressed 
with the knowledge imparted. That the 
Standard officials were guilty seemed 
evident; from the discoveries Hopkins 
had made. lie  might to take steps in 
the matter, unpleasant a* it would be. 
Yet the examiner had a-ked him to be 
careful until lie saw him again. He 
felt that under the circumstances he 
-la mid keep -llv.it. and he did.

The meeting adjourned about dinner
time. Tlie pre-ident was verv anxious
to see liis clangh.ter. Alartin was con-
ccmed ;about ' Ii 1upkin-, and went in
sc;arch of him Worried as Air. Moss
sti 11 ma. he furgot it ail while dining

th La nr a a:!ld Kenneth. The girl's
ar rival 1lad clice red him wonderfully.

to -an ic res ult had occurred in the
or irate -ccretar\'- case.

Ju-t as dim v i  wa- concluded!. Win-
throp \v;is call ed uiil of Xnc room. He
returned in a r111 >1uent and told the pres?--
ident I fopkins wanted to see him at 
once on important business. Tie was in 
the private room. The two were to
gether fur over an dour. When they 
separated each, wa- in a very good hu
mor. Tlie president was like hi- old 
self tire rest of the evening. As tor 
Hopkins, lie went down the hutel ele
vated with a -mile that was very Inroad,

It was all solved the next day, and 
very rapidly, too. The Herald did not 
say a word, to begin with. At half-past 
nine President Richmond had made an 
appointment with President Moss over 
the telephone. They met in the private, 
room in the hotel. Richmond had hi* 
counsel, and Henderson was with Moss. 
The Cosmopolitan president began the 
conversation.
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" ( lentlei&en," .-aid he, "we have all 
been taken in by one of the cleverest 
men I ever met. 1 le came to me some 
days ago and showed me some papers, 
or copies of them, that gave a good 
idea of your connection with the Tri- 
State transaction. lie  told me the 
Herald was going' to publish the story, 
and if I wanted to take advantage of 
the situation I could do so. The pa
pers would cosf me five thousand dol
lars. I paid him the money." %

it was with difficulty that Moss re
pressed an exclamation at this time.

"I  believed what he said after calling 
up the editor c>f the Herald, who is a 
personal friend of mine. You know
how vigorously we started in. When 
the Newf  came out with its story yes
terday I was astonished, but I made up 
my mind you had caught cm to a deal, 
similar to y  mrs, that we were making. 
I went to the Herald office last night 
and found that paper had paid this man 
three thousand dollars for the informa
tion he had given that journal. My 
Herald friend thought we might as well 
trace the whole thing to the bottom, so 
lie called up the editor of the .Yores. 
That gentleman promptly admitted that 
they gave five thousand dollars, became 
tliev wanted to get even with the 
IleraldA

11 undersoil was shaking with laugh
ter. “ It is your turn How, [Moss," he 
said. "Own up."

"Yes. I might as well confess." re
plied President Moss. "This man came 
here last night and gave me what I 
never doubted to he proofs of the deal 
you fellows were making with the Xew 
ler.-ev Rapid Transit, I gave him five

thousand dollars for the documents. He 
said he began an examination of your 
company purposely yesterday, and got 
on to the game at once."

Richmond nodded. "Í  wemdered why 
he started in on us yesterday, but he 
saicl he ivas acting under orders, lie  is 
certainly the champion grafter. ITe 
can have the money for his brains, I 
guess we will all be gliul to get out 
of this and save our reputations. The 
MeitR and Herald will help us Out, be
cause the}- escape libel suits."

Just then Superintendent Martin 
rushed in. wildly excited.

"Where is Hopkins? J think he has 
been the victim of foul play."

He started at the roar of laughter 
that followed. He was also astonished 
to see the rival insurance presidents side 
bv side. More astonished vet was he 
when Henderson, in a droll tout, said;

"Xo. no, Martin. Hopkins is not tlie 
victim of foul play. We are all his vic
tims in a mighty dee]) game of graft."

Three months later Hopkins was 
quiet!}- seated overlooking the Mediter
ranean Sea from a hotel veranda at 
Motile Carlo. He was smoking a pipe 
and congratulating himself on the 
pleasures of a leisurely trip around the 
world and tlie chance it afforded for 
planning a new game. I lis eyes glanced, 
over the latest Xew York paper that he 
had just purchased, and he read of the 
marriage of Miss Laura Moss, daugh
ter of the president of the Standard In
surance Company, to Kenneth Win- 
throp, the secretary of the president.

He took a long1 pull at the pipe, and 
musingly said: "I  wonder whether I
didn't hurry that wedding somewhat."



Tales of the Lost Legion
Bv Francis W hi dock

DL—VOTARIES OF VOODOO

(A Complete Story)

H ER E are many restau
rant' kept by foreign
ers |n Xew Y o r k  
whose pabrons console 
themselves for being 
obliged to eat in them 
by calling themselves 
Bohemians, ami assert

ing that item preier the rood, winch is 
of poor qnqlitv and badly prepared, and 
the vile C' mcociions cm logwood served 
in the guise of claret, to the menus of 
cleaner, and. Incidentally, dearer places. 
Rural visitors t<> the* metropolis visit 
them as among the sights of the wicked 
city : gaze in ave-.-rruck wonder at the 
long-haired, dirtv occupants of the ad
joining tallies, under the delusion that 
they are in the company of brilliant 
lights ol the artistic and literary world, 
who come there from choice, not neces
sity. and—If them escape death, from 
ptomaine poisoning—carrv home to the 
backwoods' sewing-circles weird and 
thrilling talcs of their experiences and 
observations.

The cheerful little restaurant pre
sided over by -Madame 1 lortcnse is not 
one of that class. The prices are rea
sonable. hut the: food is of the best, and 
prepared by a cook who deserves the 
cordon bleu; while the wine is sound 
and genuine, ami the coffee a tiling to 
bear in grateful memory. It is not fre
quented by the unshorn and ragged rili
ra ft of garret studios and the scum of 
tiie newspaper offices. Seekers after 
the elusive atmosphere of Bohemia do 
not stumble upon it. and it has even 
escaped the hungry "special" writers 
for the Sunday papers. But true tales, 
stranger than any fiction, mav be gath

ered from the men who gather about its 
small tallies, for it is the Xew York 
rendezvous of a set of adventurous 
spirits who form the Lost Legion.

They are. one and all. true soldiers 
of fortune, willing to undertake any le
gitimate adventure, no matter how haz
ardous, provided they are paid their 
price: and their employers, men with a 
large stake is the world of business, 
have learned from experience that it is 
useless to haggle with them, and that 
they always get full value for the money 
expended.

Letters addressed in care of Madame 
ITorteme have summoned members of 
the Lost Legion to depart hurriedly for 
the far corners of the world: some
times to return after week* or months 
of absence with pocket* filled with 
money, and strange experiences to re
late. and sometimes to drop quietly into 
their accustomed places, strangely reti
cent about their absence, and with little 
left hut a hopeful disposition.

Mope than one of them has gone from 
that cozy little restaurant only to find 
that bourne from which no traveler re- 
turneth. and to leave his bones whiten
ing in a far desert, or rotting in some 
foul, tropical jungle: but members of 
the Lost Legion accept the fortunes 
of war philosophically, and. so long as
there* are men o f adventurous disposi-
tit®, ian swerving: loyalty, ;and reckless
bra'-'C!•Y in til2 World. its r;anks will al-
warns be full.

It was one of these businesslike
epistles handed over the little bar behind
which Madame Hortens® was alwavs
seated, which caused the expression of 
Mr. Richard Redgreavc, commonly
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known among- his associates as ''Dole
ful Dick." to become even more lugu
brious than usual when he seated him
self at the table with two men who had 
arrived before him.

"What's wrong. Doleful? You must 
be rolling in money to be depressed by 
a chance for work!" said one of them, 
as Redgreave gloomily turned the mis
sive over in his hand without opening 
it.

“ Xo, I have pretty blame’ near struck 
hard-pan; but it’s just my luck to have 
this come on Friday. I'm sure hoo
dooed," he wailed dismally; and Jen
kins, his table companion, laughed.

"Looks like old Cooper’s fist. Gee 
whiz! it gives me a headache whan I 
think of him. See what’s on!"

Redgreave carefully threw a pinch of 
the salt which had been spilled on the 
cloth over his left shoulder before open
ing the envelope.

"H um !—'call to morrow at nine’—er 
—‘prepared to sail in afternoon'—er— 
‘tropical service’-—‘miner’s outfit’—'in
definite absence’—‘usual terms.’ That's 
the lot,’’ he said, as he glanced through 
the note.

"Usual terms! The old boy pays on 
the nail. I'll say that for him, although 
he isn’t giving up any bonuses," ob
served Jenkins. "The best you get be
yond the regular price is a grumble if 
you succeed, and the marble face if you 
fail. But the money's sa fe : so cheer 
up. Doleful, you’ve got a cinch."

"Let's see, tropical service and sail 
to-morrow." interposed Halliday, the 
third man at the table. "Atlas boat for 
Jamaica and the Main, or Clyde liner 
for Haytian and San Dominican ports. 
It ’ll be about that, Doleful."

"Well, I reckon it won't be along the 
M ain!" And a reminiscent smile mo
mentarily lightened the customary 
gloom of Redgreave’s expression. "The 
last time I left Central America I was 
clothed in my birthdav suit, and dodged 
sharks and bullets until I got outside 
the three-mile limit, and they hauled 
me on to a Yankee gunboat and 
pumped the salt water out of me. 
Cooper knows that I'm a dead one 
down there until the present• crop of

dictators is harvested. Maybe you fel
lows don’t believe in omens, but it was 
on the thirteenth of the month that I 
gist Cooper’s letter about that job, and 
I don’t remember that I got rich out of 
it.”

Sir. Redgreave observed many other 
signs and portents of impending ill- 
luck before he and his modest belong
ings were landed on the filth}- and evil- 
smelling quay at Port-au-Prince, the 
capital of the Black Republic of Rayti.

The number of Mr. Cooper’s office 
where he received his final instructions 
was 634, which, added together, gave 
tire ominous total of 13 ; and even- 
pin which his sharp eyes detected on the 
pavement as he went there lay with its 
pointed end menacingly toward him. 
The chief steward on the boat was 
cross-eyed, and a shark had persistently 
followed the ship after it reached trop
ical waters. But, although Mr. Red- 
greave suffered acute mental distress 
when the signs were against him, he 
never allowed his perturbation to inter
fere with his routine ; so he lost no time 
in bribing the officious negro customs 
officer to pass his luggage without too 
close inspection, for he did not care to 
explain the uses of some of the imple
ments which it contained.

“ Xow, Redgreave, what I want of 
you is this," Mr. Jabez Cooper had said 
to him in Xew York. "I've got a tip 
that, situated in the mountains of the 
interior of Ilayti, there is a tremendous
ly rich deposit of gold, which has been 
lost sight of since the original inhab
itants were exterminated bv the Span
iards whom Columbus colonized there. 
You have had large experience in pros
pecting, and 1 want you to get to it. look 
the ground over carefully, and bring 
back a full report on the proposition, 
and as many samples (if ore as you can 
carry out. Here is a rough map of the 
locality, which locates the mine within 
an area of fifty miles square. You'll 
have to hunt around until you find it, 
but if you can get hold of a nigger 
named Raoul Dessailines down there, 
you might persuade him to lead you 
right to the spot. He knows all about 
it, but his price for giving up his in-
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formation is too high until I have had 
a reliable report on it."

"I  suppose that you know there are 
—er—difficulties about that sort of ex
ploration in I Iayti.” suggested Red’ 
greave.

"O f course I do," answered Cooper 
impatiently. "It there were not, I 
should go down and look it over my
self ; but, under the circumstances, I 
prefer to trust to the report which one 
of you chaps will make." He smiled a 
little grimly as he observed Redgreave’s 
disconsolate expression. "I  might tell 
you that yon will be the third man who 
has undertaken this job." he continued. 
“ The other two have not reported ; in 
fact. I believe that they have never been 
heard of since they disappeared into the 
mountains. If you run acro.-s then:, you 
can tell the-m that 1 am not paying for 
failures. Good-by, Redgreave, and a 
pleasant journey to you; you can draw 
the customary advance in the other of
fice, and you have ja.-t about time to 
catch the Clyde liner."

Port-au-Prince is a picturesque place 
— from a distance. Close inspection of 
this glaring evidence of negro misrule 
is not advisable if one wishes to retain 
illusions : and, as the varied stenches of 
its filthy streets, stagnant gutters, and 
odoriferous inhabitants greeted his nos
trils, dir. Redgreave looked longingly 
toward the beautiful mountains which
held so much mysterv in their depths.
In them he might find privations and
dangers, but tho,'C Wkre simply inci-
dents of the day \s wo.rk, and, at any
rate, tires' pronvis.'■2Ú a l■ espite ironi the
heat and stench of the capital, and re-
lief from the swat•ms of niuriUiritOLH; and
flics which pestered him.

"So the old man has used up two 
prospectors already on this job, eh?" 
he thought, as he loaded his traps into 
a rickety fiacre. To another man this 
might have caused apprehension of a 
like fate, but it actually brought a gleam 
of comfort to Redgreave, for he real
ized that he was number three, and 
that luck usually went with that num
ber, "That's the first favorable omen 
that I've struck in this blame business," 
he said to himself; and, as he ordered

the driver to take him to the Hotel do 
.Paris, his expression was almost cheer
ful.

Monsieur Rasul Dessailines was not 
a difficult person to locate. He claimed 
direct descent from that Dessailines 
who succeeded Toussaint I .'Ouverture 
in the command of the army of insur
gent slaves which dn>ve the French, 
from Hayti. and who followed the ex
ample of Xapoleon, whose troops he 
had defeated and driven into the sea. 
and proclaimed himself emperor.

With imperial blood flowing in his 
veins, his descendant scorned anything 
.->0 vulgar as work, and spent his day- 
between the cafés surrounding the Place 
d'Armes, where he leisurely absorbed 
incredible quantities of absinth, and 
dozed in a hammock on the front porch 
of hi- licm.-c.

In complexion lie would have made 
a lump of anthracite appear pale by 
comparison, and his features were 
built 'upon a generous, if not an artistic, 
plan. A great chasm of a mouth, with 
thick, flabby lips: a nose which made 
up in width and supply of nostril what 
it lacked in length, and shapeliness : and 
small, bloodshot eyes, which seemed al
most like piijaH of flame under the low, 
receding fi ■ svhead. proclaimed that he 
had inherited the ferocity and cruelty 
which had made his ancestor infamous, 
without giving evidence that the intelli
gence which had made him great was 
perpetuated.

It was over a glass—or. rather, many 
glasses—of absinth at a table in a quiet 
corner of the Cafe de la Pa lx that he 
told his story to Redgreave, who had a 
working knowledge of most modern 
languages.

"To Understand the situation, mon
sieur. you must figure to yourself the 
earthly paradise which CrPtoforo Co
lombo discovered, when he landed on 
tins so beautiful island. It was by far 
the most beautiful of the Indies, and 
as it was liner than the others, so were 
its original ftfifabitaiits superior to the 
fierce Caribs who peopled the rest of 
the archipelago. They were fair of 
skin, beautiful of form, and of high in
telligence, and they trustfully welcomed
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the great explorer, who told them won
drous tales of the power and grandeur 
of his country beyond the seas. Among 
the ornaments which they wore were 
many figures modeled from virgin 
gold, by which they set little store, but 
which the covetous Spaniards looked 
upon frith greedy eyes.’’

“ I see the finish of the gentle 
aborigines right there,’’ remarked Rccl- 
greave. grinning: and the negro—who 
had been educated in France— shrugged 
his shoulders.

"I'erhaps." he said, his small eyes 
getting redder as he sipped the light- 
green lluid in his glass; "but in a coun
try of this character, complete extermi
nation is difficult, monsieur. Colombo 
had pressing need to return to Spain, 
and. ha sailed away, leaving two hun
dred of his men to hold, the place until 
he returned, l ie  left them, with a kind
ly disposed people, anxious to be friend
ly with their new neighbors, and so 
lacking in suspicion that they even as
sisted in building the fortress which was 
destined later to oppress them. Two 
years after Colombo returner!, expect
ing to find a prosperous colony, with a 
Spambh governor ruling a contented 
people ; but of his two hundred men not 
a soul remained to tell the history of 
those two years, and the friendly na
tives had disappeared into the moun
tains, and tied at the white man’s ap
proach. Who knows the history of 
those two years, monsieur? Yon will 
not find it in the books.”

"I  red*>ti I could make a pretty 
shrewd guess at it." answered Red- 
greave grimly. His work had led him 
to many salvage places, he had seen the 
modern methods employed to civilize 
the natives, and he knew that those 
methods had not changed materially in 
the past four hundred: years.

"Ah, yes. a guess, and perhaps a 
close one: hut I* who speak to you, 
know 1" exclaimed, the negro, with true 
Gallic cmprcssruicrJ. "Colombo, who 
war a just man. haul left strict orders 
for the maintenance of friendly rela
tions. the building of a town, and. above 
all. the accumulation of gold: but no 
sooner were his sails lost to sight than

the last injunction was the only one re
membered. Discipline was lost sight 
of. and neither the persons nor prop
erty of the natives were respected. The 
great body of the Indians, after being 
robbed and maltreated, fled to the 
mountains: but a few who were held 
prisoners by the Spaniards were put to 
the torture to make them reveal the hi
ding-places of {heir tribe and the source 
of supply of the one thing the Spaniards 
coveted—gold! All thought of com
pleting the fortifications, to which they 
might retreat if defeated, was aban
doned, and the Spaniards, under the 
guidance of their prisoners, set off for 
the Cabao Mountains. There were 
nearly two hundred of them, monsieur, 
clad in armor, which was impervious 
to the arrows of the Indians, and armed 
with weapons against which their half- 
naked enemies were defenseless. Their 
guides led them faithfully: fur many 
days the}' marched into the interior un
molested. until d ay reached a small 
vallev, more beautiful than any they 
had ever seen, and their greedy eyes 
feasted on a golden treasure which 
made the lout o f Pizzaro and Cortez in 
Peru and Mexico sewn but a pittance. 
Rut not one of that band of .two hun
dred ever returned to tell the story, 
monsieur; and of those who have fol
lowed in their footsteps, but one man 
has seen the treasure which their eyes 
beheld and returned to tell of it. That 
man is I, Raoul Dessailines."

Redgreave haul met picturesque and 
circumstantial liars all over the world, 
and had listened to tales of fabulous 
hoards of wealth, front the buried 
treasures of Captain Kidd to the lost 
accumulations of the Incas of Peru. 
Tie knew Intimately that plausible pre
varicator who has lived luxuriously for 
man}' years on the contribution- of the 
credulous, because lie claims to lie the 
possessor of the sole authentic map 
showing the burial-]dace of the Coccus 
Island treasure, and his gloomy face 
gave no evidence of surprise at Ills com
panion's dramatic avowal. Dessailines 
looked at him with chagrin written on 
his repulsive face, and refreshed himself 
with another drink.
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“ Well, if that's the pipe^dream that 
I'm down here to investigate, I reckon 
we'd better be hiking- for the moun
tains,” remarked Redgreave. “ The 
boss told me that you could put me 
next to it, and I'm ready whenever you 
are.'’

"Ah, monsieur, there are first certain 
— er—arrangements to be made,” said 
the negro, looking at him cunningly. 
"A  dpuccu)'— what you call a retainer. 
I believe. And I am at the service of 
monsieur to guide him to riches beyond 
the dreams of avarice."

"And the size of that douceur?" said 
Redgreave interrogatively.

“ A bagatelle!’’ exclaimed the negro, 
shrugging his shoulders. "bor the 
future, nne-half of the treasure : for the 
present, morel}- one hundred thousand 
dollars before we set out.”

".Merely!" exploded Redgreave. 
"See here. Monsieur Ressailines. your 
nerve pretty nearly makes me laugh, 
and that's something I've forgotten how 
to do since I was a merry-hearted boy 
who didn't realize that the life of man is 
a Continual hard-luck story. The boss 
wouldn't give up a hundred thousand if 
you showed him photographs ; and just 
00 vour picturesque sav-so he'd make 
the buzzard on a trade-dollar holler be
fore he let go of it."

"Eh hicn! that is for you to decide," 
answered Dessailin.es indifferently. 
"Y\ iihout me your mission will fail.'and 
you will never handle that gold. Your 
eyes may behold, it—that has been 
granted to many men—but voii will 
never return to tell Monsieur Cooper 
what you have seen. Yon are not the 
first. Monsieur Redgreave, who has 
gone into the C ab M o u n ta in s  to seek 
that treasure: man}- have even found 
it. but. tell me!— who has returned to 
tell w hat he has seen ?"

"I believe there are two men on the 
job now, and liable to report at any min
ute and scoop us, if we don't get busy,’ ’ 
replied Redgreave: and the negro
laughed contemptuously.

"Pouf! A pig of a German and a 
beardless boy.” he said. "Let me tell 
you. monsieur, they have found the 
treasure, they have seen and estimated

it; but to return and tell of it—ah, that 
is a different matter.”

“ Old Cooper was trying to use scab 
labor at cut-rates, I reckon." reflected 
Redgreave, for the description did not 
fit an}- of his fellow adventurers; but 
he carefully noted the negro's admission 
that they had found the object of their 
search. "That's where skill conies in ; 
if I set eyes on it I'll get a few samples, 
and I'll get ’em back to little old Xew 
York—always providing I have no bad 
luck," he added hastily: and Dessaiiines 
watched him in amazement as Red
greave muttered something under his 
breath, and worn to the dour, where 
he rapped on the casing, the nearest 
available w i « i  with his knuckles.

"I  never did like these blame’ mar- 
lffe-t-oppe4M4'Mxs.” he remarked, as he 
resumed his seat. ".Vox. see here, mon
sieur. your terms are out of the ques
tion, and the deal's off, so far as any 
partnership goes. I reckon I'll have 
to go it alone, as that's what I'm down 
here for: but I'm not refusing any tips 
you want to give me out of the kindness 
of your heart."

"Th.cn I will give vmi just one, mon
sieur," replied the negro, grinning at 
hint maliciously. " I f  yog will not ac
cept my terms, forget all that you have 
heard, and take the next steamer which 
will carry you away imm temptation.”

A o .  I reckon that I'll have to go 
ahead, on my lonely," said Redgreave 
gloomilv. "So far. the omens seem to 
be mostly against me. but Madame 
Ilortfiisc isn’t serving meals for her 
health or a smile, and you've sort of 
aroused my curiosity."

"Eh hicn! if you will not be warned, 
you must even he indulged, even 
though it but lead to your own de
struction," answered the negro. “ My 
nation, as vou probably know, does not 
encourage prospecting, for it looks upon 
the discovery of gold as the greatest 
misfortune which could happen to it. 
Pop that reason the government re
fuses all permission for white men to 
proceed to the interior, unless their 
business is well understood. Should 
monsieur the president learn of your 
intentions, you would, if he were merci
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fully inclined at the moment, be kept a 
prisoner until the next steamer. If his 
dinner had not pleased him, or the revo
lutionists had bothered him unduly that 
day— well, his soldiers have had much 
practise against the wall, monsieur.'’

"Yes, 1 didn't expect to ask permis
sion to go inland,’’ said Redgreave dry
ly. "That's one of the little details I 
usually omit.”

"Y og have right, monsieur; it is a 
matter which can be arranged without 
the publicity, and I who speak will pro
vide a guide and horses—at a price, be 
it understood. Yon have, I presume, 
the map which I furnished to Monsieur 
Cooper." Redgreave produced it. and 
Dessailines spread it out on the table5. 
"All, it is a copy, such as the others 
hail; not the original,” he said, smiling'. 
"M o w  many men will the foolish M011- 
>ieur Cooper expend, before he listens 
to my terms 1 Here, monsieur, is your 
route.’’

He traced over the map with a pen
cil, and inside of the fifty miles square 
area marked a place with a small cross.

"There is the treasure, and I shall 
mark your route to it. Quite simple. 
You seek to arrive there : but I âssure 
you. monsieur, that I, Raoul Dessailines, 
alone can issue a return ticket."

"I am not bothering about that part 
of the journey—yet,” answered Red
greave significantly. "I've walked back 
before this. If this map's on the level, 
I can lay my course for the place, all 
right; but how about those horses ?”

The bargaining was soon completed, 
and at eight o'clock that night Mr. 
Redgreave, who was very much de
pressed because he had inadvertently 
caught sight of the new moon over his 
right shoulder, departed from the sub
urb of Marquisant mounted on a small 
Ilaytian pony, his belongings carefully 
packed on two mules, and a negro 
guide upon another.

Dessailines waved an ironical fare
well. and wished him bon voyage. "It 
would be superfluous to add ‘au revoir.’ 
monsieur,”  he said significantly, “ You 
go where you will remain. Perhaps, if 
you fall into great difficulty, and you are 
allowed time to communicate with me,

you may wish to reconsider that little 
matter of the copartnership and the 
ih'iyfcitr of one hundred thousand dol
lar-. Your messenger can always reach 
me at the Café de la Paix.”

"I'll remember the address,” re
marked Redgreave dryly, "but I'll give 
you a tip—don't you lose your beauty- 
sleep by keeping awake to receive Mar- 
conigrams from yours truly.”

Redgreave cogitated over the many 
signs of ill-luck which he had encoun
tered in the past few days. but. in spite 
of hi# firm belief in their significance, 
he did not allow any lack of precaution 
to aid their fulfilment, so he took the 
first opportunity afforded by a widen
ing of the bridle-path to ride alongside 
his guide, who looked at him curiously 
when lie received a sharp command to 
halt.

"Mow, my colored friend and brother, 
I want you to understand things before 
we go any farther.” Redgreave said 
quietly: but there wa- something in his 
tone which made the negro listen very 
attentively. "I  know that our mutual 
friend we have just left does not in
tend that I shall get out of the woods, 
but I want you to appreciate that you 
are working for me now, and that a 
strict attention to busine-# will ha ap
preciated. I know just what I am up 
against, and that if I happen to fall 
into the hands of the government, it 
will be a wall with a firing-squad of 
soldiers in front of it. I have figured 
that that won’t be far oil if Dessailines 
plays false, but I want you to under
stand that you'll go to kingdom come 
first: so. if you've got any orders to 
'throw' me. you'd better forget 'em.'’ 

lie  tapped the handle of a revolver 
in his belt, and the guide started a volu
ble protest of fidelity.

"That's all right: I reckon you un
derstand. the situation, lint remember 
that I don't miss when I shoot, and. at 
the first sign of ambush or trouble, 
you're it,’’ interrupted Redgreave. "As 
an evidence of good faith. I want thirty 
miles to lie between us and the capital 
before sunrise: so mosey along."’

He had made a close approximation 
to the distance to be traveled by a study
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of the map, which was drawn to a fair
ly accurate scale, and found that it was 
about two hundred miles from the capi
tal to the cross which Dessailines 
claimed indicated the location of the 
mine.

This, in a civilized country, would 
have been a simple matter of a few days 
in the saddle; but in Hayti, a land 
which has practically relapsed into bar
barism in a century of misrule by ne
groes, it was a different proposition. 
There is nothing which can be dignified 
bv the name of a road; narrow bridle
paths. on which it is rarely possible to 
ride except in single file, lead to the 
plantations and connect the scattered ne
gro villages: and the mountain ranges 
which traverse the island make even 
these pathways a constant, tedious 
climb, or a precarious descent.
■ The ill-fed beasts on which they trav

eled were not accustomed to long nor 
rapid journeys, but. under the strong 
hand of Redgreave, Cupidon, the guide, 
received a liberal education in accom
plishing the impossible that night. His 
employer knew that the man he had 
left behind him was thoroughly un
scrupulous, and that he had Only his 
own wits to depend upon, while Des
sailines at a word could rouse all the 
jealous race hatred of the blacks against 
him.

For a century they have ruled this, 
the most beautiful of the West Indies, 
and, since the days that Dessailines, the 
ancestor of the man in Port-au-Prince, 
had decreed the massacre of every 
French man, woman, and child in 
Hayti, it has progressed steadily toward 
savagery. No white titan is permitted 
to hold a foot of land in the Country; 
and realizing that one thing—the dis
covery of the rich deposits of gold 
which Undoubtedly exist in the moun
tains— would bring the whites in such 
overwhelming numbers that black bar
barism could not resist them, prospect
ing is absolutely prohibited, and the few 
hardy spirits who have attempted it 
have never returned to tell of what 
they have discovered.

Redgreave knew this, and he knew 
that when day broke he would be far

removed from even the pretense of civ
ilization which exists on the coast and 
in a country as savage as the middle 
of darkest Africa. A few missionary 
priests go through it at intervals, keep
ing alive a debased form of religion ; the 
tax-gatherers and rural police visit it 
irregularly, as a reminder of the central 
government. But the worship is that 
which exists in equatorial Africa—the 
fetish of Yoodooism. with its’attendant 
rites of sacrifice and cannibalism—and 
law is practically unknown.

Even as they pressed on through the 
darkness, their unshed animals making 
little noise on the soft bridle-path, they 
heard, at intervals, the boom of the sa
cred drums, which indicated one of the 
orgies of the fetish : and Redgreave al
ways rede closer to his guide, to pre
vent him from bolting in the darkness.

Strange noises came from the jungle 
on either side; great fir edits showed 
their twinkling lights in the swamps, 
from which clouds of mosquitoes settled 
on them, and for a half-hour they rode 
through the torrential downpour of a 
tropical thunderstorm. But Redgreave 
never hesitated for a moment, and drove 
the guide and the floundering animals 
relentlessly on.

■’’Those blame' bad-luck signs have 
been coming too fast for me to take 
any chances." he reflected. “ I know 
that they haven't got any long-distance 
phones or telegraphs in this benighted 
land to head me off in front, and I'll 
take good care that if they catch up with 
me from the rear they'll know they have 
been traveling. I'm not trusting that 
sweet-scented pup that sold me these 
cattle ; not none, at all, whatsoever !"

When day broke they had covered 
rrmre than thirty miles, and Redgreave 
consented to give the tired animals a 
rest in a village of thatched huts, which 
with its inhabitants might have been 
bodily transplanted from the west coast 
of Africa.

Jet-black piccaninnies, as guiltless of 
clothes as the day they were born, 
played in the mud with razor-backed 
hogs and half-starved clogs, while the 
clothing of the adults left much to the 
imagination. Two old and particularly
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hideous negroes, a man and. a woman, 
came and watched him while he pre
pared his own breakfast of coffee and 
bacon, and the}- gibbered and muttered 
at him unintelligibly. Their kinky wool 
had been straightened out and then tied 
in little knots, which covered their mis
shapen heads with little knobs, and their 
scanty clothes were covered with bits of 
bright cloth, bundles of feathers, and 
human teeth, sewed on in crude geo
metrical designs.

The other negroes slunk awav at their 
approach: and Cupidon, when he re
turned from feeding the animals, threw 
himself down and groveled before them.

Redgreave looked at them curiously, 
and finally kicked the prostrate negro, 
and told him to get up.

“ But it's 1 ’apaioi and Mamanloi, 
monsieur.’1 he whimpered. “ Do not of
fend them, or your bones will soften, 
your liver rot, and your blood turn to 
water f*

“ I believe I ’m up against the real 
thing in hoodoo men,’ ’ muttered Red- 
greave dolefully. " I f  they've got any
thing more up; their sleeves than has 
been coming my way lately. Dm a sure 
goner: but Dick Redgreavc will keep his 
eyes open, hi? fingers crossed, and do 
his own cooking until he kisses his hand 
to the verdant shores of Hayti.”

Tie knew the despotic power which 
these priests and priestesses of Voodoo 
held over the ignorant blacks. Die knew 
they were heartless and unscrupulous, 
and expert poisoners: anil the expres
sions of the two before him convinced 
him that from now until he quitted the 
island he would he in constant danger 
from them. Ilatred was written on 
their faces—the hatred of all whites 
which their fathers and mothers had im
bibed with the blood of their tortured 
victims, which thev drank mixed with 
rum during the insurrection.

.Tear this very village were the bare 
and blackened ruins of what must have 
been a pretentious house, its massive 
avails and pillars overgrown with trop
ica! vines, but still showing the marks 
of the fire which had destroyed it.

The neighboring land gave evidence 
chat it had once been in cultivation, but

the jungle had reclaimed it. except in a 
-few scattered patches where the vil
lagers grew the yams and jifantains 
on which they subsisted. The place, 
its surroundings and inhabitants, all 
seemed ominous to Redgreavc : and. as 
soon as he had packed his simple camp 
utensils, he ordered Cupidon to bring 
the animals.

‘ “Xow, see here,’ ' he interrupted 
sternly, when the negro protested. 
‘ ‘Maybe that old guy and his lady friend 
have something which will soften yi un
bones in the course of time, but it's a 
dead certainty that Dll break 'em first 
if you don't do what I tell you to. so 
don't stop to finish your devotions when 
I say move.”

One glance at Redgreavc’? gloomy 
face as the lantern jaws clicked together 
convinced Cupidon that it was no time 
for trilling, and he brought the tired 
beasts around.

It was a wonderful journey through 
a wonderful country; they stepped only 
to prepare food or to procure fresh 
horses and mules, for Redgreavc knew 
that deatli certainly followed him. and 
he was reckless of what he might be 
running into, lie  was confident that 
Dessailines would not hesitate to sacri
fice a series of Cooper's agents until he 
forced the old man to come to his terms 
or give up in disgust, and Jabcz Cooper 
was not the man to give up a project 
which promised large returns.

“ If I can carry back a report that 
there's gold here in paying' quantities, I 
see the finish of the Black Republic," he 
said to himself, gazing oil to the mys
terious mountains ahead of him: and, 
as he thought of the magnificent coun
try. the ruins of one-time beautiful 
plantations, and the evidences of degra
dation and barbarism of its present de
based inhabitants which he had seen, he 
sincerely hoped that his search might 
not be in vain.

Poor Cupidon had slept on his mule 
for the last twenty-four hours of the 
journey. The tlesh seemed to have 
melted from his bones, and three times 
Redgreavc had lifted him bodily into 
the saddle when he had groaned that he 
could go no farther.
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"And they say the African can cut- 
last the Caucasian in tire tropics 1" said 
Redgreave contemptuously, when, after 
three nights and two fay's of continu
ous traveling, he at last decided to rest.

Cupidon had fallen from his mule 
when they halted, and lay sound asleep 
in the mud while Redgreave unsaddled 
and picketed the animals. 1 Ie carried 
the sleeping negro into a deserted and 
half-ruined hut beside the path, and, 
rolling himself in a blanket, stretched 
himself across the doorway.

"Eight hours and I'm right as a 
1 rivet,” he muttered drowsily; but lie 
was not so far gone that he neglecteel 
to munible the cabalistic word. " Eli- 

and tap on the door-sill with 
his knuckles before dropping into heavy 
slumber.

II.

Men who are habitually employed in 
dangerous pursuits are apt to be light 
deeper*, and. although he had been 
sixty hours in the saddle, Redgreave 
awakened after eight hours of sleep, 
and was instantly wide awake. Cupi
don still slumbered heavily, but Red
greave had the uncomfortable fueling 
that he 'was being watched.

It was just breaking day. and he lay 
quietly, looking through the doorway 
between half-closed lids. Suddenly he 
became' conscious of a rustle of leaves 
in the jungle at the edge of the road, 
and saw a head poked cautiously from 
between them—a head covered with the 
>arae knotted wool which had adorned 
the pates of the old man and woman be
fore whom Cupidon had groveled.

Two beady eyes, set in the most re
pulsive black face he had ever seen, 
watched him closely ; so closely that they 
noticed the cautious movement which 
he made to free his revolver from the 
blanket, and the head was quickly with
drawn from sight.

Redgreave heard a low whistle, 
which was apparently a warning, for, 
as he sprang through the door, there 
were sounds from the jungle which in
dicated that several people were taking- 
flight in different directions. He knew

that it would be useless to attempt pur
suit. but. with a disagreeable recollection 
of the eyes which had watched him. he 
hastily- set about preparing breakfast 
that he might move his camp.

It required, considerable effort to 
awaken Cupidon. The West Indian 
negro will sleep twenty-four hours at a 
stretch in ordinary circumstances, and 
this one, after sixty hours of continuous 
exertion, would have taken double that 
quantity of repose witl'out turning over, 
if he had not been violently awakened. 
It took a good five minutes to get him 
to his knees, and when he dragged him
self painfull}' out of doors, he gave a 
shiver of apprehension as he looked 
around him.

"Now,- Cupidon, some of your friends 
have been looking at us this morning, 
and I want to know what it all means," 
said Redgreave, after he had handed 
him a cup of steaming black coffee. " 1  
only caught sight of one. and he was 
sure the original hoodoo man."

Cupidon answered with a scream of 
mixed pain and fright, for Redgreave's 
statement had caused the cup to fall 
from his hand, and the hot coffee 
scalded his legs, which were protected 
only by a pair of thin cluck trousers.

"M y boy, I've always understood that 
the blacks are improvident, but that's a 
mighty pour use to make of coffee as 
goofl as this,'' said Redgreave, after he 
had. sipiped at his own cup. “ Xnw. 
we'll have a heart-to-heart talk, for 1 
want to get to the bottom of this. What 
does it all mean ?''

Cupidon's face had turned to a ghast
ly gray in color, and his incoherent 
mumbling was absolutely unintelligible. 
"Come, take a brace now. or I'll show 
you what rapid traveling really is for 
the next sixty hours.” said Redgreave 
grim lv: and the negro rolled on the 
ground at his feet.

"Oh. monsieur, pitv. pity ! 1 am but
as one dead already!” he exclaimed 
piteously. "I  have made the plans to 
fail, and when one does that for him 
I serve, it means death!"

"Huh! J wonder if lie’s working for 
old Cooper—that has a sort of familiar 
sound." muttered Redgreave. looking at
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him curiously; but it flashed through 
Ills mind that Cupidon’s failure might 
be utilized to lead to his own success.

“ Xow, see here, Cupidon,” he said 
sternly. “ I reckon you're right; you 
have bungled somewhere, or 1 shouldn’t 
be eating a comfy breakfast here this 
morning. I f  you think your usefulness 
to your present employers is ended, 
you’d better come into my service, but 
I don’t want any mental reservations 
about it,”

"It Would alter nothing, monsieur,” 
whined the negro hopelessly. "Mon
sieur has entered the land of the High 
Priest of Voodoo, who guards the ter
ritory of the white queen, and no white 
man comes out from it alive. Monsieur 
will die before three dates, and I, Cupi
don, who have always served faithfully, 
must also die for this one failure. Oh, 
monsieur, why did you so torture me 
with sleeplessness on the road that I 
was not alert to do my duty here? For 
monsieur it will be the same, he cannot 
escape: but my life would have been 
spared.”

“ I am sorry if I have inconvenienced 
you, but I ’ll try to make things right,” 
answered Rc-dgreave sarcastically. 
"Xow, see here, Cupidon. Day after 
to-morrow, at this time, it will be just 
seven years since I had the misfortune 
to break a looking-glass. That hoodoo 
has stuck to me like a porous plaster 
for six years and three hundred and 
sixty-three days. It may be getting 
ready to give me a grand finale that will 
put the kibosh on me : but, if I ’m alive 
and kicking at the end of forty-eight 
hours, I ’ll take a lot of killing after that 
time.”

He reached out and rapped vigorous
ly on a log. and a ray of hope came to 
the negro's heart as he watched this 
mysterious performance.

"I see that you appreciate omens,” 
continued Redgreave seriously; "so 
perhaps you’re not such a fool as you 
look, and I ’ll make a proposition to yarn. 
When we started out, you may remem
ber I insinuated that in case of trouble 
you would be the first to get hurt, but 
there was no occasion to demonstrate 
that I meant business, or you wouldn’t

be sitting here now. I seem to have 
spoiled your plans through my method 
of traveling, and I gather that in con
sequence you're out of a job and in a 
heap of trouble. Or I ’ll make another 
proposition. You tell me the whole 
business, and I'll do my best to get you 
out of this hole. Perhaps I can’t : but 
I ’ll guarantee that you won’t be hurt 
until they've put me out of commission. 
I f you don't see your way clear to ac
cept that, the sooner you hit the back 
track the better, and I'll go on by mv- 
self.”

Cupidon gave an exclamation of ter
ror at the latter suggestion. "I  will tell 
everything, monsieur," he said eagerly. 
" I  believe that monsieur is himself a 
sorcerer—is it not?”

"Well, I do a little in that line.” re
marked Redgreave confidently, quick to 
seize the advantage which the negro's 
superstition offered. He drew a miscel
laneous collection from his pocket and 
held them up before the admiring ne
gro.

“ This, Cupidon, is a caul, guaran
teed to keep the possessor from drown
ing, and you can tell that it is effica
cious, for I have not been drowned yet. 
This is the left hind-foot of a grave
yard rabbit, procured in the dark of the 
moon by a cross-eyed, red-headed nig
ger on a white horse, and it will over
come any' of your native jossers. Tins 
is a piece of a noose which cut short 
the career of a gentleman of your com
plexion in the South.: and this lock of 
hair is from the head of a man who 
was foolish enough to commit suicide 
because he was broke, when there are 
so many ways to make easy money. 
With this unparalleled collection of 
mascots, the knowledge of the magic 
word ‘ Unbcrufcn ' which you may have 
heard me repeat, and a convenient piece 
of wood to rap on with one hand while 
I keep the fingers of the other crossed, 
I can sifle-track the workings of your 
whole bunch of hoodoo men : so if you 
want to get under the wing of a real, 
up-to-date magician, you'd better climb 
aboard.”

Cupidon was so impressed that he 
again groveled at the white man’s feet,
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but Redgreave unceremoniously kicked 
him until he sat up.

‘‘We'll get right down to business 
now,” he said sharply. “ You tell all 
about this scheme, or I'll withdraw my 
protection and kick you into the jungle, 
to let those second-rate jossers make 
chop-suéy à lá Voodoo out of you.”

It was a queer and confused mixture 
which the negro told, a jumble of su
perstition, villain}-, cunning-, and igno
rance ; but when Redgrcave had eluci
dated many obscure points by close 
questioning, and obtained all the in
formation which Cupidon could give 
him, he rearranged it consecutively in 
his own mind, thus :

“ First, there is the disappearance of 
the two hundred Spaniards. That is 
historical and universally accepted. To 
explain it. the tradition that there is 
still a remnant of the Indian race in 
these mountains, guarding the treasure 
which they sought, lias been handed 
devn. That is probably a myth, but 
strange things happen in the tropics.” 
Redgreave was not unduly credulous, 
hut in the course of his varied career he 
had run across many things which he 
could not explain, . and nothing sur
prised him.

“ Second, voodooism is practically uni
versal in Idayti; even the negroes who 
have been educated in Europe, and who 
pretend to scoff at it, practise the rites 
in secret. Owing to the foreign popu
lation in the seaports, the horrible orgies 
and sacrifices are not carried on open
ly : but, as one gets into the interior, 
white goats and cocks are sacrificed, and 
the serpent is venerated. It is probable 
that in this particular territory, which 
no white man i.s known to have emerged 
from, the holy of holies is situated, and 
human sacrifice is carried on and fol
lowed by cannibalism. The impression 
that the place is inhabited by the Indian 
aborigines, ruled by a white queen, is 
fostered to keep away the ignorant 
blacks, except at the time of sacrifice.

“ Third, the original Dessailines was 
a high priest of Voodoo, and that power 
is hereditary; so Raoul, in spite of his 
Parisian education, probably uses it to 
further his own ends. Cupidon con

fesses that he has brought several white 
men here at his direction, that he has 
drugged their food, and left them sleep
ing in this hut, and does not know what 
became of them— which latter is prob
ably a lie.- Raoul kills two birds with 
one stone—gets rid of his dupes, and 
furnishes victims for the sacrifice. His 
last two victims were my predecessors 
in the employ of Cooper; and Cupidon 
had orders to hocus me. in case Raoul 
did not change his mind and have me 
pinched and executed en route by the 
soldiers for prospecting. The gents in 
the jungle this morning came to carry 
away my sleeping form, but were dis
appointed to find that I was awake. 
Raoul gave orders that we were to 
travel slowly, so he is probably close 
after us.

“ Fourth, old Cooper is paying my 
wages, and I'm down here to find out 
about that gold-mine : not to be sacri
ficed by Vi odoo priests nor to study 
the superstitions of the country, so it 
behooves me to get a move on and ex
plore this wilderness. Raoul didn’t 
count on my getting beyond this point, 
so probably the cross is a straight tip : 
if the whole tiling isn’t a pipe-dream 
or a swindle, so the best thing I can do 
is to make for it.'’

Redgreave's first preparation for the 
journey was a careful overhauling of 
liis personal arsenal. He added a sec
ond revolver- to the one at his belt, 
slipped an automatic into a holster un
der his left arm, and a bowie-knife into 
his boot-leg. Cupidon watched him 
with interested eyes, and suggested that 
he be given one of the pistols, but Red
greave shook his head in emphatic ne
gation.

"It isn't your loyally I mistrust, my 
boy: for I reckon your fear will make 
you stick to me. but your race is liable 
to get excited, and yours truly will be 
the only man behind the gun on this 
excursion. I'll trouble you for that 
sleeping-medicine that you neglected 
to put in my rations last night, and then 
you can saddle up.”

Cupidon reluctantly handed over a 
small vial of dark-colored, thick liquid, 
which Redgreave stowed away in his
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pocket; and they started into the mys
terious jungle.

Members of the Lost Legion are not 
timorous; their employers do not se
lect men for missions which always im
ply difficulties to he overcome at the 
risk of life or liberty without being 
assured that danger will not deter them. 
Redgreave. in spite of his firm belief in 
omens, had never known what fear of 
bodily harm meant: but that day on the 
jungle bridle-path pretty nearly enlight
ened him.

Through it all he fever caught sight 
of a living enemy; but their very invisi
bility was more demoralizing than any 
open attack Could have been. Fie had 
an uncomfortable feeling that he was 
under constant and close observation 
from the impenetrable tangle on either 
side of the path ; but not the movement 
of a leaf nor the snapping of a twig be
trayed the watchers.

He kept the sharpest lookout, and, 
after riding for an hour, argued with 
himself that he must be mistaken, when 
one of the pack-mules suddenly gave a 
grunt, and with much clattering of 
camp utensils collapsed on the path, an 
arrow in its brain.

Then Rcdgreave realized that his 
fears were not groundless, for the 
death-messenger must have been shot 
at close range, although he had detected 
no sound nor movement in the jungle. 
Fie silent!}’ rearranged the pack, dis
carding such heavy articles as were not 
absolutely necessary for his prospect
ing, while Cupidon watched him in 
apathetic terror.

Another half-hour of almost steady 
climbing, and the second mule was 
struck by an arrow, causing; death al
most instantaneously; and again no 
sound from the jungle!

“ The first one wasn't a chance shot, 
then/’ said Redgreave grimlv, as he 
opened the pack. "Rack-mules seem 
to be hoodooed around here, and I'm 
not drawing any of it on myself by ta
king up their burdens, so here's where 
I charge up a choice collection of pros
pector’s tools to Mr. Cooper.”

Axes, picks, hammers, and other 
tools were thrown into the jungle, but

he stuffed his capacious pockets with, 
bacon and biscuits, and wrapped up a 
dozen sticks of dynamite with their ac
companying; fuse and detonating-caps in 
a bundle, which he slung behind Cupi- 
don’s saddle. The negro uttered not a 
word; he was so paralyzed with fear 
that even his mumbling was silence!, 
and his black face had turned to the 
color of ashes.

Redgreave remounted and pressed 
doggedly on, a revolver in his band, as 
he peered anxiously at the walls of 
green ahead, but he could detect no 
sign of life in them. Then came only a 
slight twang, like the loosing of a bow
string, but, as he raised his pistol to 
fire ■  the direction from whence it 
sounded, his horse plunged forward, 
and he was pitched over its'head. After 
he had scrambled to his feet lie found 
that the third arrow had been jilanted 
with unerring accuracy, and had pene
trated the brain through the left eye.

Redgreave had been in many tight 
places; he had fought his way through 
the narrow, filth}- streets of a Chinese 
citv. whom the <xlds were a thousand 
to one against hint; he had spent forty- 
eight hours in a coulée. holding off a 
hundred Apaches, who would have 
scalj ied hint dead or tortured him alive : 
and he had many times made his wav to 
safety when escape seemed humanly 
impossible without showing the white 
feather; but his hands trembled now 
as he unfastened, the blanket roll from 
the saddle of the dead horse.

The mystery of the tiling was so un
canny that it unnerved him; the arrows 
must have been shot from within 
twenty feet, but the eyes which sighted 
them and. the hands which loosed them 
were invisible, and in spite of his su
perior weapons he was absolutely pow
erless to retaliate.

“ I reckon I can guess about how 
those Spaniards melted a wav if they 
followed this trail,” he said to Cupidon, 
as he swung the roll over his shoulder. 
"I  don't suppose your beast will last 
long, unless it's got an armor-plated 
headpiece, but wed! use it while we 
can. so hump along.”

Cupidon looked wistfully back over
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the path they hat! asyeuded, but Red
greave, win > was in no mood for argu
ment. tapped the butt of his revolver 
significantly, and Cupido]; dug- his bare 
heels into the horse's sides and started 
forward, with the white man close be-

Tlie character of the country changed 
as they climbed higher ; the jungle be
came ic-s dense and the path stonier, 
anti! just before sundown they followed 
it into a deft between two hills, which 
narrowed rapidly as they penetrated it. 
in a half-mile it became no more than 
a narrow canon, between two walls of 
r. .-ok ah- mt thirty leet high.

Redgreave was just congratulating 
himself that it afforded no shelter for 
bo .-, mem when he was startled by a cry 
ot terror from Cupidon, who was sud
denly jerked out of the saddle, but. 
instead of falling to the ground, lie 
went humping up the smooth surface of 
tile rock, howling and struggling, but 
drawn by some power which he could 
not resist.

1 le disappeared over the edge, and 
Redgreave instinctively battened him
self against the wall to avoid a Second 
lariat, Rut lie heard nothing, and there 
was no attempt to molest him, although
a rock throw» from abçve would. have
crushed him. without Y\>K lO Hi.-; cue-
I). ICS. Re■ voiver in hand he stood mo-
tionless, watching the edge of tinj Cl lit
until darlknoss made it invisible , but,
gilt notigh he was phvmcailv inacth*et his
! C‘ r 1 ’ !:» 1\~-da was worirbig to some pur-

Cm.ching Cnpidows horse, lie re-
d thei dynamite aned mowed it carc-

fid!} a hoiut him-elf. Then lie tnrned
dv/li or sé"s head df >\vn the path
v ith a sbout of “'.Ml ;'tbonrd for Rort-
v. u- Prince 1" crept as rapidlv as lie couM
up the path, while the >tart fed hers e g ib
1 -.ped clowm oil the retvs-rn journey

Kc<fgre ave heard a shout of rage
from the top of the cHit An e:xcited
jabbering broke tut, quickly Pd lowed
by tinr baihug of a torch, which ret.‘Sided
a dozen black figures !< >wering them-
selves> to the canon, v.-here thev Sti K)d
il r  a minute chattering to each ckher ;
then. 1; roéitly to his relief, they mewed

oft down the path. They were blacks 
of the lowest type, naked except for 
narrow loin-cloths, armed with bows 
and arrows, their faces gashed with 
the tribal marks of Africa.

Five minutes after they had disap
peared Redgreave scrambled up the 
rope and crept away in the darkness.

There was tie sign of Cupidon, but 
the insistent boom of a voodoo drum 
and the light of a large bonfire at the 
foot of the slope indicated a village, and 
he concluded that Cupidon had been 
carried there.

HI.
Daylight revealed a beautiful valley, 

with iio evidences of cultivation but a 
well-marked path leading from the top 
of the cliff where he had clambered 
over to a cluster of thatched negro huts 
which surrounded a long, low building 
at the foot of the hill. Early in the day 
a party of the naked savages he had 
seen the night before clambered up the 
path hearing a couple of stout ladders, 
which they lowered into the canon, and 
Redgreave km verv close and watched 
them as the_\- lounged about the top.

The}- evidently expected visitors, and
Rvdgrejive \vas hard!'..- :surprised when
Dessaiiincs, acc npanied by a dozen
V- Ad ;•( > men and SMmon, wh.o treated
him wjj ii the watest deference. cl a i li
bored o ver the edge of the cliff. Tlie
waiting ne^njes; pi rostra.fed themselves
before him, a:nd mumble 1 an account of
the pre\-jou> clav■'s occun-dices, and Des-
sai lines gave iy to a terrible outburst
L'f pis sion tas lie: listened

" Ywm let him escape. you miserable
t m'g J lie !v >\vleel. a< bit* trampled on
tliem mid Sue 1 theta with his heavy
hootm "Tim.ré cursed vrhire men have
1 lured Imre -id , y the gre at festival, and
your st;.midif-d ]ets one escape!” And
frtiin this Ret v a ;'cave gaUiered that the
mule had mltdistajtced the pursuers,
wlv. In d ret.ir ned with the son-}- tale
that in -r- e  an.: 1 rider had escaped.

Aftcr R e . - m ii!i m s had been somewhat
assuaged he sta;:"ted for the village, es-
coned by his hideous companions. All 
through that long day negroes arrived
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in groups; peasants from the surround
ing country, soldiers in uniform, and 
even an occasional black priest; but the 
most surprising arrival was a couple 
of dozen of the residents of the capital, 
negroes who Redgreave knew had been 
educated in France, where they had 
mingled in perfect social equality with 
the whites, and who had brought back 
to Hayti the accent, dress, and manner 
of Paris. Hut all the veneer of civiliza
tion had dropped from them; both men 
and women were half-drunk on the raw 
native rum, and, except for their cloth
ing, they were indistinguishable from 
the commoner blacks.

They were a horrible-looking lot as 
they reeled down the pathway to the 
huts ; chattering, shouting, singing, and 
dancing, and Redgreave congratulated 
himself that they had not been tempted 
to stray aside and stumble upon his hi
ding-place.

It is a law in the unwritten code of 
the Lost Legion that its members shall 
be mutually helpful." The protection of 
consuls is not for them, war-ships are 
not despatched with threats of bom
bardment and reprisal to their rescue, 
and their employers wash their hands 
of all responsibility as soon as they have 
delivered their instructions : but no one 
of them ever deserts another in dis
tress.

Redgreave had heard enough to con
vince him that his two predecessors on 
the gold hunt were in the power of these 
blacks, and lie guessed what their fate 
would he in this stronghold of vodoo- 
Lm. If  he were discovered in trying 
w aid them, his own fate would be no 
IwtttS-, but he hesitated not a moment in 
deciding to follow the negroes as soon 
as it should become dark.

The powder from a couple of car
tridges, mixed with the sticky potion 
he had taken from Cupide.n. made an 
e'T'ctive paste to blacken his hands and 
face, and he had little fear of discov
ery after darkness fell, for the negroes 
load a!! been drinking heavily, and were 
apparently without fear of observation 
in this remote place. His other prep
arations consisted in a careful examina
tion of his arms, and the conversion of

each of the sticks of dynamite into a 
bomb by the insertion of detonating- 
caps: and when he left his hiding-place 
he stowed them in his pockets.

U r, Redgreave is a modest man. and 
he has never given an accurate and full 
account of the rites of Voodoo which 
he witnessed as lie lay on the roof of the 
long building that night and observed 
them about the out-of-doors bonfire, 
ar.d later through a hole in the thatch.

.Monsieur Dessailines. descendant of 
an emperor, educated in Paris and a 
Port-au-Prince dandy, was master of 
the revels : his wand of office a human 
thigh-bone, and his ceremonial robes a 
necklace of human teeth. The sacrifice 
of many snow-white rooster-' and goats, 
in whose blood the naked savages drank 
to Voodoo, and with which they 
smeared their foreheads, was the open
ing of the orgy which rapidly became 
a scene of fanaticism which is beyond 
description, A half-hour of this al 
fresco entertainment was sufficient to 
reduce them to a state of maniacal 
frenzy, and when Dessailines gave the 
signal they followed him. a howling 
mob. into the long building, which was 
lighted by a half-dozen large torches.

Redgreave"? perch was a precarious 
one. but lie forgot his peril in watching 
Dessailines when he climbed to a plat
form at the far end. On it stood a 
large, boxlike structure draped in red 
cloth, and when he approached it the 
negroes set up a chant in a language 
which, he could not understand.

Dessailines made an impassioned ad
dress in French, and most of it was un
intelligible to Redgreave because of the 
shouting of the negroes, but lie con
stantly caught the expression "the white 
queen whom we worship." and he was 
quite prepared to see a descendant of 
the aborigines when Raoul drew back 
the curtain and the negroes prostrated 
themselves: but it had concealed only 
a glass-fronted box containing a huge 
white serpent.

Dessailines groveled before it. its 
beadv eyes shining like flame as its vi
cious head swung from side to side : and 
when lie rose to his feet the negroes be
came absolutely silent.
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"On this night, the festival of Voo
doo, our god demands the crowning 
sacrifice of the year.'’ he said slowly. 
“ Goats and cocks of the fairest have we 
sacrificed in her honor, hut to-night, O 
followers of Voodoo, she demands a 
human sacrifice!''

A fierce shout greeted this announce
ment, and a group of the negroes, 
whose knotted hair was a badge of their 
membership in the priesthood of Voo
doo, crept under the platform and re
appeared, bearing three men, tightly 
bound and gagged. Two of them were 
white men whom he had never seen be
fore, but the third was the luckless 
Cupidon. and, as Redgreave looked at 
De.'saiiines, his face distorted by pas
sion. his small, red eyes gleaming with 
ferocity as he tested the edge of a great 
knife, he knew the fate to which they 
were being carried.

beneath him were at least three hun
dred negroes, for the moment as savage 
as their ancestors of Africa, inflamed by 
liquor and giving unrestrained liberty 
to their blood-lust; but he did not hesi
tate.

lie  had carefully mapped out his 
plan, and, as the first of the bound men 
Was being lifted to the platform, he 
threw one of his dynamite bombs into 
the great bonfire, and dropped to the 
ground on the far side of the building. 
Tile explosion was almost instantane
ous. the burning embers were scattered, 
and darkness succeeded for a moment, 
until it was dispelled by the light from 
the blazing lmts, which burned like tin
der.

lie threw another bomb over the 
building, and the groans and screams 
which followed the second explosion 
told him that it had taken effect in a 
mol), of terrified negroes, who had 
rushed out after the first one.

Redgreave knew that his only hope 
was in their inter demoralization, and 
when he reached the far end, where the 
altar was situated, he threw a third 
bomb to the rear, and a good part of 
the flimsy building disappeared in 
smoke.

Dessailines lay oil the platform, 
writhing on his belly in front of the

snake's cage, and the three captives, 
unharmed but helpless, had been 
dropped On the ground.

The negroes who remained in the 
shattered building were clawing and 
fighting each other to escape through 
the doorway, and he was unmolested 
as lie cut the ropes of the prisoners and 
shouted to them to follow him.

I ie paused only long enough to rouse 
Dessailines by a couple of savage kicks 
on the shins, then, dropping the rest 
of the dynamite rn the cage, he ran 
Dessailines before him out of the build- 
iug.

The village was on fire from one end 
to the other, and the negroes paid no 
attention to them as they made off into 
the surrounding darkness. Redgreave 
driving Dessailines before him with 
kicks and curses.

A final explosion, which blew the bla
zing ruins of the long house in all direc
tions. announced that the fire had 
reached the altar, and in the shelter of 
the woods he called a halt.

Cupidon fell, gasping, to the ground, 
and Jlis white fellow prisoners were re
moving the gags from their months 
when Redgreave, for the first time, got 
a look at them.

“ I reckon yog were made in Ger
man}-,'' he saifl to the older one as a 
volley of "Doimerwetters!" came from 
his unbound lips; and the younger, a 
good-looking young fellow, gave a 
shout of relief after he had rid himself 
of the confining gags.

“ Yes, py Gotti un der nagurs vill 
schvett vor dis!" he exclaimed. “ To der 
Cherman gonsul vill I go------’’

"You're a considerable long way from 
the German consul, and I don’t believe 
heT extend the glad hand if you suc
ceed in getting to him." interrupted 
Redgreave dryly. ''Who sent you here 
•—Cooper ?"

“ ./(/, and he, too, vill schvett vor dis!” 
exclaimed the German.

Redgreave smiled as he turned to the 
other man. ‘‘Did that same philanthro
pist send you down here?’’

"That's what! Promised me an in
teresting experience, and I've sure had 
it. Who are vou ?”
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"Another >,ne of his proteges; Red
greave by name, and an unfortunate 
hoodooed by nature. Let's have the 
story,"

In ten minutes Redgreave warn in 
full possession of the facts. Their 
early experiences duplicated his own— 
except, as he had shrewd!}' suspected, 
that Cooper had employed them at a 
far less wage than he would have had 
to pay the more experienced members* 
of the Lost Legion. Dessailines had 
furnished them both with their horses, 
Mid turned them over to Cupidon : the 
German three months and the American 
six weeks previously. They had both 
gone* to sleep in the hut, unsuspicious of 
danger, and remembered nothing more 
until they awakened close prisoners in 
an underground cell from which thee 
had been brought that night. They ted 
not been treated badly, and were pm- 
v ided with the choicest edibles the coun
try could supply.

"Hut they didn’t make any hones 
about what we were being fattened up 
for.*' concluded the young American. 
’ ’This is the greatest \ oodoo festival 
of the year, and we were to be sacrificed 
on the altar as a preliminary to appear
ing on the supper-table. W’e'cl sure 
have been roasted before this if you 
hadn't happened in. Did Cooper send 
you to our rescue ?"

"Well, not exactly," said Redgreave 
grimly. "L've got a message for you. 
but we'll talk of that later.'' He trussed 
up Dessailines securely, and bound him 
to a tree. !,Xow. my little enticer of the 
innocent, you’re going to show me that 
gold-mine in the morning! and. if it ex
ists 'Silly in your imagination, I'll take 
a look at that same imagination through 
a bullet-hole in your skull, so you'd 
better do a heap of thinking before day
light. I'm a little Aiy on sleep, so if 
you gents will excuse me. I'll take forty 
winks. I reckon we won't be disturbed 
to-night, anti for reasons best known to 
myself I decided several days ago that 
I wouldn’t run any risks until after six- 
thirty to-morrow morningC’

Mr. Redgreave enjoyed a well-earned 
rest, but his companions, who had not 
had his training, spent most of the night

in anxious scrutinv of the village. Cu
pidon could do little more than lie on 
the ground and moan. for. although he 
had escaped having his throat cut, lie 
was firmly convinced that outraged 
k oodoo, would have worse in store for 
him. It was only greater fear of the 
-deeping white man. against whose 
sorcery even Voodoo had been helpless, 
which prevented him from releasing 
Dessailines as an atmiement.

The burning village was absolutely 
without sign of life, the Voodoo wor
shipers had tied in terror: but when 
Redgreave awakened he was not lulled 
hit" any sense oi false security. He 
gave an exclamation of pleasure when 
he looked at bis watch, and his expres
sion was almost cheerful as he greeted 
his companions.

"Cents, if the necessary ingredients 
were handy. I ’d set 'em up to celebrate 
the termination of seven rears of hard 
luck," lie remarked. ’ ‘As a fitting cele
bration is out of the cpiestion for the 
moment. I reckon we'd better get down 
to business. How about the gold-mine 
—have either of you found it ?"

''Jo. py Gott! dot liai I !"  exclaimed 
the German. "Xut on der ground vill 
I dig it, but my gonsul vill for me an 
indemnity get dot is better than a golt- 
inine,"

"Does Cooper get that—after you 
have collected it?" asked Redgreave. 
and the German gave a snort.

"Vas it old Cooper as for three 
months in a verdampt hole in der 
ground up gelocked vas?" he asked in
dignam!}’. “ Xõ. n o : veil dot money 
paid ofer iss, I goes me back by 
iiluenciicn. alretty. unt lif like a baron. 
Cooper can to der hell go !"

Redgreave turned to the American.
"What's your program, son? Are 

y o u  looking for Bob Evans to come 
down with the Xorth American Squad
ron and dry-nurse you back to Xew 
York with an indemnity in your 
pocket ?"

"Xot yet!" answered the boy posi
tivei}’. "Xow  that I'm down here, I'rn 
going to see if there is gold in these 
mountains, and I'd hate to make a fail
ure of the first job.”



TALES OF THE LOST LEGIOS 139

Redgreave looked at him approv
ingly.

"Sun, if we ever get back to little old 
Xow York, there’s a restaurant I want 
to take you to.” he said. “ Xow. 
Dutchv, as I understand it, you're on the 
job for yourself, so the sooner you start 
for I Yrt-au-l’rince the better I'll be sat
isfied. I ’d give you one piece of advice, 
though; you'd better go by way of San 
Domingo and Berlin, and bring the 
kaGer along with you to pick up that 
indemnity. J. put several prominent 
i Iaytian families into mourning last 
uiglu, and I reckon white men will find 
it better not to intrude on their grief. 
Cupidon, quit your blubbering and un
tie the high priest, and we'll look over 
the scene of battled'

Des.sailir.es was a Very crestfallen ne
gro when he confronted Redgreave, but 
the hitter wasted no time in gloating 
over him, and the party marched down 
to where the village had stood, for all 
that was left of it was smoldering ashes. 
A dozen mutilated bodies told of the ter
rible effects of tlie dynamite, but all 
compunction died in their hearts when 
they found the unmistakable evidences 
of cannibalism.

'"Now, Dessailines.” said Redgreave. 
"I'm  willing to listen to any information 
v- >u wish, to gives'

The negro looked at him sullenly, and 
sltook hH head.

"iffoni me you will learn nothing, 
monsieur,'' he said. “ You have killed 
my people, destroyed my power, and 
fjold me a prisoner, but you are accursed 
of Voodoo. You will die a horrible 
death for your sacrilege, and spy mur
der cannot prevent its"

“ Darned if you haven't Struck my 
weak point!" said Redgreave, a little 
gloomily. “ But I reckon a man that's 
been able to pull through the last seven 
years can take a chance against a bunch 
of hoodoo? that dynamite can scatter. 
I'm not going to murder you. but I'm 
not looking forward to making a meal 
of you, m  your name don't go on the 
ration-list for fattening until you give 
up what you know. Son. where did 
they have you cooped ?"

“ Corne along and I'll show von." an

swered the boy ; but the German gave 
a grunt of impatience.

“ I go by dcr consul," he said. “ No 
more I visit t>> see dot verdampt holes"

The German swung up the path 
without further remark, and Redgreave 
followed Iff.- c< supplied toward the 
ruins of the long house, driving Des- 
sailines before him, and with Cupidon 
full: >wing disconsolately after.

“ There are two thing! I've found out 
from long experience, son," he re
marked. “ Don't laugh at bad-luck 
signs, and never argue with a Dutch
man. If he had played fair with the 
boss. I'd have tied him up before al
lowing him to stick his head in that 
hornet’ s nest, but now he can go as far 
as he likes. Hello! is that where they 
cooped you?" He was looking into a 
large hole under the spot where the 
high altar had stood.

T ill boy nodded "There is a pretty 
good prison at the bottom," he said. 
“ Tunneled right out of the solid rock, 
and with iron bars in front."

“ If it's in commission now it will do 
nicely for our friend to meditate in,” an
swered Redgreave: and he kicked Des
sailines into the pit and dropped in after 
him.

The bfij.- followed. and peered 
through the bars of a heavy door.

“ Hello! your dynamite seems to have 
played the deuce with my happy home !" 
he exclaimed.

Redgreave looked into the cell, and 
then seized Dessailines roughly by the 
scruff of the neck.

"Get that door open!" he com
manded. “ Son. this josser wasn't ly
ing. 1 don't know how rich it is, but 
this is the entrance to an old mine. I've 
seen the like in Central America, and, 
if it hasn't been cleaned out. i reckon 
old Cooper wins again."

Ten minutes' work cleared awav 
enough debris to show that the appar
ently natural rock at the back of the 
prison had been a carefully laid wall 
blocking the mouth of a tunnel; and 
Redgreave sent Cupidon for torch ma
terial to explore it.

“ Dessailines. you've made me a lot of 
trouble about this." he said, while tliev
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waited. "I've got to have samples of 
this ore, and, thanks to you, I have no 
tools, so you'll get ’em for me if you 
have to bite ’em out.”

Mr. Dessailines was not accustomed 
to labor, but he had a skilful teacher, 
and when they explored the ancient 
workings he succeeded in getting what 
Redgreave required, but his hands 
were raw and bleeding when he finished.

"They've only skimmed the top of 
the cream in that vein." lie said, after lie 
had carefully examined the samples in 
tlie daylight. "There is enough left 
there to make it one of the richest'mines 
in the world with modern methods, and 
1 see where the republic of 1 J ayti dis
appears into the vest pocket of Mr. 
jabcz Cooper.”

He looked about at the gruesome evi
dences of savagery in the beautiful val
ley. ami then at the young American.

“ Xow, soil, I suppose you're thinking 
what a ripping good story this will make 
for the Sunday papers," he said, point
ing to the gathering vultures, the smo
king ruins of the hut, and the ghastly 
relies of violence and cannibalism. 
‘‘ ‘Fabulous Riches in Hayti 1’ 'The Se
cret (iuarded by Votaries of Voodoo!' 
‘Cannibalism in the West Indies!' and 
all that sort of thing. But when you 
hear the ‘Elevated’ rumbling and get 
under the shadow of a sky--crasper you'll 
wake up. It don't seem reasonable that 
you'll lie afraid to tell about this, but 
you w ill; and the first thing you know 
you'll be subscribing your little bit to 
carry the Gospel, red-llannel under
shirts. and trade gin to tie heathen in 
Central A frica ; and you won't say a 
word about what you've seen within 
five days’ journey of the Bowery. But 
just now Dessailines must------  Hello!'’

Mr. Dessailines had taken advantage 
of Redgreave’s philosophical disserta
tion to edge away, and was now in full 
flight up the path.

Redgreave took after him. but the ne
gro had a good lead, and fled with the 
wings of fear. At the edge of the cliff 
he uttered a cry of triumph, but it 
terminated in a howl, his black hands 
were raised above his head, and he sud
denly collapsed and rolled over.

Redgreave dropped to the ground and 
crept cautiously forward until he could 
see the path below.

"It's all right,” he said, when he re
joined Cupidon and the boy. "H e won’t 
bother us again, and Hayti will pay no 
indemnity. The Dutchman's there, too. 
Both of ’em on their backs, and each 
has an arrow in his brain.”

They looked at him in astonishment 
as he coolly made his samples into a 
snug bundle and slung it over his shoul
der.

“ No\Vt son, that exit is officially 
closed, and there's just one chance to 
get out. We'll strike right ahead ; the 
boundary of Santo Domingo is about 
twentv miles frmri here, and the sooner 
we shake the dust of Hayti from our 
feet the better well he off. We go home 
by way of Monte Cristi and Santana 
Bay. Just taki one of these guns, and 
keep vimr ringers crossed. Shoot any
thing black on sight, and do it quick."

Two weeks later Mr. Jabez Cooper. 
grudgingly wrote two checks.

" 1  don't like paving twice for a sim
ple little job like this," lie grumbled, 
nodding at tits ore samples on his desk. 
“ I suppose that Dutchm;m'll lie showing 
up and wanting money next."

"I  don't believe he will,” answered 
Redgreave dryly, as he pocketed ln> 
check. " l ie  left us to collect an indem
nity for some fancied inconvenience, 
and I believe ho compromised on a con
cession of land: ab<mt six feet of it."

"You didn't say a word about our ad
ventures,” said the boy wouderingly. as 
they walked to Madame Hortense's tor 
luncheon.

"X o ." answered Redgreave, as he 
stooped to pick up a pin. and smiled 
cheerfully as he noticed that the head 
lay toward him. “ Cooper was only pay
ing for samples and a report. There is 
no money in adventures, and he's a busy 
man.”

"I  guess you’re right." answered the 
boy, when he had dodged a trolley-car 
and a racing fire-engine. "Say, where 
can I get this check cashed? I want to 
make a contribution to convert the 
South Sea Islanders from cannibalism.”



Z o l l e n  s t e i n
B y W. B. M. Ferguson

Author o f “ Garrison's Finish f  “ Strange Cases of a Medical F r e e - l a n c e E t c .

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
Mortimer, a young Englishman, ex-soldier and adventurer, quarrels with Colonel Gratz in a West End 

club and strikes him so viciously that one of Mortimer’s companions, Lieutenant Von Lind owe, bending over 
the fallen man. pronounces him dead and urges Mortimer to fly to the Continent, offering to assist him in 
procuring a captaincy in the Blues, the crack light-cavalry regiment in Zollensrein. Mortimer accepts the 
oiler and goes to Zolienstein He has first an encounter with Captain Kienert, then with the Princess 
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C H A P T ER  X.
J RIDE TO T H E  U X M A S K IN G  A XD  H EAR 

A X  OU.) X A M E .

F T E R  one of the busi
est days in my life, and 
I have had my share 
of action, I \va  ̂ alone 
at last—alone in the 
royal chamber of the 
kings of Zolienstein. I 
had left Von Lindowe 

still unconscious, but. in my opinion, on 
the road to recovery, for his wounds, 
though numerous and painful, I did not 
deem fatal. The most serious was a 
long scalp-wound on the back of the 
head, evidently the remit of a saber- 
blow imperfectly warded.

Once nr twice in his delirium the boy 
had striven to speak coherently, but his 
tongue was far from being in harmony 
with his mind.

From Sergeant Wachs of the Blues 
we learned that he had found Von Lin

dowe in my room at the “ Toison d’Or," 
and the landlord was about to send for 
medical assistance when Wachs and his 
detachment arrived.

From the meager account of the af
fair, recounted by Johann Lesser, the 
landlord ( who was not an eye-witness ), 
to Sergeant Wachs, it seemed that the 
lieutenant, hearing that I had gone for 
a walk, had decided to await my re
turn. He went to my room, and subse
quently Captain Kienert and two troop
er.' rode up and demanded an interview 
with "the Englishman. Mr. Mortimer," 
registered there. The landlord explain
ing I was out. they had called him liar, 
and had pushed past him to my room.

What transpired there he could only 
surmise, but sounds of a t'racas came 
to him. and finally Kienert and his men, 
laughing and cursing, flung down-stair', 
leaped on their mounts, and clashed 
away. Von Lindowe was fast bleed
ing to death when the landlord found 
him and by the means of a hastily im-

This story began in the Jan e  issue. The back numbers can be obtained from any newsdealer. Price 
fifteen cents each.
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provided tourniquet undoubtedly saved 
ids life.

Though I itched in toilv and mind, 
and had not cl- >sed my eyes for a score 
of hours., I di-'i not feel sleepy. I had 
passed that point. Continued action, 
excitement, speculation, and retrospec
tion—which inevitably precedes or fol
lows—kept ray nerves jumping-. It was 
after midnight, and undoubtedly I 
should have gone to bed. But instead 
I paced the floor, thinking of everything 
it was useless to think of,

My room was on tire second floor 
overlooking- the terraced garden. A 
great wide balcony ran along" the en
tire east wing—the wing reserved as 
the sleeping-apartments of the ruyal 
household. A  full moon was riding 
high in the heavens, and the trees on 
the terraces cast long, black shadows. 
It was a perfect night,

A great longing for air, to get as close 
to nature as possible, to absorb some 
of her sublime peace and contentment 
by contact, filled me. Í opened one of 
the French, windows, and, sitting on 
the balcony's rail, lit a cigarette.

Such a night brings a vast longing 
tor cleanliness to the moral leper. And 
partly because the night was so pure, 
partly because the more I thought of 
the Princess Xenia and consequently 
despised myself, measuring; my lowli
ness by her altitude, partly because I 
remembered I had left my portmanteau 
at the '‘Toison d'Or." i took a sudden 
resolution,. I would quit Zollenstein 
forever before it was too late—before 
the fly had become completely entangled 
in this political web of deceit.

I am no prober of the emotions or 
self-analyst, but in taking a step which 
eventuates in a leap—a leap which may 
either terminate in one landing on one's 
head or one’s feet— it is some small sat
isfaction to hark back and appreciate 
the initial cause or causes that impelled 
tlie step. I f I had but gone to bed and 
to sleep—but perhaps in any case des
tiny would have arrived at the same 
goal using merely another path. As it 
was. the combination of influences re
corded cemented nty resolution. I would 
leave Zollenstein before it was too late;

142

quit this flirty political stage to which 
I had been lured by fal.-e promises of 
pfl lUeti wl.

J V Cteciia*.! Yes, I had been rightiy 
served for my cowardice in not facing 
the ei 'iisequences of my crime. Xow I 
was still the criminal—a coward and 
jackal to boot. L’nder the stars, in the 
quiet hush of the night, the memory 
of the Princess Zenia hot within me, 
my view-point had shifted.

The chancellor's specious arguments, 
appeals to my love of adventure, ac
tion: his threats, intimidations—all had 
vanished. I saw myself as I was.

.Perhaps my short intimacy with the 
Princess Zenia. even though won un
der false colors, had sown a seed of 
honor within me that the night did but 
nourish and, bring to flower. I knew 
that there was a strange, new longing 
in mv heart that night. I craved an 
honest atmosphere, where one could 
breathe freely before one's neighbor, 
not behind his back: fearing every
breath would strangle : where 1 would 
no longer dread the lifting of the cur
tain that lay behind my personality. 
And perhaps -oate far-off day in the 
future, when I was clean, as I once had 
been in the great long ago, a girl as 
pure, as loyal as Zenia would kiss me : 
not as a supposed brother, but as one 
worthy of those kisses.

Between the lighting and discarding 
of my cigarette, I suppose, I must have 
reached a sublimely moral height that 
night under the .-tars. I f  I had known 
more of mankind and the making there
of, I should have known that when the 
tide has attained high-water mark, it 
must, in due time, inevitably recede. 
But while it ran strong and full I acted 
on my resolve-, I would go first to the 
"Toison d'Or."' dress myself in my own 
clothes, not this travesty of a riding- 
costume. make for some small Conti
nental town, and thence to London, to 
face the charge of manslaughter or 
murder.

I was anxious to acquire possession 
of my portmanteau : and, in any case, 
with no higher motive as a mainspring. 
I would have taken French leave of the 
castle for an hour or so in order to get
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it. There wai nothin" in it that a 
burglar would prize very highly. For 
necessity had taught me to keep my 
superfluous valuables, such as they 
were, in the city's many safe-deposit 
vaults which go by the name of the 
"Three Golden Spheres."

The only article I at all valued was 
a plain silver band, with the highly ab
surd legend, “ Toiljours le RoiV en
graved upon it. It possessed a senti
mental value alone, for, as a child, I 
had worn it about my neck. It re
minded me of the long ago, and fur
nished inexhaustible food for .retro
spect.

Again, the fact that it alone of all 
my superfluities had, somehow, escaped 
the wiles of the "Three Golden 
Spheres" imparted to it a highly en
couraging value. So long as I had that 
old silver band, relic of childhood and 
its irresponsible hours, 1 could not be 
clasisfiecl as an absolute pauper.

By means of a sheet from the royal 
bed I swung front the balcony and 
landed lightly among the shadows of 
the terraced garden. "Good-by, John 
.Mortimer, heir apparent," I called soft
ly to my bedroom. Then I cut across 
the grass to where, arming the tree-, the 
castle’s outflanking walls shot up dark
ly against the sky, their crest frosted 
with the silver which, the alehcmistic 
ilKion transmutes from the sun's gold.

1 reached the wall without even 
starting the yelp of a somnambulistic 
dog. but, as the height I had to scale 
was a dozen feet, and I am but half that.
I supplemented the difference with a 
sprightly and acconum’dating fir-tree.

I climbed it, expecting momentarily, 
as I was outlined against the sky. to 
receive a hail from some oppressively 
dutiful sentry, and already I was imag
ining just about where his Lee-Met ford 
would make my acquaintance—pro
viding he was a butter snot than the 
average run of Continental soldiers. 
But nothing happened, and, hastily 
climbing out on a projecting bough, .I— 
jufiiped it up and down like a see
saw. and, as it rose for the proverbial 
third time, borrowed its momentum, 
and sprang for the wall. It was not a

graceful exit, and I lauded on the other 
side with a badly sprained ankle.

It seemed fated that Zollenstein and 
all connected with it sF add harry the 
life out of me. I cursed it freely. I 
cursed myself and Von Lindowe and 
the chancellor and my ankle and the 
w all; and then I went over the roll 
again, this time including Colonel 
Gratz. whom I had, somehow, over
looked for the moment; though, in 
truth, I should have remembered that 
he was undoubtedly damned enough by 
now.

Somewhat relieved, I stumped sul
lenly down the road—a road I knew 
nothing of. Physical pain is a curb to 
virtuous and lofty resolutions, and al
ready I was half-regretting the ex
change of a temporarily enlarged hori
zon for a temporarily enlarged ankle. 
In my crippled condition I stood in a 
fair way of one striving for a worthy 
goal only to go uncredited.

I had need to hurry, even though I 
could not, for I felt certain that, when 
my escape became known, the vulture
like chancellor would he hotfoot after 
me. lie  had compromised himself, and 
now he C' raid not go back.

And then a grossly unpleasant 
thought came: Supposing he thought
I had deserted and gone over to Boris 
—sold out to his opponent the hand he 
had shown me lie held ? I well knew- 
his estimation of me. In his opinion I 
would play jackal cheerfully. After all. 
I was a criminal, and. as such, a fitting 
hireling for Uncle Boris. My thoughts 
—and I wish my legs had been as 
progressive—even carried nie further. 
Supposing the chancellor thought my 
story of being captured by Boris a 
trumped-up lie in order that he might 
disclose his next prupo-ed move to in k  
It was all very' likely. If so, then I was 
between two fires. 1 could not go back. 
I must go forward— get awav from it 
all.

Meanwhile I had hobbled perhaps a 
‘mile. Just as I had again reached the 
full flush of my laudable determination, 
now enforced by necessity, there came 
a clatter of hoofs from far down the 
road : and down another road that bi
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sected the one I was traversing, some 
halt-score yards in advance, there 
pounded a body of horsemen.

I waited for them to turn to their 
left, and so precede me, but, instead, 
they turned to their right and swept 
toward me.

I tried to leap to one side unob
served ; my weak ankle gave accommo
datingly, and down I went under the 
foremost horse. I was fated to be a 
shuttlecock, for. before I could inele
gantly roll out of harm's way. the 
horse’s pawing hoofs clipped me smart
ly on the head. I saw the entire solar 
system—and some-tiling else. For the 
rider had dismounted, savagely backed 
t!;e horse, and now was bending over 
me.

"Hugo! H ugo!” cried a throaty, 
tremulous voice, and a poor lace doily 
of a handkerchief dabbed at the insig
nificant scalp-wound I had earned. 
'“Hugo, Hugo, tell me you are not hurt. 
Speak to me, dear.’’

My plans of renunciation, of lofty 
rectitude, had been abruptly check
mated. A.gain I assumed the cloak of 
deceit thrust upon me by the force of 
circumstances. Again I was Prince 
Hugo, of Saxonia, and my ‘ 'sister,” the 
Princess Zenia, was pillowing my head 
on her arms.

It was with difficulty and a whirling- 
head that I at length scrambled awk
wardly to my feet. What with tile- 
knocks I had encountered, lack of sleep, 
and sheer physical hunger, combined 
with the tension of meeting climaxes at 
every unexpected corner, I was mo
mentarily unnerved. For a second a 
wild, hysterical impulse caught me by 
the throat: a desire to scream out: 
“ I ’m not a king, nor cousin, nor prince, 
nor brother-—nothing.” But Zenia was 
speaking.

•‘ Hugo." she cried sharply, an un
wonted misery suddenly manifesting it
self in her rich voice, "you're—intoxi
cated.”

“ Pardon. I'm not," I said lamely.
“Then you’re sick, Hugo. What is 

the matter? You’re lame, bareheaded, 
wounded----- ”

“ My horse ran away—threw me.” I 
lied bravely.

"W here?" she questioned slowly, 
switching her riding-skirt with her 
crop. Her body-guard had fallen back.

"Why, here,” I explained volubly. 
“ See, I ’m all over dirt.’1' So much had 
my exit over the wall done for me.

“ So I see,”  she replied, somewhat 
dryly, in a strange voice. “ Where were 
you coming from, Hugo?”

"Why, the castle. I was on my way 
io Saxonia — Schillingsberg. You 
should not be out at this hour." I ran 
on, taking a brotherly high hand, in or
der to cover my confusion. “ It is after 
midnight. Why did you come back?” 

She was still switching nervously at 
her skirt. “ F’or you,” she replied sim
ply. “ While at Heimruh, or there
abouts, to-night,” she continued coldly, 
“ I lost a bracelet, and I sent Schlosser 
for it. Pie could not find it, but on his 
return he informed me that you had 
gone back to Heimruh—and were 
drunk, Hugo. From one of the serv
ants he learned that you were sitting 
in the gun-room with Uncle Boris—in a 
disgraceful condition. I was on my 
way there now. You have lied to me, 
Flugo. You were on your way from 
Heimruh. When intoxicated, you were 
thrown by your horse. You deliberate
ly went to Uncle Boris when my back 
was aimed. That was why you did 
not wish me to stay at the castle over
night. 1 despise you,” she whipped 
out, emphasizing her biting contempt 
with a vicious smack of the crop on her 
boot. “ I despise von. And—and. after 
all. you—you being so— so nice,” she 
whispered, the tears now in her voice. 
“ I never thought you could stoop so 
low. A  lie—a lie!”

Prince Hugo was unconsciously ta
king hearty vengeance for my assuming 
his identity.

“ Won't you say something?" asked 
Zenia querulously, stamping her foot in 
exasperation as f remained silent.

“ Nothing." I answered. “ Except 
that I was not drunk, that I did not 
return to Heimruh, and that I have only 
now left the castle." It was not often 
the luxury of truthfulness was per-
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Knitted me, and I made quite a brave 
figure of injured innocence.

Zenia switched at her skirt nervous
ly. " I  believe yon," she said gravely, 
at length. ' ‘Forgive me. Schlosser 
must have been misinformed. Kiss me, 
Hugo.'’ And she lifted her lips to mine.

" Was that because you doubted me—• 
wanted to know if I had been intoxi
cated?" I asked, as I kissed her.

"Don't I trust you implicitly?” she 
parried simply. "No. it was because I 
wanted to know if it would still feel 
so—so funny. And—and it does,” she 
finished, with her old puzzled laugh. 
“ And now shall we return to the castle, 
dear, or go on to Schillingsberg ?”

"To Schillingsberg,” I said. I could 
not go back to the castle. I would take 
this bull by the horns. The present had 
me for its own. Let it lead me where it 
willed. So I mounted a trooper’s horse, 
but took care to order him to foot the 
twelve miles to Saxonia's capital, for I 
did not wish, through any gossip, that 
the chancellor should know of my 
whereabouts.

"B y the way." said Zenia. as we can
tered down the moonlit road side by 
side, "do you know I'm a little bit up
set? I have heard some rumor to the 
effect that an Englishman, stopping at 
tire 'Toison d'Or' inn at Zollenstein, 
has mysteriously disappeared."

"Indeed!'’ I exclaimed, my heart pri
vately jumping, "How did you hear 
of that?"

"Schlosser carried it with him from 
Heimruh. It is common news there.” 

"And how should the disappearance 
of an Englishman affect you ? In any 
case, no doubt it is pure fiction.” I 
added, endeavoring to fathom the ob
ject that lay back of Boris circulating 
the story of my disappearance. "How 
could it interest ycm. Zenia?"

"W ell." she said whhnsically, finger
ing the reins abstractedly, "you remem
ber my telling you of my many suitors 
in Paris ? And how I preferred one 
simply for the reason that he did not 
pretend to be sanctimonious. like the 
rest? He is an Englishman, and had 
threatened to visit Zollenstein so as to 
—well. I like him a—a little bit. A tiny,

tiny, tiny little bit” .—measuring the 
amount with finger and thumb—‘‘and—• 
and that’s all. I thought, perhaps, he 
and this Englishman who has disap
peared might be one and the same. 
Englishmen do not often visit Zollen
stein, and he might travel incognito.”

"What is his name?" I asked bluntly.
"Viscount Greystone." said Zenia. 

"W hy—why, do you know him, Hugo ? 
Do you ?"

" I  have met him,” I replied grimly, 
"in London.”

“ And you like him, Hugo ?’’
“ Quite as much as he likes me,”  I 

said.
I was busy thinking what the Vis

count Greystone would say were he to 
meet me, as he would be likely to do if 
he visited Zollenstein during my stay, 
when he found that his former London 
adventurer had been metamorphosed 
into royal play-actor extraordinary. 
And he. the greatest libertine and 
gourmand in all England, and perhaps 
the Continent, was supposedly in love 
with my "sister.”

Of course, it was no affair of mine, 
but I wished it were. Gods! how I 
wished that it w ere! That in some way 
it might be ! And so I rode with the 
plain intention of unmasking myself 
once Schillingsberg was reached and I 
had won safely away from the vulture- 
like clutch of the iron chancellor. And 
that night's ride I will always remem
ber, for the Princess Zenia was very 
near to me, and she was winsome and 
sweet—and everything that I loved. 
And again 1 prayed God that I might 
in some way keep her safe from the 
Viscount Greystone.

C H A P T E R  NÍ,
T i n :  r . Y M A S K i x i ; .

"You are quiet, Hugo,” Zenia had 
said for the second time before ab
straction permitted my return to good 
breeding. "Are you sure you are not 
hurt? It has been a veri', very busy 
day and night for us both. Did you 
ever see brother and sister get on so 
well together?" she asked, pressing my
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arm affectionately. “ Listen,” she cried 
sharply, head on one side, finger raised 
for silence. “ Listen.”

I listened. The faint thud, thud of 
hoofbeats came to us up the wind from 
the rear. Zenia drew her horse to one 
side, bidding' me follow. The body
guard, their sergeant receiving no sum
mons to halt, obediently cantered on. 
The hoofbeats sensibly drew nearer as 
we listened. There is something inde
scribably eerie in the sound of pursuing 
hoofbeats on a clear moonlight night. 
Zenia shivered involuntarily.

“ Who rides so late?” she asked slow
ly. as we stood in the shadow-flecked 
road. “ I am curious.”

I shrugged my shoulders for answer. 
Undoubtedly it was my pursuers from 
the castle, but I bad met with so many 
strange experiences in so short a pe
riod that a fresh one held no terrors for 
me. I was quite ready for anything. 
Mechanically I felt in my pocket for 
Uncle Boris’ revolver as, far down the 
broad vista of moonlight, a small, black 
speck resolved itself into three horse
men. In silence we watched them 
sweep toward us.

"Had you not better join your es
cort ?” I asked.

"As if there were war or brigandage 
in the land,'' replied Zenia, with a 
laugh. "Am  I not safe with my broth
er ?”

"But— -.Boris?" I objected.
"You seem afraid of him, Hugo.- Do 

you forget who you are, or who I am ? 
Don't be afraid. Big sister will let no 
one hurt little brother. Not even bad, 
wicked Uncle Boris. Besides, four es
cort is waiting for us, no doubt, at the 
next turn. Sehlosser is used to my 
whims."

I idly watched the moonlight twinkle 
from the accouterments of the three 
rapidly approaching horsemen. They 
were troopers. The next minute they 
had. with one accord, halted as they 
caught sight of our horses throwing 
their shadows across the white road-* 
way.

"Who rides so late to Schillings- 
berg?” called Zenia abruptly, in her 
clear, commanding voice.

‘•'Ail old and loyal admirer,” replied 
a voice, after a brief silence.

It was a half-respectful, half-insolent 
voice—a voice that conveyed that its 
owner would like to be familiar if he 
but dared. I recognized it instantly. It 
was Captain Kienert. My hand tight
ened on the gun in my pocket.

“ You are impertinent, sir/’ replied 
Zenia cuttingly. "I have but loyal sub
jects/’

As if in answer, one of the horsemen 
spurred forward, swaying slightly in 
the saddle.

"B 'Jove! sis, old girl, welcome home. 
Welcome home,” he cried boisterously, 
with a highly majestic and more than 
erratic flourish of his arm. "Three 
years, s is ; three years. Welcome 
home.”

I smiled grimly. The unmasking 
had come, and it had not been of my 
making. I was confronting the still 
besotted princeling. Prince Hugo, of 
Saxonia, now dressed in the dark-green 
hussar uniform of Heimruh.

"What are you. doing at this hour?" 
added the prince roughly, "and who is 
that scarcecrow at your side? I must 
look into this. A chap mus’ be a clpi]), 
y'know, and a princess mus' be a lad}’, 
y'know. How comes it-----

"Out of the way, sir." cried Zenia 
savagely. “ How dare you—you insult 
me! Out of the way.” site cried pas
sionately, spurring her horse as the 
three spread across her past, "Heim- 
ruh will answer for this in-uit. What 
do you mean?”

"It—it means that I ’m a chap now." 
cried Prince Hugo. "T h at—-that 
If Jove, you can't treat your brother like 
that," he added shrilly.

I saw the girl straighten rigidly in 
her saddle.

"That voice,” site whispered, half to 
herself. "What is this farce '”  she cried 
swiftly. "Are you mad, or am I? 
Here is Hugo”-—she clenched my arm 
fiercely—"and yet—and yet—that voice. 
I do not understand.”

“ Ha! the play-actor,” cut in Captain 
Kienert, with a high, nasal laugh. 
“ Ho-ho, a rolling stone—blows nobody 
any good. The play-actor----- ”



ZQLLEN STEIN 147

"Damn yon!" cried Prince Hugo, his 
voice now surcharged with maudlin 
passion, spurring his horse full tilt at 
me. ‘ 'You are the blackguard who— 
who—— ” He clicked impotently.

'n a •moment he was upon me, stri
king right and left. I tried not to hurt 
him. I swept him aside, but he seemed 
all arms and vituperation, and would 
not be denied. His horse, savage with 
deep roweiing. charged into mine. I 
was dung against the princess. Sub
consciously 1 was aware that Captain 
Kienert and the trooper were drawing 
their sabers. They swept to my rear.

I drew my gun. and as Prince Hugo 
blindly flung himself upon me. trying to 
pinion, my arms, spitting like a hell
cat. I threw caution to the winds, and 
gave him the heavy butt straight be
tween the eyes. He rocked from the 
saddle, thudded on the road, heaved up 
mice or twice, and then lay all sprawled 
out. The moonlight was playing full 
upon his distorted, ghastly face.

Then I caught a badly warded 
flat saber-cut from Captain Kienert. I 
tried my best to murder him with the 
gun, and only then discovered that it 
Vvas not loaded. It was flung with all 
mv Strength iff the captain's face. In
stinct taught me to duck his back-hand 
return blow—and then the 'quiet and 
methodical trooper, who had been 
maneuvering for position, got home a 
pretty blow on the back of my head. I 
hit the road all in a lump.

As the moon began to float round 
and round in a most beautiful sky of 
deepest red, shot with brilliant yellow 
stars, I became distinctly aware of it 
sinning upon the Princess Zenia while 
she knelt by the side of the tipsy prince. 
Site looked into his face for a long time, 
then kissed hint very gently, and turned 
her glance to where I lay. I did not at 
till appreciate the look her great eyes 
held. In fact, I have seldom seen such 
a completely unfriendly one. So I 
lapsed into unconsciousness (1 was get
ting quite familiar with that state!, 
with the highly satisfactory consolation 
that I was completely hashed-up all 
around, and that really I would be very 
glad to die and be quit of it all—this

royal rôle of chief bump taker in or
dinary.

The familiar motion of a horse at a 
steady ton by degrees shook the 
clogged wheels of my sensibility into 
action. I was somewhat apathetic and 
miserably tired by now, and it was with 
a feeling of complete indifference that 
I realized that I was a prisoner, "hog- 
tied" to a horse, with a trooper on either 
flank. As best I might, I ascertained 
in the darkness that one of my captors 
was Captain Kienert. and I regretted 
deeply that he had recovered from my 
blow with the Colt.

After a most gloomy and silent ride, 
the stern, dark tower- of Heimruh 
loomed up before me. and. as I had sus
pected, I was in a fair way of ending 
my adventures in the breeding-ground 
of the whole affair. Without ceremony, 
my legs were unstrapped, and I was 
hustled through the passages I had 
traversed but a few short hours pre
viously.

I found myself in the gun-room, 
where Uncle Boris, restored to his nor
mal state of ceremonious insincerity, 
was seated at the head of the table — 
awaiting my arrival, it seemed.

"Journey's end in lovers' meeting," 
he said pleasantly, politely offering me 
a chair. "How did you meet with our 
bird of passage?" he asked my captor.

Kienert explained in his habitual 
debonair, cynical way.

"You can leave us," said Boris, after 
a moment's silence.

Kienert shrugged his shoulders. 
"But— supposing the little comedy is 
reenacted ?"
. "Leave," commanded his master 

shortly-, focusing his ghostly eves upon 
him.

"With all the pleasure in the world. 
Arc, amigo." And Kienert blew a kiss 
with the tips of his fingers. “ A v f  
Cccsar." He bowed to Boris. "TV 
salutant."

Humming the little French chanson, 
Captain Kienert gracefully effaced him
self. His unsurpassed faculty for 
badinage, expressed more by his man
ner than his vocabulary, had set Boris 
in a smother of irritability. Surely, I
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thought, this captain must have a strong 
hold, for no master would brook such 
cheerful disrespect.

As the door dosed, Boris, to my sur
prise, arose and deftly severed my 
bound wrists, saying with a troubled lit
tle laugh: “ I beg your pardon for sub
jecting you to such treatment, but ow
ing to your incognito it was unavoid
able.”

He laughed again pleasantly.
"See here," he ran on, with much 

persuasion, while I strove to keep 
amazement from my eyes, "what possi
ble good can it do you to pose as the 
outlawed he if of Zollenstein ? Is it 
mere love of adventure—inherent, it 
seems, in you titled Engdishers, with 
more money and time than you know 
what to do with,. Why be mixed up in 
some small Continental intrigue? Lor 
I admit it is an intrigue, made neces
sary by that unscrupulous villain. Von 
W tk e  Hertz. Don't you see,” he 
added warningly, "that you only lay 
yourself open to a charge of inciting 
rebellion, revolution, with a very possi
ble contingency of embroiling your 
country in a serious difficulty ? I think 
I understand what motive may lead 
back of your mad freak, and I promise 
I will do my utmost to further your 
desires, if you but give me your word 
of honor to help me in this affair, not 
fight against me. Is it yes or no, vis
count ?”

My brain was whirling. Titled and 
moneyed Englishman! Viscount! 
What mighty step had I unconsciously 
taken in the interim. My identity had 
changed so much in the past twenty- 
four hours that I dared not call my very 
face my own.

"I must apologize: and beg you to 
overlook my past conduct.” continued 
Boris, with the utmost sincerity. "But 
I assure you I was unaware of your 
true standing, rank, and you must admit 
that your own actions were, to say the 
least, eccentric. Frankly, I thought you 
a hireling of the chancellor, suborned 
to usurp the throne, rather than the Vis
count Greystone assuming the role for
the purpose of----- ” He stopped with
a laugh.

So I was the Viscount Greystone! 
What else would I be? Truly I was 
running the gamut of the royal dress
ing-room. Small wonder Boris was 
treating me with the utmost deference! 
Greystone could name cousins in the 
royal family itself. Then if I were 
Greystone, he himself must be in Zol
lenstein. The audience was gathering 
for the farce, and 1. the principal harle
quin, would merit their full attention.

"How did you discover my identity?’’ 
I asked, assuming the lazy insolence of 
the viscount. "You seem to be fairly 
well acquainted with my affairs. Xow 
that you have penetrated my incognito," 
I added, with indifference, selecting one 
of Boris’ excellent cigarettes, "I  may 
as well cry pcccaz i. I have been put to 
a confounded lot of trouble by your ac
tions, permit me to tell you.”

Boris shrugged his shoulders. "Fcr- 
mit me to say. to mutilate the fable, 
when one as>umes the ass's .-kin----- "

"Xamely, Brinee Hugo's raiment?"
"Exactly, Well turned." laughed 

Boris. "You must remember this is not 
London, and we are at present en
gaged----- ”

"That's all right," I said magnani
mously, for I saw he had some small 
fc-ar regarding his past actions toward 
myself. " 1  was out of hounds—poach
ing—and I take the penalty. We will 
cry quits. But I am anxious to know 
how you discovered my identity."

"The landlord of the ‘Toison d'Or.' ” 
said Boris simple.

"Oh,” said I, looking profound, and 
feeling empty.

"I  jumped at conclusions, knowing 
the chancellor's unaccountable enmity 
for mvsclf." c'Utilised Boris ; "and. as 
I say, I thought you were his pawn. 
When you gave us the slip in the Brix 
road---- ” And he went over the af
fair at the inn which I had already 
heard from Lieutenant Yon Lindowe’s 
standpoint. "After I was released from 
your gags." he added, with a smile, 
"Prince Hugo, in company with Kie- 
nert, set out for Schillingsberg. You 
know the rest. The captain still thinks 
you a paid adventurer----- "

"And why not you?" I asked boldly.
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"Why, the landlord of the ‘Toison 
d’Or,’ " said my vis-à-vis. "You see, 
while the others were gone I sent two 
of my men to the inn, bidding them 
wait there till yon showed up. Instead, 
they learned from the landlord that the 
Englishman, your very esteemed self, 
was no other than the Viscount Grey- 
stone traveling incognito. Luckily my 
men had brains, and, thinking some mis
take might have occurred, wisely came 
back for directions. Of course I can
celed their engagement."

"For which accept my esteemed 
thanks," I said cynically. I was putting 
together the cabalistic two and two with 
commendable skill. "It's a very queer 
jumble, isn't i t I  laughed. It was 
superlatively queer, it Boris but knew 
it. "It was entirelv my fault. I should 
have taker, refuge in the peerage, but— 
well, you were rather caustic, and I 
took pleasure in giving you trouble."

"The whole fault lies with me and 
that maundering Doctor Boltova, who 
came to me with a cock-and-bull story 
regarding the arrival of a Orange Eng
lishman, tvhe> was to play the chancel
lor's pawn.” said 1 Sorts. He was in 
high spirits, " I  assure you it was all a 
mistake/'

"I quite agree with you," I returned, 
with perfect sincerity. "It is all a mis
take. Viscount Grcystotie has no inten
tion of mixing up with Zollenstein's 
destiny. The idea is utterly absurd."

Boris laughed his relief. " I f  L had 
Only known that you and 'Mr. Morti
mer' were one and the samel I ’m 
afraid I gave the chancellor credit for 
more brains than he possesses. You 
see, he kept his late majesty’s death 
secret—you are. acquainted with condi
tions here, viscount’ " he broke off, 
eying me sharply.

I nodded with groat indifference. "I 
have neither the energy nor capability 
for interesting myself in them. I came 
here purely----- "

"H a ! ha !” laughed little Uncle 
Boris, as I stopped through sheer steril
ity of imagination. "Where love leads, 
eh? Oh. I assure you I have heard of 
your regard for my niece. It is not 
such a long cry from here to Paris.’’

Unde Boris possessed a surprising 
fund of knowledge—very useful knowl
edge. I knew he had heard of the 
Viscount Greystone's record—who had 
not ?—and I wondered how he would 
regard him as a possible relative.

"And you regard my suit with fa
v o r '"  I asked, with lazy imolence.

Boris stroked his chin. Then he eyed 
his nails.

"O f course/” I added, "the matter 
rests entirely with the lad}' herself, and, 
after that, with her father.” ■

"But I can exert influence,”  said 
Boris quietly.

"Fo?- or against?"
Boris coughed with the utmost deli

cacy. "Frankly. I like you," he said. 
"We are men of the world. I will glad
ly exert the influence I possess, which, 
I may say, is con-iderable, We are 
friends. (ireyst' me.”

Thinking me the world-seared rake 
circumstance* Iiad compelled me to 
play. Boris was quite willing to sell me 
his niece. Ami the price would be the 
great influence 4 was supposed to pos
sess. I was to help him gain the Zol- 
lenstein throne. 1 wondered vaguely 
what the real Greystone’s attitude 
would have been.

"Y es .  let us be friends/’ said Boris 
again.

1 bowed in silence. I did not care to 
lie. even behind the shelter of another 
man’s name. It was enough that I was 
living a lie,

Boris took my silence for acquies
cence. "O f course you must be my 
guest." he said hospitably. " 1  will en
deavor to repair the great inconvenience 
1 put you to. Pray consider Heimruh, 
ami all it commands, entirely at your 
disposition *3  long as you may care to 
stay." He rang a bell. "Have the red 
chamber .prepares® for the Viscount 
Grevstotie." lie ordered the uniformed 
attendant who answered. “ And give 
Captain Kiencrt my compliments, and 
request his presence here immediately.”

The red-haired captain duly'’ arrived, 
debonair as ever. Boris regarded him 
sternly.

"Captain Kiencrt," he said, as a mas-
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Ur might '/.'an! a refractory pupil, "this
is 111V guest. Viscount GreystoneA And
he to we. i to me with great ceremony.
‘T '.vis'd uvery courtesy extended , and I
hold you responsible for my guest's wel-
fare and comfort."

Wienert bowed with much del'erence.
lie  was a man of many parts.

"Yours to command," he said, with 
the utmost respect. But as his eyes mo
mentarily met mine, I could have sworn 
there was a satiric gleam in their beau
tiful depths. "Yours to command," he 
repeated obsequious 1 y .

"A  willing enough dog, but some
times difficult to hold in leash." com
mented Boris, as the door closed. He

rang again, ami a servitor appeared 
with a huge bowl of -teaming punch.

"Your very good health and to our 
future acquaintance." said Boris ex
uberantly. Tire shadow behind the 
throne pad di-soived. and lie fondly 
imagined he lmd acquired a new ally.

I drained the toa-i. I lei the current 
of fate whirl me where it pleased. I 
was safe until my charming host di— 
eovered that I was not Greystone. in 
that time—well, let the morrow'- 
youth care for the morrow’s ills. And 
so, after a most convivial half-hour with 
little L'ncle Boris. I repaired to the 
sanctuary of mine enemy— die red 
chamber.

TO lilt CuX TIN IS HD.

MUSIC AS A S C I E N C E

M l 'S IC  as an exact science is now becoming possible, for the rea.-on that a 
way has been discovered of photographing the sound-waves of the voice, 
,-o that the vibration.- may actually be added up, like a sum In arithmetic, 

and found correct or incorrect.
The first inquiry into the numerical value- of music bv I’vthagoras of old 

was greatly revived tears ago. When Mrs. Watts Hughes sang, the line sand 
silted 'Hi a -h.eet ot glas- into squares and circles and diagrams by the modulated 
tones of her voice. This i- an experiment any one may try. All that is necessary 
is to matter sand oil a sheet of glass, suspend it. and draw a violin-bow across 
it- blunted; edge. But these are thing- of the pa-t. The actual translation of the 
human voice into pictures by means of an electric instrument has arrived.

The principle of the procc-s is the telegraphic system of Poliak and Ycrag. 
by which an operator can .-end forty thousand words an hour. The system is to. • 
intricate for full description hc-re. hut it may be said briefly that it works by means 
of two currents, the one making horizontal .and the other vertical strokes, regu
lated by a sheet of paper containing holes, large and -mall, according to the let
ters that are to be transmitted. The motive power that sets this complicated 
machine in action is the human voice. The operator talks into a double tele
phone. then a mirror comes into play, and refects a shaft of light on to a rapid!-o 
moving film, writing the letters clearly. This film is atttomatieallv developed and 
fixed, and can then be read.

With a slight differentiation, and the substitution of a microphone for the 
drum of the telephone. Doctor Manage has produced an instrument which, can 
photograph waves of the Iranian voice verv accuratelv.

By means of this machine ever}- peculiarity or roughness of the voice is duly 
registered, and this is where its great utility comes in. By its help teachers are 
able to detect a tendency inaudible to the naked ear, and thus correct it before 
it becomes a serious 'flaw.



By TV Jenkins Hains
Author of “ The Wreck o f‘the C o n e m a u g h “ The Black Barrack' JUc.

In which Bahama Bill, the giant faiack mate of the wrecking sfoop S e a h o r s e ,  
gets into trouble ashore and shanghaies a com ;.:ny of Orientals who have 
knocked out his captais. His wire, Fighting Jute, takes a hand in the game

SM A RT sat 
uimn the deck of 'the 
wrecking-sloop 5" c a - 
horse, and read a letter 
from the agents of the" 
cartridge c o m p a n y  
which had furnished 
the ammunition to the 

Bulldog, brig., wrecked some time be
fore upon the Great Bahama Bank. It 
caused him some uneasiness, for lie 
scowled and vTinkled his brow, read 
and reread it until the giant black mate, 
Bahama Bill, could keep back his cu
riosity no longer.

"What is it. cap? What dat guy say? 
Xo use keepin' bad new? back. I kin 
stan-' it, I reckon. Let’s have his lay— 
ain’t dat ca’tridge case no good ?’’

"He says." began Smart, "that the 
samples are good, that the cases are all 
right, and he will take the ten tons, 
about three hundred thousand rounds, 
at a cent and a half, the cartridges re
tailing at three cents, or thirty dollars 
per thousand. That nets us four thou
sand five hundred, or a little ovc-r two 
thousand dollars apiece for our day’s

"Well, dat ain’t so bad—no, dads all 
We de go-d. hey?”

"S' i far. yes.” said Smart, "but the 
railroad won't carry them under three 
hundred dollars, and won’t give: any 
guarantee that they'll be delivered on 
time : won’t insure them—in fact, won't 
do anything but carry them at an ex
orbitant rate, and they say they must 
have the goods within one week from 
the eighth of this month, or upon the

fifteenth. Otherwise they won’t iiil the 
order, they don't want them. It's now 
the tenth—that's the rub. llow are we 
going to make good? Shall we trust 
to the railroad? It never does what 
it agrees to. and in this case we look 
like bad One?. That's what’s worry
ing me. What do you say? You’re 
half-partner—it’s up to you. Bill."

The big black mate sat loo,king at the 
shore for seme minutes. Hi- ugly face 
was wrinkled and his rheumy eyes were 
puckered in thought, his huge shoulders 
hunching up, and giving him the air 
of one who lias struck a problem too 
great to solve. Finally he spoke.-'

"Jule will be along on the morning 
boat.’" said be solemnly,

"Who is Tide?'' asked. Smart.
"Jule? Why. I thought you knew, 

cap—why, Jule is my wife, ’ Fightin’ 
Jule'' dey calls her, an’ I reckon dat’s a
good 1 1 ame. She got dat letter you
wrote. and de ini ‘iiev I sent iron:l cle
«living ait de gold plant. Slie dun heard
ob dat geld plant, art she’-s OMinin' on
Up. SI;e’ll be here in about an hour

"You think she can give ns siood ad-
vice— is that it?” suggested; Smart. ey-
iny the big imate keen!}’.

'"Er ■■er— dat ain't exaet!v win-it I
vas thi .ikin’'— no. sail, cap said Ba-
llama Bill. w.Teh a sickly griin... 1 ' ,

.L u  ; not a mind-reader, B ill." raid
Smart.

"We! h. cap-—seein' re- it's -von.
well, sall— er -  er— well. I doimt know
but what \ve better make de run toe
Xoo \< >rk nitrselves. Or e!!se back toe
Kev \ \ *est. an' ketch, de Xoo York
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steamer. She kin make de run in three 
days: dat'll do de trick, hey?’’

" lia s  yotir wife brought her children 
with her?” asked Smart.

"Oh, no, cap. she always leaves deni 
with her ma when she starts off on de 
rampage----- "

"I see: you’re afraid of her,” said 
Smart, smiling.

"Xot eggzactiy dat. cap: not eggzact- 
h’— I ain't afeared ob nothin’ : no, salt, 
dat I ain’t, but she suali do make me 
nervous : site suali do make me fee!— 
well, 1 jest don't know how, but it'll 
be best fo’ you— fo' von, cap—if we 
start fo' Xoo York before she gits here, 
Yo' understand ?"

Captain Smart thought a moment. 
He had heard of Bahama Bill's wife, 
the well but not favorably known 
"Fighting Jule,”  of Key West. On 
the whole, it was worth considering. 
They might make the run in five or six 
dsns. It had been done before, but not 
often. The Seahorse was an able sloop, 
but that was tc.-ting her too much. The 
great six-masters had made the run to 
Havana in five days, two hundred miles 
farther on, hut they seldom did it in 
ten. It was a great risk; a risk which 
might end up in the loss of the entire 
consignment, for they might not be able 
to get another chance for a sale.

On the other hand, there was Key 
I Test, the Xew York steamer, which 
would be due the next morning, and she 
would take the freight at proper prices, 
and be sure to land it in town—she 
couldn't help it, making the run North 
in three days to a certainty. The Key 
West run seemed to be the best one, but 
there were' certain other considerations 
which had to be thoug'ht of.

"How about Key W est"’ asked 
Smart. "Do you think we could run 
in after that fracas at Journegan’s 
bar? Won't the police want us pretty 
bad if they think they can shake us 
down for a thousand dollars?”

"I suali think dey will dat.” assented 
the mate, "if dey think we got any
thing. Dey certainly trim de folks 
right smart down dere. I reckon vou're 
right, 'taint no place fo' us wid a cargo 
of ca'tridges. I reckon you're wise; I

reckon we'd better be giftin’ farther 
No'th.”

"There's the New York ship from 
Jacksonville — how’s that?” asked 
Smart. "We can make that run in two 
days with a good wind----- ”

"Git de mainsail on her— Sam, 
Heklron—lay aft, yo’ fellers,'" said Ba
hama Fill, springing to action, "W e’ll 
catch de Saturday ship, an’ git de stuff 
in town in plenty o' time— ilat’s de lay 
—Jacksonville—an’ dere’s de smoke o' 
de Key West cornin’ up de Hawk's 
Channel—see him ?" And he pointed to 
the southward.

"i'll go ashore ami get my clothes. 
They're at the Chinese laundry,'' said 
Smart, jumping into the small boat.

"Y o ’ want toe hurry up—we ain’t 
got no time toe lose. Git my shirts, 
too, cap. I dun left ’em with de Chink 
las’ week—an' git a five-poun’ ham on 
de way back, we'll need a bit o’ 
grub----- "

Smart was already rowing briskly 
toward the shore, where he landed and 
made his way rapidly up the Street. 
Wall Lee, the Chinaman who ran the 
laundry, stood within his doorway and 
gazed with mild amazement at the un
wonted gait of the seaman. Fast walk
ing was not the habit of the Florida 
cracker, and to see a man sprint along 
at Smart's gait aroused the suspicion 
that he was either making a "getaway" 
from some one or something, or was 
bent upon most important business.

" l ie  allee samee good mans," said 
Wall Lee. to one of his numerous 
brothers ironing a shirt. "Wachee mee 
skills® him—allee sitrnee bunk. Him 
sailor fell' 1 Him gotee mon, m oil,  moil. 
He con mans, allee samee bunk. Ha! 
ha! Y o u  see."

Smart Stepped into the shanty with 
a brisk step.

"Get the clothe? up. John. Get ’em 
tied fast right away—all. Bahama Bill's 
and mine both—hurry, you savvy? 
H uffy,” And the saiior handed over 
his dip.

"You go to sea to-day?” asked the 
active Lee, scurrying around behind 
his counter and trying to match the 
slip of paper with its strange characters
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to one of the many bundles already tied 
fast with white twine, and laid care
fully upon the shelves along the walls.

‘'Y es; sail in a minute—hurry up. 
Got to get to sea before the steamer 
gets in----- "

"Ah ! Alice same good—you take 
him. One dolla’ fiftee cent.”

"W hat! For just three shirts and 
two ducks ? You are a robber.’’

“ Two dolla’ fiftee cent, allee right— 
you pay him—no shirt, no pay him,’ ’ 
said the usurious Lee, lowering trucu
lently at the skipper. One of his
brothers sniggered.

When a Celestial sniggers at a white 
man it is bad. Especially if the white 
man happens to he a sailor-—and in a 
hurry. Just what makes the Easterner 
an inferior is not quite definite, not 
quite clear to the socialistic mind, but 
that he is inferior is generally conceded 
— among white men. Among the
Orientals there is a quite different opin
ion based upon their point of view, 
which, when discussed from its ethical 
standpoint; is net illogical or unreason
able. Sailers seldom are analvtieal, sel
dom go into the reason of things; they 
are content to accept them as they are, 
or as they appear to be. Therefore, 
Smart was much wroth at the snigger
ing Chink, the more so because he knew 
lie was being cheated by Wall Lee in 
his wash-bill.

But Wah Lee was a hatchetman. lie  
was a leader of the Hip Sing Tong, 
awl a very had Chinese to fool with, 
lie  was in EYridn only for his health, 
not tor gab’ : and the fact that gain 
came his way was iwidemal. lie  took 
advantage " f  it. His little ratlike eyes 
g i l t ;- ;  -wa: g.dv as he spoke his soft 
s i n g - i ’g sni-ech.

“ - v, > d. Ha' .id-.-.' cent---no shirt no 
p a y — -y. w  s a v o y : "  lie d r a w l e d .

"Come, o--me. Hhn, he cmick alrmt 
it. w o d’ -n't gut up any foolishness—I 
h a v e u  t time to piae this morning,’’ said 
Smart quickly. "Het the clothes or I ’ll 
wade in and take charge r f some of
tlr-m ,-i, me ,,in;-Hn.’W

" N o u  p t i v  t w o  d - - d a '  ;; - t e e  c e n t — v n u  
no’ j>ay right off you ja y  tlee d Ha’ 
slixty cent," sang Air. Walt Lee, his

eyes still narrowing, and his hands 
feeling softly in among his sleeves, 
where he kept his weapons; “ I no time 
to foolish mans.’ ’

"Y ou ’re on the ‘bunk,’ then,” said 
Smart; “ is that it?”

"Two dolla' fiftee cent, or----- ”
His answer was quickly given. 

Smart swung for his jaw. and landed 
full upon the Oriental chin. "Wah Lee 
went to the floor with a crash, bringing- 
down an ironing-board with him; the 
flat-irons, clothes, and other gear roll
ing in a mess. He drew a huge, blue- 
barreled gun from his sleeve, and. while 
he lay supine, leveled it at the sailor. 
Smart missed getting the shot by a 
hair, and managed to land a kick upon 
Lee’s pistol-arm before the furious 
Chink could fire, whereupon not less 
than four powerful hatchetmen, trained 
athletes írmn the Orient, sprang upon 
Mka at ones.

The seaman was dumfounded at the 
assault. A Chink was beneath con
tempt, and to find oneself beset by sev
eral powerful Orientals, who were 
more than his match, was simply heart
breaking, pride-destroying. He swung 
right and left, furiously clinched, and 
the five of them rolled with a surging 
smash against the counter, breaking it 
down in a mass of splinters, sending 
clothes, boards, and other laundry 
paraphernalia in all directions.

(Pie of the men let out a shrill yell, 
and the two not fighting sprang to the 
doors, and slammed them fast. It 
would not do to let the populace of the 
town see the fracas. A Chinaman 
newer advertises the fact that he is a 
fighter, and is never glad to have it 
found out. especially among Americans, 
besides, had not the foreign pig -truck 
down their leader, the most high Wall 
Lee, ami had not the august Lee es
sayed to kiii the gig—was he not 
doomed ?

Yet none of them wished to act as 
executioner without direct and explicit 
orders from the chief. This was a poor 
country to kill a man in, his friends al
ways made such a fuss; and the police 
with clubs always made it bad. impos
sible to hide for a very long time. A
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vo] uj :\md a neigiiborim| tree ■were the
usuh 1 :i:: ,: ' H : : g lOUcllOS if they failed to
rind d:ic I oi; one.

:ti fought with :a fury born of
•' >- ,! .. •: pride, lost self-c -teem. i le was
depra-: led, lowered to b;e love1 of COIll-
mon Chinks, and he gave :-hort-arm
i <_ ■ Í l s \a. ith amazing ITling pover 1x -
gotten o r mane vents * hare1 hauling4
u;.'!i 1ines.

‘ W'itih both hands am1 feet he strove
wHdlv to free himself from the tangle
d f baptgy sleeves. Cotion trou sers. and
Y y4 ■ j f i V arm-. Tile ma• - of struggling
men n iled and surged over ihc iLor.
Si', i art raised himself again a.nd again
to his knees, striking, punching. clineh-
inch Ur■mg elbows, feet. am! kiices : -an. 1
tiie tiihe of struggling■ wmiis llo Weil
across the room, demobl-hmg etcry-
tiling ia its path.

YVal i Lee tried in i'ain tc> use his
gun, a'nd a fellow rufilan tried to strike!
WtUI ti le deadly little !:atcliet used for
such wccasions, but eve;r and again the
pile of struggling arms.. legs. and hod-
ies prevented. The noi SC 'Cl the st rug-
g :0 WHs drowned m the shrill curses of
live contestants, while tlie sailt ■r fought
-ileflth• like a bulldog. g;rippin;g. smash-
ir.ii', KicKing. :m ■ I run:ging tlie mass
about in tiic hope of thr. ivcbig thrill
off en<nigh to get in a full anire-stroke
fr<'tin. 1us Puts, i f  he c:ou!d imi strike
a full swing once or t\v•ice he felt sure
of the onto *p v . n>r a Chinaman will
schism stand to a full-arm str;>ke noon
the jaw.

W'ah Lee, seeing that to -hoot was to 
endanger hi- men. dn woed hi? grin

the bunch •..« try in d" hi.- -hare in over- 
c mmg die /oreign pig. ids remaining 
i.*11- overs, seeing4 him, flung’ themselves 
iul the pile. ard the : r j . .  of men was 
i n c r e a s e '1.

Sn^ri m-gan m. fee; the extra Weight 
iu mrnwTS. lie ira- gRnving tired.
and. in -.pitc of hi- exc client v. hid. was
pant ing hoai'.-elv, his breathing havn-
1 -e.rCM i Con-i'iei a.hlv bv gripping fingers
i) e -A tiI- to reed t 1 tear time and again
iv* >m hi- throitl. Tie r4ai~ed himself to
hi.- k r ice f w the last giant effort. His
heart v. a. — • ir-TÃ!r g. !!!e -'Ua-hed wild-

If. furiously: plunged, bucked. threw 
himself about, twisting4, turning, stri
ving with the last remnant of his dying 
strength. Then he gradually gave w;;\. 
growing weaker, fighting slower, sink
ing4 gradually down, while the pile of 
men fastened their grips upon him for 
the finish. In a few moments he was 
lying limp, and the panting4 Celestials 
rose, one after the other, to their feet, 
while .Wall Lee passed a line about thv 
sailor's arms and legs, making dim 
cure.

It hail been a most excellent affair: 
a most magnificent anrrav worthy of a 
sailor striving for his rights; and Wall
Lee gazed iwith narrowing eve at the
form while lie pasted out his losses
to tiie sun■ onnding brothers of hi-
Tong. The entire front of the laumirv
was swept bare, the ironing-boards
smashed, the clothes in masses of rags: 
bundles and papers rolled and mixed 
in contusion. Flat-irons, holder:-, 
chairs, and shelves arranged themselves 
in piles as though an earthquake had 
swept through the place : and, while Lee 
looked sally at the wreck, he mur
mured: " T w o  dolla' fiftee cent."

It had been a bad business for tire 
Chinaman. He had made another mi.--
la ice. but he would wreaic nig venge-
ance at will now upon the helpless
Smart. I iot irons.. inched lead, ard
quicklime Were some of the items run-
R in g  through his furious mind, and just 
syhen and how he would use them upon 
his victim, ile would have to wait to 
see if the whit? pig had many friends, 
who might make a thorough search, but
sailor s, a s d rule. nad no triends at a!! :
they wer c soon forgotten —then lie
w o u lf i g o to veer!

In the ilie autimc he would place the
seam;in u'he•re t! ;e mosquitoes vo yirgj

IV it tv■ ouhhc him, a.her first relieving him
of any un ces-ai ■v valuable- he might
have upon hiis despicable person.

Lito a I; iphv den lie carried the :HO V\

insem-ible Sn tart, casting him into a foul
bunk. wlrii;h liad i;;cen used bv a smoker
of the drug common to the Chinese 
coolie, and carefully covering4 him, so 
that no one would notice the form even 
should the retreat be discovered. The n
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be -et about with hi< helper* to straight
en ;ip íftf shop.

II.
During the period of time Smart 

-pent in serious argument with the 
august Lee. Bahama Bill fretted and 
fumed about the deck of the wrecking- 
sloop, Sf&fcorst. Sam and Heldron 
both came in for a dressing, and both 
narrowly escaped gening a • morning 
bath, for the big black mate teas in a 
passion at the delay. The steamer from 
Key West came to the dock, and a 
:orm -— the unmistakable form of 
"Fightiw Ju le ’’—stepped ashore, and 
moved with no uncertain stride in the 
direction of the Seahorse.

Bahama Bill grunted forth an- 
athunay. and -prang into the small boat 
to gain the wharf before his spouse 
could intercept him. lie  felt there 
might be something doing. When he 
arrived at the landing he looked tip, 
and gazed right into the eyes of Ids 
partner.

Huccum vo' toe git lieah. Ju 1 ; ‘ ’
asked Bahama Bill.

I C"me wid. de 1>vat, sit;ah. nici'ccr.
Ho w vo’ think I cum---swinc- I e<vine
toe see just what yef doin' ; whv vo’
( i (. . n ’t come ho; ne. I know Bill,
vo! been runSln Wid S i.a me tr;tsilY hil!:ger
gal up heah----

"It ain’t so. Jule----- ”
"Don't yo’ contradict me. nigger. I 

k tunes you. You ain't sent me all dat 
money fer nothin': yo' ain't done it fo' 
no reason 'cept toe try toe make me 
think yo' keers fo' me. Don’t yo’ make 
me mad.”

"But. Jule. I got ter git toe sea right; 
away. I ain't done nothin’ but gib up 
de dough fast as I makes it. Got a 
cargo ob ca’tridges now aim'd, aid got 
toe git dem Xo'th right away. I jest 
come heah to# see you aid git de part
ner I got in de deal. I sho’ milt glad 
toe see yo’, Jule,”

"Don’ yo' gib me none o’ yo’ fool
ishness. Bill. I knows yo’. I tells yo’ 
I kitozes fo ’. an' I'll set right heah tell 
yo' gits de partner an’ gits ready toe 
go abo’d dat sloop—I wants to see de

kind o' partner yo' has. Don’ talk toe 
me. E f I wasn’t a lady. I ’d knock yo’ 
blame" haid "ft’. Gwan !”

Bahama Bill was much disturbed, 
and he went ifp the street in no pleas
ant frame of mind. His wife he knew 
would star right in sight oi the sloop 
mui! the sloop sailed, and the imkea- 
twns were she’d want to go along with 
him. It was very disturbing to a man 
of the mate's temperament, hie went 
Hong as a man much occupied with ids 
thoughts, and Iru.ked neither to the right 
or left until lie reached the main street. 
Here he met a sailor front a yacht lying 
ia the harbor, and lie asked him if he 
had seen anything of Smart.

"\  o’ knows a vacht teller when yo' 
see him, l reckon: have yo’ seen dat 
Cap'll Smart!'" he said.

“ I saw your captain, going toward the 
laundry about an hour ago,” said the

Bahama Bill went into a saloon and 
took a drink. Where could Smart have 
gone, except on a drunk, fitter going 
to the laundry? He eyed the barkeener 
sourly, and asked him if he had seen 
his sailor pariuer,

"Sure." said the man of drinks, 
handing out a square-faced bottle ami a 
glass, " l ie  stopped over across the 
way to the Chink’s—heard something of 
a fracas going on over in that direction 
— shouldn't wonder if he beat tip the 
heathen, only that Wall Lee is a corker : 
a sure winner for a caller skin.”

"What vo' mean’ " asked Bill.
"I  means that the Chink is a scrapper 

— kin do 'em up: carries a Gatling 
gun in his sleeve, lie 's only here for 
a few Sife culls in the winter. Belongs to 
the i lip Sing Tong, or some secret so
ciety in Xew York. He’s something 
like Lift Duck, or Bill puck, or some 
sech Chink I reads of in th' papers what 
does up whole theaters full o' them cal
ler bellies,”

" ( iimnie another drink.” said Ba
hama Bill, meditatively gazing into his 
empty glass. "It ain’t likely Cap it 
Smart stayed wid no Chinks, but I goes 
over dere an' takes a peek, jest fer luck, 
salt. I suah ain't got nothing agin’ no 
Chink, but 1 reckon I makes de caller



156 THE V O PilU W : MAGAZINE

boy tell what he knows.” And as he 
finished the gin, he put the yla— down 
carefully and strode forth.

He walked to the dour of the laun
dry, and looked in where the men were 
now hard at work again ironing, their 
outfit temporarily repaired, and busi
ness going ahead as usual.

Jfill looked at the place for a moment, 
and his trained eye saw marks of com
bat still upon the walls and shelves, 
which showed in spite of the new ar
rangements made.

"Seen a friend ob mine, a sailor 
man?” asked the mate, peering into the
dour.

"X o  see no ones—heap workee, velly 
busy," replied Wall Lee.

Bahama Bill entered and stuck forth, 
his big, ugly head right close to the 
Chinaman's.

"You tell me whtr| Cap'll Smart 
went after cleaning yo‘ place: up. yo’ 
lieali?" he said menacingly.

The memory of the fracas was heavy 
Upon Wall Lee. He backed away and 
drew his big, blue-barreled gun.

"You getee "way velly quid:— see?” 
lie said fiercely.

Bahama Bill reached over like light
ning and grasped a Chinaman by the 
slack of his pigtail, jerking him in front 
of himself, and seizing him with bi
le ft hand, to keep him in place’. An 
iron lay handy, and instantly it was sail
ing straight for the head of the bel
ligerent Lee,

It caught him full in the neck, pro
pelled with the power of the giant 
mate’s arm, and the Chinaman spun 
clear across the room, landing limp and 
insensible.

The big gun failed to explode, and 
went clattering upon the floor. Instant
ly Bill sprang for it, and seized its bar
rel just as a powerful heathen grabbed 
it by the stock. The ‘mate wrenched it 
free with a quick jerk, and struck the 
fellow twice upon the top of his shaved 
head. Then the whole crowd piled upon 
him, swarmed up against him, grasping, 
clinging, gripping for his throat, while 
a hatchetman made a pass with his 
weapon, which reached the black man’s 
skull.

Bahama Bill was tough and hard, his 
head was thick of bone, and, although 
the hatchet struck him hard enough to 
kill an ordinary man, the blade glanced 
oft. and cut only a big gash in his scalp. 
The stars danced before his eyes, and 
he staggered for an instant, and in that 
instant the whole gang closed upon 
him. Then the realization of his pre
dicament dawned upon him, and he let 
forth a mighty yell, tore loose from the 
strangling holds upon his neck, and 
then smashed right into the crowd with 
the fury of a wounded tiger.’ the blood 
from his head pouring over him.

There was a wild mixture of huge 
black arms, flying forms of pajamaed 
Chinamen going through the air. and 
with yell after veil he grabbed and 
smashed the first that came in his path, 
tearing up the whole place with the 
struggle.

lie  seized 'an ironing-board and 
swung it about his head, yelling hoarse
ly. Then he struck right and left with 
it. knocking Chinese, gear, and clothes 
indiscriminately about the room, until 
there was not the slightest movement 
to denote life anywhere but in his own 
mighty frame.

Upon the floor the forms lay about— 
smashed, stunned, insensible, Then his 
fury abating, he stopped for a moment 
to gaze through the haze of blood and 
dust of conflict. He grinned hideously 
at the sight, his wound making him 
grotesquely horrible. Then he was 
suddenly taken with; an idea.

lie  grasped the cue of a Chink and 
drew it across the room to that of an
other, making them fast with a bend. 
Then he dragged the rest, the whole six, 
and fastened them to Walt Lee’s cue. 
It made a pile of Chinese aggregating 
about a thousand pounds in dead 
weight; and lie scanned the mass to con
template. As he stopped, lie was aware 
of a sound in the partition. He lis
tened for a moment, and thought he 
heard his name called in a low voice— 
a voice which sounded far away and 
indistinct. He roared out a reply, and 
listened again. Yes, it was the voice 
of Captain Smart.

The captain was begging him to hur
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ry and get him out of somewhere, and 
the mate roared out in reply:

"Where is yo'? Where is yo’ ? How 
I get thar ?" And he ran along the 
partition, trying to discover a door or 
other opening. Nothing showed, and, 
losing patience, he caught up an iron 
and began smashing the planks. In a 
few minutes he had broken through into 
a dark recess, into which he crawled 
without delay. Something smote him 
heavily upon the head, and he fell 
sprawling, lying helpless and halt-in
sensible. while a shrill voice cried out in 
defiance.

III.

Bahama Bill lay dazed and dizzy for 
a long time j probably ten minutes. 
Then he was aware of Smart's voice 
cursing furiously and calling for help. 
The huge mate slowly gathered himself, 
managed to rise to his knees, and, as he 
did so. the light which now shone 
through the gap in the partition showed 
him a slight girl standing over him 
with an ax. She had evidently struck 
him as he came through the bulkhead, 
and only her youth and frailness had 
prevented the blow from finishing 
him. He now saw she was about to 
repeat the operation, and he quickly 
snatched the weapon from her, and 
drew her to him.

"What fo’ yo’ hit me?" he asked, an- 
grily.

"You velly bads mans—go away!" 
screamed the child.

Bill searched the surrounding gloom 
with a quick, comprehensive glance, 
and noticed a form lying in a bunk cov
ered with a cloth. He made his way to 
it, and uncovered the prostrate form of 
Smart, securely bound, hut not securely 
gagged. The saiW could only use his 
tongue, but he did ti-e that member to 
its fullest extent, while he told quickly 
of the way he had run up against Wall 
Lee. Then the sight of Bahama Bill's 
head caught hi# gaze, and he made a 
wry face. The giant mate was like a 
black fury with his marks of combat 
upon him.

"This child is a wife of that rascal,”

said Smart, explaining the little girl's 
presence in such a place. "She’s about 
twelve years old, and his property—his 
slave, I suppose you would call it. He 
keeps her in here, where no one can 
ever see her, and she thought you were 
some fellow going to harm her when 
she struck you with the ax. I tried 
to tell you as you came through, but 
couldn’t make you hear—that’s better, 
now cut loose my feet." And the mate 
passed his knife through the cords, 
setting him free.

"I  sho' feel some ashamed toe think 
yo’ dun up by dese Chinks," said Bill, as 
Smart rose from the filthy bunk. "Y o ’ 
ain’t much hurt?"

"Not hurt at all—not like you,” said 
Smart impatiently.

"Dat clip was jest accident—shuah, 
shuah. Dey ain’t hurt me none toe 
speak of—only a little blood. But dat 
kid gal cum near killin’ me wid dat ax. 
I ain’t quite through yet. Come along 
into the room where dey lays."

They took the child with them, and 
crawled through the bulkhead. One of 
the wounded men upon the floor had re
covered his senses, and was busily at 
work trying to loosen Ms cue as Ba
hama Bill stepped up. A jolt with his 
foot stopped operation}! for the time, 
and Smart stood contemplating the vic
tory.

"W hat’ll we do about it?” asked the 
yachtsman.

"Doe? I jest reckon we'll take de 
whole bunch abo’d cle ship. We'll need 
some extra hands toe make de passage 
quick. We got toe git a move on. fo’ 
we got toe git dat stuff tip toe catch 
de steamer at Jacksonville. Dere's a 
cyart right in dat co’ner, sail. Help me 
pile 'em in.”

Smart, still furious from the treat
ment he had received, lent a willing 
hand, and in a few minutes they had 
the whole bunch of Celestials dumped 
in the cart and made secure.

"What'll we do wif dat little gal?” 
asked Bill, eying the child. "She ain’t 
all Chip!-, by de looks; reckon she’s a 
half-breed."

"W e’ll have to take her with us,” said 
Smart, and so the}1 started out of the
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shop, pushing the cart with the Chinese 
before them : and they attracted no at
tention for some minutes, for the af
frays had been little noticed, as there 
had been no gun-fire.

"Hold on. let's get the clothes.” said 
Smart, running back into the doorway 
and grabbing what bundles he could 
reach handily, and which had still been 
left intact front the whirlwind passage 
of the giant mate. He tossed them into 
the cart, and they went rapidly down to 
the dock.

Some small buys and one or two loaf
ers followed, wishing to see the fun, but 
no onej mnle-ted them or inquired their 
purpose. They reached the water side 
without mishap. Fighting Jule was sit
ting there waiting' for her lord to show- 
up. and she was in anything but a sweet 
humor. The sight of the little Chinee 
girl made tier alter her purpose to as
sault her huge partner, and she inquired 
briskly into details.

"V o- take de kid an' keep her till we 
git de crew abo'd,” said Bill, with the 
first approach at gentleViess in his voice.

Julc took the child. She was moth
erly. matronly, and affectionate, though 
a fighter. Her own progeny were safe 
at Key West, and this little yellow girl, 
this Chinese, appealed to her curio-itv 
and motherhood alike. She gathered 
her in her arms and lo o k ®  her over in 
wonder, while the men lowered their 
victims into the small boat.

“ Huccutn yo' toe be wit deni Chinks 
-—is yo’ de little pickaninny n% dat Wah 
Lee man?” she asked.

“ Me Wah Lee's wife," said the child, 
crying.

"Y o ' stop tellin' 'die lies, lil’ gal; yo’ 
ain’t nothin' but a baby.”

“ Ale Wah Lee's wife. He bought me 
last moon. Yelly bad mans takee Wah 
Lee away: veily bad mans takee me.” 
The child spoke remarkably well for a 
Chinese.

A crowd of loafers had now been at
tracted by the unusual proceedings, 
and. in spite of the apathy of the 
Florida, cracker, they managed to ex
cite some wonder as to what the men 
of the Seahorse were about. In less 
time than it takes to tell it. Bahama Bill

and Smart had the Mongolians aboard, 
where Sam and Ileldnm were in
structed to look after them, and see that 
they went to work as soon as they were 
recovered sufficiently to do duty.

In less than five minutes the Seahorse 
was standing down the channel out to 
sea. Sam and Ileldron Inst in amaze» 
ment at the turn of affairs. Some of 
the loafers on the dock -shouted out 
something, but they made no reply, and 
in a few minutes were beyond hailing.

"I)e boat leaves fo’ home at six- I 
reckon you'll hab toe cum wit me," said 
Jule. leading the little girl away and ga
zing angrily after the Seahorse, " lit  
I wasn't a lady I'd suali knock dat coon, 
in de haid,” she added. “ I dun paid 
er dollar an’ a half fo’ toe git heali. an’ 
now I got toe go home—come,"

IV.
"I  reckon I'll change mah clothes 

on clean up er bit." said the mate, aftvr 
they rounded the point and stor'd, awav 
northward.

"So will I ,” said Smart. "Better open 
up the clothes I brought and get s< ane 
clean ones."

Several of the shanghaied men were 
now aide to get about, and Sam took 
them in charge. Wah Lee gazed about 
him dizzily, but made no comment. 
Heldron had passed his knife through 
his cue, cutting it off close to his head, 
in order to Lose him from the bunch. 
He looked angrily at the sailor, and felt 
his strange-looking pate with a rueful 
hand.

"You heap sabbee workee.”  said 
Sam. “ (lit busy, you dam’ Chink.” 
And he helped the truculent Tong lead
er to his feet with the toe of his sea- 
boot.

The fight was pretty well worked out 
of Wah Lee, for he obeyed as best he 
could, glancing with narrowing, wicked 
eves at the sailor. Lines were coiled up 
at the direction of the two men, and in 
less than half an hour Sam and Heldron 
were lying at ease, hurling directions 
at the bunch of Celestials, who endeav
ored to obey orders.

Bahama Bill washed Ms wounded
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head, which ached sorely. Then he 
sought clean clothes from the bundles 
brought from the laundry. ]5v some 
chance Smart had gotten hold of noth
ing save female apparel; hut one bundle 
happened to contain several pairs of 
pajamas ; and. as tiie weather was quite 
warm, he donned a suit and came on 
deck. Bahama Bill had no recourse 
but to do likewise, t ie  jammed his 
huge limbs into a pair of the loose 
trousers, which came to his knees. 
This appeared not so bad, fur he was 
used to going barefooted. Tire loose 
coat covered him, the sleeves reaching 
to his elbows ; and tlius attired lie, also, 
came on deck to take a look around.

The recalcitrant War, Lee looked lu
gubriously at the black mate.

"Where you takee me?’' he asked. 
'■ Where you go?"

"Toe China, toe de land ob Chinks," 
said Bahama Bill lugubriously, scowl
ing at his former adversary, "(jit out 
de shears, Sam ; an’ yo’, Heldrun, git 
out de line toe make de Chinks fast."

"What for you do?" asked Walt Lee.
"M e showee you, me showee you," 

snarled Bahama Bill. "Is yo’ good 
barber, cap'n ?"

"I  reckon I can cut the hair fairly 
well," assented Smart.

"De razzer ob mine is in de locker, 
toe de right,” suggested Bill.

Wall Lee was quickly tied fast and 
his hair cut close. Then a lather was 
made, and before many minutes his 
head was shaved as clean as a fairly 
good razor could shave it.

"N ext!" called Bahama Bill, in the 
tone of a barber.

All went through the same operation, 
two of the -pigtails being kept as souve
nirs of the occasion. The débris was 
thrown overboard.

"Now yo’ Chinks git out de soap an’ 
de water—show 'em where dev is kept, 
Heldron—ah* I wants toe see dis hear 
ship washed fo’ an' aft— see? Heap 
sabbee ? 1 wants toe see dis hear ship
come inter Jacksonville lookin' like a 
yacht; lookin' like she was something 
toe be proud ob. Git toe work.-"

The wind held fair, and tor two days 
the Seahorse ran up the coast, making

six or seven knots, raising the jetty off 
the bar the third d f j  out. The sloop 
had been scrubbed alow and aloft, her 
decks rubbed white, her spare sails even 
scrubbed clean, and she looked good to 
a nautical eye as she founded the sea- 
buoy and stood up the St. John's River 
for town.

The inhabitants of Mayport and 
Pilotown were treated to the novel sight 
of a heavily built sloop manned by a 
crew large enough for a four-master, 
the officers uniformed in bright-colored 
pajamas, which fitted not at all, and the 
larger part of the hands distinctly .Mon
golian. The customs officer stopped 
her and boarded her without delay.

"Where do you come from— China? ' 
asked the official, in amazement.

"Y o - surely ain't forgot de ole Sea
horse, Marse Hennery," said Bahama 
Bill, coming on fleck and recognizing 
an old acquaintance in the hoarding of
ficer. "We get a consignment of) ca'- 
tridges— American ammunition—here’s 
de papers, an' de crew we shipped in a 
hurry, without gittin’ time toe sign ’em 
on in regular shape; but dev is all right; 
dev belongs right in dis hear State.’’

As it is not necessary to sign on 
hands in small vessels coasting unless 
there is especial reason for it. the officer 
left without further remark, and the 
Seahorse proceeded on her way.

The steamer for New York was at 
the dock, and would not sail until after 
dark. There was plenty of time to 
snake the consignment and get the bill 
of sale through. The unruly crew were
kept. at work i10 Í:'ting 'Out cases of am-
Ill till! lion mnil all was aboa rd the stearn-
er. Then the M:up was \vashed' down
and £»*ear inut in place, a,mi the Sca-
horse looked allnost life:: a pleasure
craft.

" 1  will give you a thousand dollars 
for Iter." said a shipper who had been 
attracted by the strange uniforms and 
crew.

"Make it fifteen hundred." said Ba
hama Bill.

“ She will never be in better condi
tion to sell." cautioned Smart, who felt 
as though losing an old friend.

They finally compreffliised on twelve
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hundred, and, as Captain Sanders 
showed up before dark, dead broke and 
very thirsty, he was more than willing 
to get cash for his share. The deal 
was made, the money paid, and the Ce
lestial crew were at last allowed to go 
ashore.

Wall Lee made for the depot with 
his followers. He had no thought for 
seeking redress by the aid of the au
thorities. for, with the Tong men, the 
foreign pigs are always dealt with per
sonally. There were plenty of Chinese 
who ran laundries in Jacksonville who 
could be levied upon to produce the rail
road fare to get him and his gang back 
to their place of business.

With new clothes and rigged out 
splendidly, all hands left the dock long 
before darkness set in. Smart had a 
receipt for his share of the salvaged 
ammunition, and the feeling that he had 
several thousand dollars was not dis
tasteful to him. His cruise on the 
wrecking-sloop had been successful, 
and it was with a somewhat mixed feel
ing he said good-by to the big black 
mate.

"Good-by, cap,’’ said Bahama Bill. 
‘T suah like yo', aw yo’ shuah done well 
wif me—good-by. Mebbe we kin make 
a new deal some day. Dere's plenty ob 
money wracking, ef yo’ know how tee 
wrack right. Mebbe Sanders an’ us kin 
go inter de business right, and git a 
bigger ship. Let me heah from yo’.”

"I  certainly will.” said Smart. "Good- 
by.” And the giant fingers of the mate 
of the Seahorse closed upon his own 
with their firm, solid grip.

Late that night a sheriff came rapid
ly down the dock to where the steamer 
was just pulling out.

"Seen anything of the sloop Sea- 
h o r s he asked several bystanders.

"Thar she lays— right at the dock,” 
said the watchman of the wharf.

"A h !” He smiled grimly.
"AlH want the crew?” asked the 

watchman.

"I  certainly do that,” said the sher
iff. ‘ ‘There’s a bit of a charge of kid
naping against the mate and captain. 

.Ran off with a whole lot of Chinks from 
below. They are aboard, I suppose ?”

“ That sloop was sold out hours ago, 
the crew gone, and the whole thing set
tled before five o’clock. It ain’t likely 
you’ll come up with the men you’re 
after in this town. No, sir, they don’t 
belong here—good night.” And the 
watchman grinned as the sheriff, after 
gazing down at the deserted vessel, sad
ly went his way.

At the station Bahama Bill looked up 
to the window where Smart sat in the 
train. He felt the parting with the
keenness often developed in the African 
character, and he was loath to leave un
til the train pulled out.

"Good-by ag'in, cap; good-by,” he 
called up to him as the train gathered 
headway slowly.

Sanders stood near, and, not know
ing the friendship between the two, was 
a little disconcerted at the mate’s 
warmth.

"Come on, we take the train going 
the other way. Bill,” he said, as the 
mate waved hi# hand.

“ Suah, suah. Good-by, cap-----  He
was all right, Sanders : dat yacht feller 
was all toe de good. I ain’t got but 
one t’ing agin’ him.”

“ What's that?”  asked Captain San
ders.

"Well—er—er. well. I cayn’t hab de 
highest regard fo’ his—well, sah, I 
drn't know jest how toe say it, but he 
she’ never ought toe been dun up by 
dem Chinks— dat’s all."

He put his hand into his pocket and 
drew forth two handsomely braided 
cues.

“ Vo’ see dese heah? Well, I ’se 
g'vine toe make a nice dog-whip ob 
dem fo’ mah little boy Will toe play 
wif." And he stroked their satin length 
approvingly as he boarded the cars for 
home.
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OR six months Geoffrey 
Heronhaye had been 
w i t h the insurgent 
army, a wild, unshaven 
unit with a riile slung 
across his shoulders, 
sleeping in h o r s e -  
blankets, and cooking 

his food over a series of open camp
fires. At first these camp-fires had been 
built among the almost inaccessible for
ests of the Andes, but later, week by 
week, they crept down the slopes and 
over the country as the insurgents be
gan to make head. Then suddenly came 
the turning-point of the war, and after 
that the tide of victory rolled across the 
plains until it surged against the walls 
of Santa Marta itself. And. as every 
day success became more pronounced, 
Geoff saw in operation one of those 
subtle changes which act as a natural 
law in certain latitudes.

Noiselessly as a mist creeps over a 
countryside, transforming the whole 
aspect of the scene, so ample clothing 
and good weapons grew up over the 
rags and rust of the insurgent forces as 
they pushed on their way to the capi
tal.

“ Bucnas dias, Senor Capitam'* said a 
sonorous voice upon the threshold of 
Geoff's quarters.

Geoff tightened his lips to prevent a 
smile. He was no more used to his new 
rank than to the greenish uniform and, 
the alas! cheap gold lace which sup
ported it. On the strength of three

years in the yeomanry of his country, 
and the service which he had rendered 
to General Fratilis, the ladder of pro
motion was set at an easy angle to his 
feet, so that he found himself at once 
in possession of a captain's commission 
in the Army of Bovador, that carried 
with it pay to the nominal amount of 
some three hundred dollars a year. 
Geoff stood up and saluted. Colonel 
Mochuelo waved a gracious hand.

"As I prophesied." he said, "the min
istry of war has not been long in rec
ognizing your merits. You have been 
recommended for special service, and I 
am to have the pleasure of accompany
ing you to the Gran Plaza, that you may 
receive your instructions from his ex
cellency's own lips. The president has 
appointed nine o'clock as the hour. 
Come, seiior. let us be going."

Geoff followed the colonel's stocky 
figure into the street, where the two 
men mounted under the glimmer of 
electric lamps, and were soon making 
their way through the crowd of people, 
who, Spanish fashion, were taking the 
air in the Plaza.

The city was one whose up-to-date
ness was not to be denied. Where forty 
years before the wandering gaucho 
camped, casinos and restaurants now 
shone out upon the darkness, and where 
wild horses had roamed, electric-cars 
carried their loads of parti-colored hu
manity. and awoke the South American 
night with their querulous clatter.

Indeed, it was these material evi-
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delicts of prosperity which had caused 
<deoff to accept his commission in the 
army of the republic. In that army he 
found, almost for the first time, that he 
possessed a quality beyond his physical 
strength and skill which could be turned 
to gold. This quality was his honesty.

As the-horses picked their way across 
the Plaza Colonel dlochuelo kept si
lence. but now . and then he glanced 
searchingly at thè face of the man be
side him. Geoff was somewhat at a 
loss to account for the interview about 
to be accorded to him. The president 
of a South American republic may be 
very small potatoes at Washington or 
beneath the shadow of the historic fam
ilies of Europe, but in his own land one 
realizes that he embodies the supreme 
authority in a singularly ■ convincing 
manner, (fiddly enough, the electric- 
cars as they Hashed by somehow im
pressed Geoff with the importance of 
President Sagastin.

They rode through the presidential 
gateway, and Mochuelo sent up their 
names. They were admitted almost at 
once, and found the president seated be
fore a large desk, while on a side-table 
steamed three cups of coffee. He was 
a well-featured, pursy little man, with 
some slight likeness to Napoleon, a 
fact which led him to model his dress, 
attitudes, and habits upon those of his 
famous prototype. And this consti
tuted perhaps the only human weak
ness of which he could have been ac
cused.

Geoff was formal!}' introduced, and 
Sagastin acknowledged him by a brief 
salute, then he began pacing up and 
down the room.

"Colonel Mochuelo has probably told 
you. Captain Hay,” said the president 
in English, "of the commission which I 
wish; you to undertake in company with 
himself.”

"N o,” interrupted Moclnielo obse
quiously : " I  left that to your excel
lency. The honor of receiving his or
ders from your lips will unquestionably 
make our good captain here strive the 
more energeticaHv to ftdfil them to your 
excellency’s satisfaction.”

Sagastin met the colonel's suavities

I A

with a frowning side glance. Then, 
thrusting his hand into the breast of 
his frock coat, he drew up in front of 
Geoff.

"It is possible that you have never 
heard of Manuel Yoruba ?”

‘T have heard the name of General 
Yoruba a great many times,” replied 
Geoff, with an unconscious smile.

"General Yoruba cried the presi
dent. “ There is no longer any General 
Yoruba! On my accession to power he 
lost his rank; he was formally de
graded.”

Geoff bowed. Sagastin turned 
abruptly to the side-table, and, true to 
the impersonation he affected, swal
lowed one of the cups of coffee. Then 
he put another question.

“ Have you ever Seen the m an'”
“ No, your excellency.”
“ That does away with the danger of 

his recognizing you. Good. Tell 
Sefior el Capitan-of Yoruba.”

"You must know,” said Mochuelo, 
"that Yoruba iled from Santa Marta as 
we entered the city.”

"Only just in time— just in time 1" 
cried Sagastin, with a sigh. “ As out- 
conquering arms marched into the 
Plaza the smoke of the steamer in 
which he «scaped was yet visible. Even 
now he is scheming a culminating in
jury to the country which he and his 
confederates have pillaged. I look to 
you to make this impossible!” He 
wheeled round on Geoff.

“ To me, your excellency ?”
“ Yes ! Attend carefully to my words. 

At the moment of his flight, this Yoruba 
was about to conclude a contract by 
which he consigned a heavy proportion, 
of the customs duties of Bovaclor to a 
German company. Our arrival pre
vented the consummation of this be
trayal. Before the document was signed 
my predecessors in the government had 
fortunately fallen from power.” He 
paused, but neither of his hearers spoke. 
“ I hardly like to suggest that any indi
vidual who held high office in Bovador 
could be guilty of the crime which I 
believe is in the mind of Yoruba. In 
his character of vice-president he in
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tends i for value received, of course ) to 
sign this document.”

"But he no longer has the authority,-’ 
objected Geoff.

A hard smile flickered over the fea
tures of llodiueio. "It is always pos
sible to postdate,” he remarked.

"Your own acuteness.'' added the 
president, "will enable you to forecast 
the trend of events. Provided with this 
document, the German company will ap
peal to their fatherland to back them in 
enforcing its fulfilment, and the re
sources of Bovador wiil be crippled for 
if decade.”

"But Yoruba has already been gone 
tot* some days, perhaps the signa
ture----- ”

The stout little potentate held up his 
hand. " I  have taken precautions. We 
have succeeded bp* some little manipu
lation of police matters in hindering the 
departure of Herr Busch, the head of 
the German company. .Vs I told you, 
the terms of the contract had not been 
quite concluded. You. Senor Capitan. 
hare been recommended to me as an 
honest man and an experienced soldier. 
Po not deny it. If you feel that my 
words place you higher than your de
serts, you can easily put all that right 
by the maimer in which you carry out 
the affair in hand. I will not conceal 
from you that it will call for great quali
ties of acumen and resource. If you 
accomplish it with success, you will find 
that the republic under my rule knows 
how to he grateful to her servants."

"Where is Yoruba to be found?'' in
quired Geoff.

"I  have received information that he 
has reached Montevideo. I know what 
idea will occur to you, but we have no 
time to wait for an extradition warrant. 
Herr Busch cannot be longer delayed. 
As for you. you must break the law to 
serve it. Your instructions are simple. 
You must find Yoruba, and bring him 
back with you.” Sagastin drank his 
third cup of coffee at a gulp. "I am no 
friend to violent measures, yet I cannot 
conceal from myself that in lt%h poli
tics they occasionally become neces
sary.”

A short silence ensued, then the presi

dent added, as if by an afterthought: 
"Colonel Vlochuelo will be with you, to 
aid you.”

Yochuelo intimated that he laid, him- 
wil at the feet of Bovador and— Presi
dent Saga>tin.

"As you both know,” said the presi
dent, "it has long been the custom of 
Bovador to reward her faithful serv
ants with herself. In other words, to 
grant them handsome concessions. 
ShoWd you return successful, seiiores. 
fifty sqitare miles of land in La Prévosa 
wait for each of you to take possession. 
But in case of only one of you return
ing with Yoruba, to him will be given 
the double share. You comprehend r”

"Perfectly, your excellency.” .Mo- 
chuelo's eyes glittered.

"Remember, then, seiiores. that docu
ment must never, for our country’s 
sake, be signed,” repeated Sagastin. as 
he dismissed them.

When that ardent patriot, Colonel 
Yoruba. flew from the warm nest of 
power he had not much idea of direc
tion : his one desire was to leave Ills 
ungrateful country far behind. Fra- 
tills was coining with the insurgent 
forces, and Fratilis was a man whom 
Yoruba disliked in a very marked de
gree. He had had experience of him, 
and of his methods. It was not so very 
long since he had undertaken, or to put 
it more accurately, public opinion had 
forced him to undertake, an expedition 
against Fratilis in his mountain strong
hold. From that expedition Yoruba 
had returned with a tattered credit, 
with his digestion temporarily ruined, 
and the deep graze of a bullet upon his 
cheek.

This last was his only asset. On the 
strength of it he posed as a man of in
domitable courage. But when the guns 
of Fratilis began to he heard in Santa 
"Marta. Colonel Yoruba incontinently 
made preparation for flight.

For a week he slept aboard a steamer 
which had been chartered by the gov
ernment to bear its highest officials out 
of the danger zone: thus, just as the 
victorious army was entering the west
ern gate, the steamer threw off her
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moorings from the wharf below the 
white convent on the cliff, and melted 
away into the ocean blue, arriving 
presentlv in the roads outside Monte
video, where, at the mouth of the brown 
La Plata River, she finally decanted her 
precious cargo.

Yoruba and his fellow ministers 
dined together for the last time, after 
which they drank the health of their 
unhappy country before each departed 
to the Mecca of his ambitions. Tghree 
went to Paris and one to Buenos Ayres.

Yoruba alone remained behind. He 
regretted the necessity which kept him 
in Montevideo, but remain he must, for 
the business which he had to transact 
with the head of a German company 
was of a kind that can only be trans
acted man to man. So Yoruba stayed 
on in Montevideo awaiting the advent 
of Herr Ludwig Busch, and longing 
for the day which should find him at 
last environed by the securities of Eu
rope.

In Montevideo, Yoruba found him
self by no m e a n s  friendless. Although 
for excellent reasons he could not mix 
in those diplomatic circles he was fitted 
to adorn, he accepted the hospitality that 
two or three of his exiled compatriots 
extended to him.

It happened that at the house of one 
of these gentlemen, who had formerly 
been chargé d'affaires at more courts 
than one, he met with an American lady, 
ostensibly traveling in search of health, 
but whose chief aim in life was to see 
or to hear some new thing.

A former minister of a subtropical 
republic, hot with escape from the 
clutches of the victorious revolutionists, 
offered her great entertainment.

Yoruba found her the type of ac
quaintance most suited to his taste, for 
she possessed not only wealth, but also 
all the qualities of a sympathetic and 
admiring audience : before her he posed 
to his heart’s content as patriot and 
warrior.

Such was the position of affairs when 
Gee''.'rev Pleronhaye and Mochuelo 
landed in Montevideo. Geoff soon 
Lund that his comrade inherited all 
the South American aptitude for in

trigue. In a couple of hours he had 
gathered, from one quarter or another, 
as much information as was needful of 
YorubaT present mode of life.

It may have been merely the force of 
habit, or it may have been an intimate 
knowledge of Bovadian methods, which 
dictated his policy of extreme caution; 
in any case, the excellent colonel man
aged to live consistently in the very 
midst of his kind.

When he walked abroad he never 
forsook the principal streets; for the 
rest, he passed his time in the patio of 
One of 'the leading hotels much fre
quented by travelers of the better sort. 
He refused all invitations to houses 
which were situated at any distance 
from the citv. It seemed impossible 
to catch him in that solitude which was 
essential to the plan# of the emissaries 
from Bovador.

The precise nature of their plans were 
simple enough. They hired a small 
steamboat, and kept her waiting in 
readiness while they watched for a 
chance to kidnap Yoruba.

Later, Mochuelo learned a further 
particular which interested them not a 
little. Yornba had been making in
quiries as to the date of arrival of the 
next mail-steamer from Brazil. When 
Mochuelo and Geoff arrived in Monte
video she was due in three days, and 
most certainly among her passengers 
she carried i I err Busch, hurrying to his 
postponed interview.

The first day of the three was spent 
in amassing information : on the morn
ing of the third Geoff and Colonel 
Mochuelo breakfasted together in an 
unfashionable suburb, and fully dis
cussed the affair in all its aspects. 
Mochuelo hinted that his part was done, 
and that the initiative now lay with 
Geoff.

‘‘You comprehend, senor. that Yoruba 
knows me by sight ?" he said. “ Where
as. not onl\’ has lie never seen you, but 
he will not even suspect you. owing to 
your nationality. Therefore, little as I 
like to leave to you the supreme honor 
of arresting him, it is a case in which 
I must put my country first and my own 
inclinations second.”
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"Exactly. Am I to gather that you 
have some scheme of action to pro
pose ?’’

"I  confess I have. May I inquire if 
vou happen to have noticed a white 
yacht, the Tashti, in the roads? She 
came in this morning.”

Geoff nodded.
"It is the yacht of Lord Galtron; 

and Yoruba. with a couple of friends, 
has accepted an invitation to dine on 
board this evening:. His reliance lies 
in the fact that the yacht is an English 
one, and he has prompted his compan
ions to insist that Galtron’s boat shall 
not only come ashore to fetch them, but 
also that, after dinner, his men shall es
cort them back to the very door of the 
hotel.”

"A s he has taken so many precau
tions, the old difficulty remains. Even 
if I could carry him off from the middle 
of these people, there would be an up
roar, and that is precisely what we wish 
to avoid,” said Geoff.

Mochuelo bowed with a flattering 
smile. "I imagined it to be not impos
sible that this English lord might be a 
friend of yours—no? Then an ac
quaintance? You also are of the aris
tocrats of England, is it not so ?”

"Suppose I knew something of Lord 
Galtron; how would that help me?”

"You could, with some small trouble, 
make yourself of the party. In the 
darkness of the streets or in the boat— 
anything might happen.”  Mochuelo 
brought out the last three words in a 
slow tone.

A sudden spark glowed in Geoff's 
green eyes. "I  will not pretend to mis
understand you, Colonel Mochuelo.”

"One moment, eaballero. before you 
grow angry. I suggest simply that you 
should carry out the commission you 
undertook to perform.”

"Pardon me. President Sagastin's in
structions did not go so far as assassi
nation.”

Mochuelo shrugged his shoulders as 
he reminded himself that hypocrisy was 
the ineradicable weakness of the British 
character. "I would bring to your rec
ollection that his excellency expressed 
his dislike of violent measures, but re

gretted that in matters of high policy 
they sometimes became unavoidable. 
Those words bear but one interpreta
tion to the true Bovadian,” he said, 
with ail air which proclaimed that he 
placed himself at the service of his 
country even to the laudable extreme of 
murder.

Geoff's reply was short—he hinted 
that he retained a few insular preju
dices. After this the relations between 
the two emissaries were a little strained. 
But Colonel Mochuelo found himself 
to be no match for Geoffrey Heronhaye; 
his cunning gave way before the other's 
fixed purpose, so that the earlier plan 
was agreed upon. Mochuelo pointed 
out the difficulties which developed at 
every stage of the kidnaping plot: he 
declared, himself to he overwhelmed by 
theme: he harked back with sighs to the 
easier scheme. But in vain, for there 
he came in contact with a will far 
stronger than his own.

" I f  you are unable to capture Yoruba 
before to-morrow morning,’' he cried at 
last, driven to the wall, "you will per
mit a young nation to be destroyed 
rather than sacrifice a mere scruple.”

'T will capture him.” said Geoff, 
though he was very far from seeing 
his way to that end.

For the past ten minutes he had been 
frowning and thinking: now he stood 
up, and, nodding to Mochuelo, walked 
away and boarded a car for the city. 
Arrived there, he strolled up a clean, 
steep street toward the wide Plaza, 
where, in the afternoon sun. the blue- 
and-yellow dome of the cathedral threw 
a rich note of color between its twin 
towers against the glowing sky.

Fie had lounged half-round the Plaza, 
when a charming figure crossing in the 
direction of the cathedral attracted his 
attention. The girl was dressed in 
white, and a white parasol hid her face, 
but the graceful shoulders and gait re
called Gabriclle van Rooven. He had 
been thinking of her: thinking that if 
he could but carry through the affair 
lie had in hand, the years of leanness 
would have passed forever. He well 
understood the value of the concession 
of which the president had spoken, and
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once it was his own, he felt he could 
tell Gabrielle that he had become a man 
of his tends, that he had made a place 
for himself in the world instead of 
merely filling one ready prepared for 
him, as she had implied when he was 
living a life of ease hack in his old home 
at Yattalis. lie  had all but carved out 
his own fortunes; the affair of Yoruba 
alone stood between him and its realiza
tion.

On the hard blips and disappoint
ments of those past five years lie dwelt 
not at all. but he thought very tenderly 
" i  the young girl he had last seen 
among the cold north lights of Iter 
studio, hie thought of her battle with 
straitened means for Art's sake. He 
wondered if he should ever dare to tell 
her of those paintings of hers which lie 
had bought during the last three years 
under a score of aliases, and from as 
many different corners of the Xew 
Y  orld.

lie  laughed softly as he recalled some 
of the shifts to which he had been put 
in order to raise the trifling sums to 
pay for those earlier pictures of hers! 
Such pitiful little sums! and they had 
made her glad, prompted the cheery let
ters in which she had sent him news 
of "another picture sold . . .  it 
scents ton good to be true:" never 
dreaming that Geoff was himself the 
very variously named purchaser of the 
larger number of them! Ills heart 
ached in a yearning of love and pity.

Involuntarily his steps had turned 
after the girl in the white gown. As 
he gradually overtook her. he noticed 
those same delicate coquetries of cos
tume which had been adorable in Ga
brielle. It was sheer delight to watch, 
her.
. She vanished in the gloomv door of 
the cathedral, and Geoff, deep in his 
vein of thought, could not resist follow
ing. The cool shadows closed about 
him like a veil: for a moment he saw 
nothing clearly. When lie found his
sight again, he was standing on the
dark side of a pillar , and not three
yards awav the vision in white was
gazing no at a picture iOf t !1Y Af, W:er of
fforr. WS. 1 fe XT ;■ refile Ole

against the deep reds of a v vidow. and 
knew that it was Gabrielle herself. 
He actually trembled under the brock 
of his joy, it was so unexpected, so 
overwhelmingly good to ~ef her again.

Gabrielle looked round notably. as 
if she felt his gaze, frowning a little as 
she tried to probe the shadows.

"It is really you! What luck!" He 
strode forward.

A flood of color swept her face from 
chin to brow, but she met Iris eager 
gaze coldly.

' *‘TJ. imac;in eel you were probably a
generalisshno by this time in Bovayor."
she said.

Ge<off rev H ernnhaye was equal io
most occasions, but he failed miserably 
in this one. The girl's manner did not 
convey the laughing sarcasm of the old 
days in Yattalis: the button was oft" the 
foil.

"How have I offended you?" he 
blurted out.

"Offended me?" She lifted her 
brows a little and smiled. She was 
complete mistress of herself. "What 
do you mean ? Did you not tell me of 
the war or harlequinade, or whatever 
your revolution should be called, in your 
last letter? I hear your party drove 
out the other."

"Quite true—in a shower of crack
ers. It was magnificent." he laughed 
with her.

“ Hut was it war?"’ she asked mnek- 
ingly.

Xow it happened that Geoff, in the 
outpourings of his letters, had given 
her some of the nobler, more touching 
stories of the bitter struggle just con
cluded in Bovador; he had therefore 
some reason to be surprised, and per
haps a little disappointed.

"A s understood in tropical America.” 
lie rejoined.

"I low can they spare you?' Have 
they no rule for you?"

‘T am a general utilitv man. that is 
all."

“ You are. of course, returning to 
your republic? The make-believe at
mosphere will attract you." she said..

By this time Geoff had followed her



THE FORTUNES OF GEOFF 167

out of the cathedral, and they were 
walking' down the shady side of a quiet 
street I Ie was silent for a minute or 
two, then he spoke gravely, “ Some
thing has happened: will you tell me 
what it is ?’’

“ I mean to tell you." she answered, 
with, spirit, "or I should not be walking 
now with you, for after to-day I hope 
I may never see you again, and certain
ly I shall never willingly speak to you.”

A horrible premonition of the cause 
of her auger lm-te suddenly upon his 
mind.. No one could ever tell the hap
piness it had been to bint to undergo 
toil, starvation, danger, so that he might 
by any means -crape together the 
nkniev needed to keep up a regular pur
chase of ioabrielle'i pictures, lie hated 
the thought that anv one but himself 
should possess them, it was true, yet his 
first desire had been to give her such 
cno •uragement and help in her work 
as he could compass in his wandering 
life, when povertv bore hardly upon 
him.

Manlike, in his eagerness to help her, 
lie had not given a thought as to how 
she might regard the position.

“ What have I dmne to deserve that?'* 
he asked quietly, but be knew lie had 
never felt so frightened in his life.

"Dei you know a certain Adams Z. 
Babcock?” she said.. “ Or Colonel Man- 
lie! Da Costa, of Brazil ? Or William 
Parsley Jones, of Trclew. a wealthy 
sheep-farmer, with a taste for art? Or 
T. Or, La=celles. who 'happened' on one 
of ray pictures in P.oston ? Or Thc'o- 
philus P.unhury. M. P.. of Xew Or
leans? Or the Portuguese person in 
San Paulo, who was so enamored of my 
work that lie bought two?”

Peon frowned in spirit. A las! he 
knew them all. every one of his care
fully cho,-en aliases, and it hurt him to 
hear them detailed in her clear, disdain
ful tomes. He could have kicked him
self.

'T have no excuse to offer,” he said, 
as she paused.

"1 I can imagine no more cruel de
ception,” she went on, her blue eyes 
blazing; not that Geoff saw them—lie 
could not look her in the face. ‘*1 gave

you my confidence that day in Xew 
York. I had no thought that you 
would abuse it. How could any one 
conceive such a thing? I have been, in 
fact, living on your charity. That is 
the least of the wrong you have done 
me. for I can repay you. But the art 
that I loved, you have embittered that. 
I fancied, naturally, that I was really
advancing in i t : that my work-----
Oh, I can't speak of it!" Pier voice cut 
him. "Nothing will ever give me back 
my confidence or my happiness in my 
work. What pleasure could it be to 
you to dupe me?"

Geoff listened. What a blind ass he 
had been ! She did well' to be angry. 
Xo human being could forgive what 
he, in his inept folly, had done ! What 
did it matter that he had always loved 
her; that he Heed her more than ever 
now that his own brutal blundering had 
separated her from him forever?

"I have given up my studio, and I 
am traveling with my aunt, Mrs. 
Storey: but in any case I have not 
heart to work any longer.”

“ Xo wonder!" And, after a second, 
he said again: "X'o wonder!”

Nothing could have been further 
from Gabri'elle's expectation than this. 
She had been prepared for excuses, but 
she was not at all prepared for the 
stern self-conviction conveyed in the 
two words.

"How did you find, it out—if I may 
ask?”’ he inquired presently.

"I  went drawn to my agents one day, 
and tlicv had had a letter from”— she 
bit her lip— "from Bertram h'eather- 
Stonaugh. of Panama. I knew the wri
ting. then I saw some of the other let
ters.” She turned to him. " I  hate 
you !”

"Xo wonder!" It was all that he 
seemed able to say, then he raised his 
hat. " I  beg your pardon, God knows, 
on my knees."

Gabrielle stood still looking after him 
in sheer surprise. The great square 
shoulders were set at a new angle, and 
she knew that if Geoffrey Heronhave 
had wounded her, she had wounded 
him.
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“ I am glad of it!” she told herself. 
“ I hate—hate him!”

After Geoff left Gabrielle the desire 
for action came upon him strongly. He 
was glad the evening promised some 
excitement. Fie went down to a store 
not far from the river front and made 
a few purchases—a white linen suit, 
which he foreboded would be uncom
fortably small for him, and a yachts
man's cap.

With the parcel under his arm he 
hurried back to his modest quarters, and 
at the door ran up against Golonel 
Mochuelo, who entered with him.

"The Brazilian packet is in the roads. 
The letters are ashore already, and 
within the hour Herr Busch will have 
landed with the other passengers,” said 
that gentleman.

"It is lucky Yoruba is dining on the 
yacht.'’ Geoff replied : “ Galtrun was to 
send for him at seven-thirty. But. by 
some mistake, the man in charge of the 
boat will call for Yoruba a quarter of 
an hour too soon. You comprehend ?”

Mochuelo rubbed his hands. "E x 
cellent.”

"You will kindly go on board the 
Sanctissinia Mugdclcua and see that 
they have steam up to start by eight. 
And send the ship’s boat ashore to the 
San Julian wharf at seven-fifteen, two 
men in her, please. I think that is all, 
colonel.”

"I  will see to it. Con Dios, scuor.’ ’
After Mochuelo's departure, Geoff 

got into the white suit. and. taking up 
the yachting-cap. set out for the hotel 
patronized by Colonel Yoruba; but on 
the way he made a circuit to the gen
eral post-office, where, after a long de
lay, two or three letters were handed to 
him. There was no time left to read 
them, so. slipping them in his pocket, 
he set off at a quick pace for the 
hotel.

A carriage was already at the door, 
and Geoff, telling his alleged business 
to the commissionaire, entered the hall, 
and looked on into the lofty marble 
patio, to: discover the whereabouts of 
Yoruba. In a moment he caught sight

of the yellow, bald head and yellow, de
scriptive hands of the Bovadian, who, 
seated with his back to the arch, was 
talking to two ladies under the shade 
of the drooping palms.

Geoff stood staring. Fate, repenting 
her late’ favors, was cuffing him hard 
now. The two ladies were no other 
than Firs. Storey and her niece, Ga
brielle van Rooven. For a moment 
Geoff was staggered. Was it possible 
to carry out his design now? Of all 
mischances in the world, this seemed 
the most unfortunate. For a moment 
he paused, but only for a moment. He 
hail given an undertaking to bring 
Yoruba back to Bovador, and in honor 
he must not permit any private con
cern of his own to interfere with its 
fulfilment.

He called a waiter and gave his mes
sage, which was to the effect that the 
beat of the- Tashti was at the wharf, 
and the boatswain (in this case Geolf 
himself ) was waiting the pleasure of 
Ford Galtron's guests.

Gabrielle rose at once and drew the 
wraps round her aunt, to whom Yoruba 
gallantly offered his arm. Geoff was 
holding open the carriage-door and 
standing well behind it in the hope of 
escaping Gabrielle's attention. But her 
thoughts were elsewhere, and in her 
usual paleness Geoff thought he read 
the distress Ijis own misdirected efforts 
had caused her.

He closed the door and mounted be
side the driver, and immediately they 
were rolling at a rapid pace through 
the lighted streets.

Arrived at the quay, he found the 
Magdclcna's boat: the ladies, with Yo
ruba in zealous attendance, were helped 
into it, and, giving the order to shove 
off. Geoff took his place by the steer
ing-gear. It was then that a light from 
above Hashed across his face as the 
boat's nose swung out Into the dark
ness and Gabrielle recognized him.

A troubled look sprang to her eyes, 
but they showed no surprise as she 
turned coldly away.

Ten minutes later they were pulling 
in under the dark hull of a vessel.

"This is not the J ’asM if’ exclaimed
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Voruba, with a note of anxiety in his 
voice. “ What are vou doing, you fel
low?”

Geoff caught the gangway with his 
boat-hook.

Mrs. Storey screamed: “ There is
the name, it is the Sanctissima Magdc- 
Icna. I protest against this! I insist 
on being taken to the I'ash tit”

Geoff smiled a little in the dark. “ Do 
not be alarmed, madam,” lie said, “ you 
will be taken to the J ’ashti quite safely, 
and not five minutes late for dinner. It 
is here, however, that General Voruba 
must go aboard.”

The gangway-lantern showed Yoru- 
ba's face gray with fury and terror.

“ To whom does this vessel belong?”
"To the government of Bovauor.”
Yoruba's hand had dived unobtru

sively to his pocket, and had not Geoif 
been ready, he would not have lived to 
finish the sentence. As it was, the bul
let grazed his ear. The same moment 
Geoif's powerful arms had closed about 
the Bo vidian's fat body, and he was 
hoisted, as if he were no more than a 
child, up the gangway and on to the 
deck above, airs. Storey screamed 
continuously until Geoff stepped soft- 
lv back into the boat beside her.

“ I must apologize for the fright you 
have undergone. It was unhappily not 
avoidable.” he said.

"Help, help!" shouted Yoruba.
Gabrielle answered him. "The mo

ment we reach the J ’ashti, general, I 
will give the alarm,” she called out.

A hand on the back of Yoruba's neck 
grew heavier. “ Better advise your 
friends not to give the alarm for your 
own sake,” whispered Mochuelo in his 
ear.

"W hat! Because you are afraid?'1 
snarled Voruba.

“ Xo. because the sea is deep. Tell 
the girl,”

And Yoruba did so in a high note of 
emotion. “ I pray you do not give the 
alarm, senorita, for if I am followed. 
I— I shall— die!”

Gabrielle looked at Geoff with an ex
pression of horror. “ Where are you 
taking him?'1

'T  am taking him back to be tried for 
his crimes against his country.”

“ Do you dare to do this ? Are you 
not guilty of crimes, also?'1 Then she 
spoke her most cruel words: “ Why
are you leading this life, if you were 
not driven to it by your own guilt?”
, Geoff was stung' at last. He under
stood her well enough. She now 
taunted him with the old story of cheat
ing long ago at Yattalis. though she 
could not refer to it openly because of 
Mrs. Storey's presence.

“ You must at least permit me to say 
that I have Sever pleaded innocence of 
an)r of the sins which have been charged 
against me,” he said.

The dignity of the reply did not 
touch Gabrielle then, but she remem
bered it afterward. Xow Mrs. Storey 
was whispering hysterically: “ Thank
Heaven, Gabrielle. we are leaving this 
horrible country to-morrow. I shall beg 
Lord Galfron to start for Patagonia at 
daybreak.”

It was this speech of Mrs. Storey’s 
which rushed back into Geoff's mind, as 
he read and read again a letter in big, 
sprawly writing, the writing so often 
affected by the fashionable young 
woman of to-day. The letter was from 
Sophie Heronhaye and made part of 
his mail that he had not found time to 
read earlier. The Sanctissima Mag
dalena was already throbbing under his 
feet.

“ Colonel. I am going ashore,” he 
said suddenly to Mochuelo.

“ Then we must start without you. It 
is necessarv.” replied the other angrilv.

“ Yes/1
“ But the concessions in La Prévosa ? 

President Sagastin gave his word that 
whichever of us brought Yoruba back 
should receive both."

“ I recollect that, and I congratulate 
you on your good fortune.”

Machuelo stared. He could not con
ceive of anv man giving up wealth with 
a smile and a compliment.

"And what shall I say for you to his 
excellency ? What excuse shall I offer 
to him?”

"O h!" Geoif shrugged his shoulders. 
"Urgent private affairs."
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The Adventure in the Petticoat Maze
B y J .  Kenilworth Egerton,

.■ hitho>■ of ' ' The Red ticlf-coipc f  ' ‘ CIcopafm's Necklace,' ’ Etc.

PYXOl'.SIS OF CHARTERS PKEYlOrSLY PUBLISHED.
Tommy Wiliianis, hyt notist and detective, while in Parte, is visited by Arthur Ridgway. yeuny MVv 

Y"i'k millionaire, whose '.vile, an ex-eircus-rider and ; ce descendant of the royal house of Trarsy Varna, lias 
mysteriously disappeared. Mrs. Ridgway was last seen at the L«-ng Island terminal toIMew York, but it 
was learned that sire had taken passage in a French liner, ilidgway, accompanied by his child, follows her 
to Havre, but there all trace of her is lost, and he begs the assistance of Tommy Williams in trading her. 
A day or two later an attempt to abduct the child is made, but is frustrated by the prompt action of Mi-' 
Griscom, a Mew York girl, who has .been employed as nurse. Looking over tire genealogy of the Balkan 
royal families Tommy Williams finds the card of Prince Lubetskoi, brother-in-law of liidgway. and he sus
pects that the prince is at the bottom of the mystery.

(In Two Parts.—Part II.)

V.

H E ultimate result of 
his labors in composi
tion convinced Tommy 
Williams that Ridgway 
was correct in his esti
mate of the influence 
exercised by the Rus
sian embassy over the 

Parisian press: an influence probably 
largely due to the cKse political alliance 
between the two countries, and in part 
to the wise-employment of a large se
cret-service fund.

After an hour's work he produced 
a newspaper article for which any' 
Xew York paper \\n mkl have willingly 

'"paid a large price, hut he offered it to 
each of the French morning papers for 
nothing; giving his own personal guar
anty of the accuracy A  the facts.

While we were sipping our early cof
fee the following morning, we went 
diligently through the copies of every 
morning paper, and Tommy grinned 
when we found that none of them con
tained a word about the affair.

"It looks like labor lost. but. all of

the people whom we wish to touch up 
understand English, and I don't be- 
litive that the Herald and the Daily 
Mail ire  throwing good stuff into the 
waste-basket."

He tossed me the Paris edition of the 
London paper, reserving its American 
rival for himself, and we exclaimed to
gether as we found his story under 
double-leaded head-iijfes the leading 
feature in each. It was a graphic de
scription of the attempted kidnaping, 
omitting only the names of the Prince 
and Princess Lubetskoi. whom, it spoke 
of as relatives of the child: but it was 
the closing paragraph upon which 
Tommy counted to draw possible con
spirators against Ridgway' into the 
r-pen :

It is suspected trot there may love Wen 
another motive than kidnaping fer das out
rage in the heart of Paris. ]; was known to 
a few people that the chi hi habitually ’--we

attached a medallion of re  s; value and rare 
historical interest: no lew than one of the 
three aitnialure icons supposed to have been 
made during the reign of Constantine and 
known to have been in the possession of 
Peter the Great. A small locket was torn 
with considerable violence from the child's

The first part  of this s tory  appeared in the J u !v  issue, which can he obtained through anv newsdealer. Price fifteen cents.
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neck: V.:: -  unately the valuable original
had ■ wwi ui cd,  for purp.mo of verifica
tion. to Mr. Thomas Williams, the well- 
known American artist, who A temporarily 
occupying :< Audio on the Boulevard St. 
Germain, so the thicr. if tiiat was his ob
ject. met whh '.veil-merited disappointment.

"I believe that will make ’em take 
notice 1" exclaimed Tommy triumphant
ly. when L finished reading it aloud. 
“ Perhaps my old friend the director is 
correct in believing" that the possession 
of the medallion brings danger : but we 
are better able to protect ourselves than 
the poor little kiddy, and I'm willing to 
take chance'.”

"Even without a trained nurse to take 
care or you." I suggested.

His slim white hand gave a little up
ward twist to the corners of his mus
tache, but before he could make verbal 
replv he was interrupted by the en
trance or Clancy.

"Sure, tit's hard fer a Christian man 
to get on in a place where they gives 
youse only a cup av coffee an' a roll to 
start th’ day's work on.” he said, look
ing disdainfully at our meager break
fast-table. "Tlr ‘day journey a lar jour- 
flush' is all to th' good if ut'd come 
along about .-even-thirty, but corn-beef 
hash Ml sinkers wid two hen fruits 
sunny-side up, is good enough fer me 
fer a starter.”

"You're a long way from the Bowery 
and tire gastronomic customs, and, like 
to be farther if you travel for me, 
Clancy,” answered Tommy, smiling: 
and the detective laughed.

"Saw  Mr. Williams. I'll bet I've got 
th' name av th' place dead to rights." 
lie exclaimed. "Me an' me grisette was 
talcin' our dinner at wan av thim chop- 
stiev joints whore a dago - band spiels 
while youse eats, an’ wan av th" 
guineas broke loose from th' bunch an' 
butted in. I was fer breakin' his face 
fer gettin’ gay, but he chips in wid 
talkin' United States an' ut sure 
mounded w  good that I gave him th’ 
glad hand. Me an' him had a few small 
bottles, aid he told me he had been in 
America an’ made his pile an' was on 
his way home to blow ut in.

" 'Where's that?' says I, an' he got

somethin' off his chest that sounded 
like th" last stages av consumption.

" ’Xow. where th- devil have I heard 
thim symptoms before l-' says I to mo- 
self, an' then I remembered tryin' to 
practise th' name av th’ town youse 
showed me. He blame near coughed 
th' lit? ad off av him tryin’ bo learn ul 
to me. but I was no ways sure till lie 
fla.-lies hi.- pa.-.-port, an’ there ut was 
with all til' letters av th' tail av tlf 
alphabet, as natural as life."

"Did you see his own name on it as 
well?" asked Tommy quickly.

"Sure, an" ut was mostly s's an' wh
an’ z's, too." answered Clancy, grin
ning broadly. 'Sure, that's too much 
fer tlf likes av' me wid a Christian 
tongue in me mouth,' says I. ‘What do 
they call youse whin they’re in a hurry ?'

" ‘Zcke.’ s a y s  he : an' says 1 : 'Zeke
ut is. then, an' youse can call me Sarge 
fer short,' an' we lias another small 
bottle to .-ettle ut."

"Clancy, y o u  didn't let on that you 
were connected with the police, did 
you?” asked Tommy anxiously.

"An' me wid no handcuffs in me 
pocket—no fear!" answered the detect
ive. and Tommy gave a sigh of relief.

“ If you had hunted Europe over, you 
couldn't have found a man whom 1 
want more to get hold o f , "  he said 
“ We'll cut out the traveling, unless h e  
goes there, but I want you to get hold 
of him and stick tó him like a porou.-- 
pfaster, anal get enough o f  his confi
dence to induce him to come here when 
1 give you the word. Find out where 
and with whom he lives and give me 
a report; %u ever)* One he talks to and 
«very place h e  visits. Do you know 
where to find him?”

"Sure: we framed it up fer his nibs 
to put me next to some hot stuff lit th' 
wav av dago grub to-day." answered 
Clancy.

"Just one thing more, then: steer 
clear of the French police sad let me 
have your reports as often as possible."

“Tm  fly," answered Clancy, with a 
knowing wink. " I f  I do get pinched 
mebbe youse'll remember that wan. good 
turn deserves another, an' help me to 
get out.”
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Tommy's eyes gleamed with satis
faction when he turned to me after 
Clancy had started to shadow his new 
acquaintance, and when the breakfast 
things had been removed he glanced 
critically about the studio and arranged 
the curtains so that the light should be 
more subdued.

"I  should not be surprised by the 
arrival of almost anv visitor, for this 
fortunate discovery of Zeki is a pretty 
safe indication that the principal ac
tors in our little drama are still in 
Paris.” he said. "It wasn't at all a 
bad idea to hide him in the uniform of 
a Hungarian gipsy musician, but I don’t 
see why he revealed himself to Clancy."

"Cnless he is a decoy to keep y< >ti 
busy to allow the others to escape.” I 
answered. "CTancv may think that he 
has not betrayed his occupation, but a 
shrewd gipsy is not so easily fooled.”

"I  have often thought that the easi
est way to foci  a detective would he 
to tell him the truth." answered Tommy 
thoughtfully. " I f  Zeki is on to him and 
gets an idea that his knowledge may 
be harmful to his mistress. I trust that 
Clancy hasn't omitted his revolver as 
well as his handcuffs. Those brutes 
are handy with a knife, and he'd stick 
him without hesitation."

"And your advertisement of the fact 
that you have the mysterious medallion 
is apt to get us blown to kingdom come, 
so I'm not borrowing trouble about 
him;" I replied.

"I'll take jolly good care that we shall 
go in good company, then!” And 
Tommy grinned as he tapped the pocket 
which contained his pistol. "Unless I 
am guessing incorrectly, the caller who 
has just rung the bell will use Russian 
as his native tongue, and"—he inter
rupted himself to read the card—“ as I 
suspected, his name is Prince Lubet- 
skoi!”

The Russian nobleman who was ush
ered in was a magnificent specimen of 
manhood, well over six feet in height, 
broad of shoulder and deep of chest; 
but his face, in spite of regular features, 
clear skin, and an expression which was 
meant to be agreeable, was not entire
ly pleasing. There was an indication

of cruelty in the straight lips, which 
were almost concealed by a heavy and 
carefully trimmed mustache: and the 
small, sharp eyes set closely together 
had just the trace of obliquity which re
called the saying that “ If you scratch 
a Russian, you find a Tartar.”

lie  bowed courteously to us, and 
seated himself in the chair to which 
Tommy motioned him : the one seat in 
the studio which was directly beneath 
the skylight.

" I  have ventured to intrude upon you 
in consequence of an article which ap
peared in this morning's H erald;' he 
said, in English, with only the slightest 
suspicion of foreign accent. "M ay I 
ask, Mr. Williams, if it was correct 
when it stated that a certain medallion, 
the property of my brother-in-law, had 
been given to you for verification of its 
authenticity ?"

"Quite correct. Prince Lubetskoi, in 
stating that it had been given into my 
keeping; which was rather fortunate, in 
view of the determined effort which was 
made to steal it." answered Tommy: 
and. the Russian inclined his head.

"I  am sure that it could be in no 
safer hands, but if it was given to you 
for verification, 1 may be able to be of 
service to you,” lie said. "I happen to 
be very familiar with its counterpart, 
which is always worn by my imperial 
master, the czar, and I believe that very 
few men have had that privilege.”

"Then yon are undoubtedly aware of 
the almost superstitious reverence with 
which these three icons are regarded 
by the house of Romanoff,”  said Tom
my quietly; and the Russian gave just 
the slightest start of surprise, which 
he endeavored to conceal by a forced 
laugh.

"Every royal house is supposed to 
have its superstitions, but I know of 
nothing unusual concerning these me
dallions;''' he answered. "They are of 
exquisite workmanship, as you may 
have noticed, and have a peculiar re
ligious significance to a member of the 
Greek church, of which the czar is the 
head."

"And the face of the Madonna, is be
lieved to be a likeness of the consort
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of the Emperor Constantine, is it not?'’ 
asked Tommy.

Prince Lubetskoi looked at him 
sharply, a strange gleam coming for 
an instant to his' small, oblique eyes; 
but they half-closed under Tommy's 
answering look, and he made a depre
catory gesture with his slender, well- 
formed hands.'

"In Russia it is not always safe to 
know too much, or to express in words 
all that one knows," he said signifi
cantly. "I will be frank with you, how
ever, and you can judge for yourself 
that great store is set on these medal
lions when I tell you that the return 
of the one which had come into the 
ownership of the Cluny Museum was 
the price which France paid for the sig
nature of my imperial master to a cer
tain secret treaty of grave importance."

"And the one in my possession is a 
far more perfect specimen," insinuated 
Tommy.

“ All, Mr. Williams, a private indi
vidual is hardly in the same position to 
exact full value as a powerful nation." 
answered the Russian quickly, and 
Tomniy smiled.

"But the one I have is not in the mar
ket." he answered.

The Russian was apparently ab
sorbed in contemplating the carefully 
polished finger-nails, and he kept his 
eyes fixed on them when he spoke.

“ Every article—and man—is sup
posed to have a price," he said signifi
cantly.

“ And there are exceptions which 
prove all rules," answered Tommy dry
ly. "We are talking to no purpose. 
Prince Lubetskoi. I assure you that I 
am perfectly familiar with the great im
portance which your master attaches to 
the medallion. I know that this par
ticular one has been eagerly sought for 
by professional collectors, and that it is 
well understood among them that a 
fortune would reward the successful 
one. It has been completely lost to 
sight for some years, I believe ?”

"Something over twenty," assented 
the Russian.

“ I could almost fix the date exactly,” 
continued Tommy. “ Shall we say since

Sergius of Transylvania lost his throne 
and life at the same time?"

Lubetskoi's thin lips parted in a smile 
which disclosed large, regular white 
teeth, and he lighted a cigarette before 
he replied.

‘A ir. Williams, there are certain sub
jects which we Russians, who know that 
half of the island of Saghalien still re
mains available for purposes of exile, 
carefully avoid. Whispers might be 
carried even from Parisian studios, and
then----- " He smiled and blew a cloud
of smoke Into the air.

“ As I do not expect to place myself 
in reach A  the czar's police. I am nut 
limited by such Considerations," an
swered Tummy dryly. "In refusing 
your offer pi assistance as to verifica
tion, I may say that I am absolutely 
convinced of the authenticity of the me
dallion. I know that its possession is 
supposed, by the descendants of Peter 
the Great, to confer something like a 
divine tight to ruiership. and that no 
matter Jji >\v completely Russian soldiers 
may subdue a conquered kingdom, there 
is uneasine>> in the Winter Palace when 
a possible claimant for the usurped 
throne retains it. Perhaps superstition 
replaces conscience in kings and em
perors."

"Granting that you possess the orig
inal, and that you rate it at its true 
value. I suppose that you would still be 
willing to part with it—at a price?" 
said the prince interrogatively.

"'Granting that I owned it. yes—at a 
price." answered Tommy. "Unfortu
nately, it belongs to a man to whom 
money would be no object.”

"There are other methods of pay
ment." said Prince Lubetskoi quickly. 
■ 'Titles, decorations, power----- "

“ Or the ransom of some one dearly 
loved," interrupted Tommy : and the 
Russian looked at him sharply.

"The insinuation is unmistakable, 
Mr. Williams : but it is totally unjust," 
he answered. "Had the kidnaping been 
planned by those whom you suspect, it 
would not have failed; for failure is 
fatal in Russia."

“ Then the death-rate must be ab
normally high." said Tommy curtly. "I
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was not referring to the attempted kid
naping."

"A s I told you. there are some ques
tions which we dafcinot discuss,” said 
the Russian indifferently. "M ay I be 
permitted to examine the trinket about 
which you have woven such an inter
esting romance?"

"Which, as you undoubtedly know, is 
set down at length in several volumes 
in the National Library," answered 
Tommy, and Lubetskoi was unable to 
repress a little start. "Certainly, you 
may see it—I shall fetch it immediate
ly.”

I knew that Tommy had the medal
lion about hi> neck, the small chain re
enforced by a heavier one of his own to 
avoid all chance of loss, but he left the 
studio, closing the door of the bed
room behind him. and was absent for 
about ten minutes.

During his absence Prince Lubetskoi 
chatted easily -with me, inquiring about 
people whom lie had met in .America, 
and laughing over some of his experi
ences there: but I was conscious that 
he was listening intently, and that his 
sharp eyes were taking in every detail 
of the studio arrangement.

There was an expression about Tom
my's lips and eyes when he reappeared 
which put me on my guard and pre
pared me for a dramatic climax to the 
interview, hut Prince Lubetskoi was 
watching so closely the ‘ small leather 
case which he carried that he had eyes 
fur nothing else. Tommy >tood in 
front of him and handed it over with
out speaking, and the prince eagerly 
opened it. As if overcome by the sight 
of its contents, he halt-rose from his 
chair and gave such a shrill whistle of 
surprise that it must have been audible 
on the Boulevard, but he sank back, 
and the -whistle was followed by a 
muttered oath as he found himself look
ing; into a muzzle of a large-caliber 
revolver, behind which were two very 
determined eyes.

‘ 'Your signal will not be answered, 
prince,” said Tommy quietly. "When 
I was out I took the liberty of telling 
your friends in the hallway that they 
would not be needed to-dav, and saw

to it that the outer door was locked sif
ter they had taken the hint and de
parted. Now, unless you want a very 
sudden end put to your mortal career, 
just keep your seat and don't take your 
eyes from the muzzle of this gun, 
which I might remark is provided with 
a hair-trigger.”

The pistol, held in a hand which was 
as steady as a rock, approached closer 
and closer to the bridge of the prince's 
nose, the oblique eyes watching it until 
they were crossed: while Tommy's free 
hand made quick passes over his head.

Perhaps another ten minutes had 
passed before Tommy stepped back and 
replaced the pistol in his pocket after 
gently closing the lids over the staring 
eyes, leaving the Russian rigid and in 
a condition verging on catalepsy in his 
chair.

“ A modification of the crystal-gazing 
method of inducing hypnotism, and a 
striking proof of my theory that it is 
the fatigue of eye-strain, rather than 
the brightness of the object, which 
causes the cataleptic condition!” he ex
claimed triumphantly as he turned to 
me. "I've wanted to prove that for a 
long time, but this is the first favorable 
opportunity which I have had to dem
onstrate it.”

"M y dear Tommy. I am too bewil
dered to appreciate a discourse on hyp
notism, but I do want to know the 
meaning of all this." I objected; but 
when expatiating upon his pet hohhy 
he wa> not to be denied;, and lie went on 
didactically:

"It lias always been thought that a. 
bright object 'was absolutely necessary 
to dazzle the eyes, but I suspected that 
it was more a result of muscular strain, 
and the employment of a glittering ob
ject made it easier to maintain con
centration. In this particular case 
there was no danger of his attention 
wandering, because he knew that some
thing might come out of that barrel any 
minute. He was like the child at the 
photographer's who watches to see the 
little bird come out of the lens. I've 
killed two birds'with one stone, for I've 
proved my theory and have this gen
tleman, who can probably give me some
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valuable information, under my hyp
notic thumb.”

“ And through your very arbitrary 
methods bid fair to get us in the deuce 
of a scrape, for you can't keep him 
there indefinitely, and when he comes 
out there must be a reckoning,” I re
torted.

“ I think we could safely plead that 
it was a matter of self-defense,” an
swered Tommy dryly. “ I wasn't taking 
any chances, so I investigated the hall
way when I left the room, and there 
were three plug-uglies standing just 
outside the door who would have made 
Monk Eastman look like a Sunday- 
school teacher. If I were not amured 
of the fidelity of Jacques, the concierge, 
I shouldn't feel entirely safe, even 
now.”

A knock on the door was quickly fol
lowed by the entrance of this same 
Jacques, who presented a card to Tom
my.

“ The gentleman has the appearance 
and the accent of the North." he said 
apologetically, as he handed over the 
card. “ Following the injunction of 
monsieur, I have denied him the ad
mittance, but he makes the demand 
most: insistent, and awaits without < .n 
the Boulevard.''

“ And undoubtedly employed other 
means than moral suasion to induce you 
to climb the stairs,” answered Tommy, 
grinning. “ You can show him up, 
Jacques, but remember that I am at 
home to no one else.”

The concierge departed, and Tommy 
tossed the earn to me.

"Y.m  cun look at that, and then tell 
me whether I  am a good guesser or 
not." he said, as he took the sleeping 
Russian by the arm and conducted him 
to a seat in a far corner, pulling a 
screen in front of him. which effectual
ly concealed him.

On the card was a ducal coronet, and 
the name “ Herzog von Rimnek,” which 
meant nothing to me. and I looked at 
Tommy inquiringly.

“ Perhaps you will admit that we are 
making- progress toward the discov
ery of the disappearing female, when I 
tell as hi that the Duke of Rimnek is no

other than Nicholas Lobenski, former
ly confidential adviser to King Sergius, 
and probably later the mysterious 'Un
cle Ladislas.' he said, smiling trium
phantly, ami turned to welcome a man 
!>i whom Ridgway had drawn a perfect 
verbal picture.

VI.

The Duke of Rimnek would have at
tracted attention in any gathering, for 
a more distinguished-looking man it has 
never been my lot to see. The snow- 
white hair, the telltale wrinkles in front 
of the cars, and the crow’s-feet about 
the corners pf the eyes spoke unmis
takably of advanced age : but the eyes 
themselves, clear, black as night, and 
as piercing as gimlets : the clear, fresh 
complexion : the erect carriage: the
small waist and elastic step proclaimed 
as strongly that he retained the physical 
vigor of youth. In appearance and 
manner he was grand seigneur; but 
when he spoke he was the man of af
fairs, accustomed to receiving- concise 
answers to curt questions.

“ Mr. Williams, in a morning paper 
I have read that yon have in ;ysur pos
session a most remarkable medallion.” 
he said, after briefly introducing him
self. “ May I ask if that statement is 
correct ?“

"It is." replied Tommy laconically, 
and a gleam-of satisfaction came to our 
visitor's dark eyes.

"Will you please show it to me?" he 
said, the words expressing a request, 
his manner almost a peremptory -com
mand : and. to my great surprise. Tom
my shook his head in emphatic nega
tive.

"I  am responsible for the safety of. 
the medallion, and it is not on public 
view." he said, liis tone plainly indi
cating his resentment -of the other's im
periousness. "I am not at liberty to 
show it without permission from its 
owner, Mr. Ridgway, whom you prob
ably know."

"I  have not that honor: but I think 
that we may take it for granted that 
the presentaion of my card by my sec
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retary would be all that is necessary,” 
answered the duke impatiently.

“T o  be quite frank with you, I don't 
believe that it would,'’ said Tommy 
quietly. " I  believe that IMr. Ridgway 
would first make inquiries— for in
stance ; he might ask if you were ever 
known by the title and name of ‘Count 
Ladislas.' " The white eyebrows were 
elevated just a trifle, and there was a 
look of inquiry in the eyes beneath 
them,

“ Most certainly I have been: it is 
one of my minor titles which I invari
able- use when 1 am on my Hungarian 
estate, from which it is derived,” he 
answered.

“ And he might further inquire if you 
lived on that estate until about four 
years ago, assuming charge of the edu
cation of a young woman who was 
known as the Countess Nelka,” con
tinued Tommy imperturbably : and the 
duke apparently found it no easy mat
ter to maintain his self-control. ■

“ Mr. Williams, there is no use beat
ing about the bush,'’ he said quickly. 
“ I am Nicholas Lobenski, Duke of 
Rimnek. in Transylvania, Count Ladis
las. of Panonia. in Hungary, and pos
sessed of other titles, the naming of 
which would probably not interest you. 
In voluntarily giving you information, 
I do not admit your right to demand 
it. any more than I admit the right of 
ownership in the medallion by Mr. 
Ridgway. In reality it is one of the 
crown jewels of Transylvania.”

"In that case. I should say that its 
rightful owner was at this moment the 
czar, who seems to own the country,” 
answered Tommy. “ If I had been en
tirely certain of that. I might have de
livered it to his representative, Prince 
Lubetskoi. who anticipated your de
mand by an hour."

For a moment the mask dropped from 
our visitor's face, and what it had hid
den was not pleasant to look at.

"Mr. Williams, if you are attempt
ing to play with me. you will find it an 
unprofitable game.” he said in a voice 
which trembled with passion. “There 
is much that you cannot understand: 
hut you arc entering troubled waters.”

“ Your grace; there are one or two 
things which you do not appreciate, 
also,” answered Tommy coolly. "First 
of all, you are neither in Transylvania 
nor a remote village in Hungary, and 
you are not dealing with a peasant or a 
Tzigane. You are in Paris, where your 
power is just as much or as little as 
your personal influence can command, 
and negotiating with i&O American who 
isn’t in the slightest degree awed by 
your rank. I don't intend to risk my 
life and liberty by mixing up in Euro
pean politics and intrigues, but for the 
moment I am in a position where I 
can make it very unpleasant for new 
acquaintances of mine who are skating- 
on very thin ice.”

“ Do you believe the possession of a 
trinket gives you such great power?” 
asked the duke sarcastically.

“ Knowing something of its history, 
I don't underestimate its value,” an
swered Tommy. “ I f  I were in doubt 
about it, the fact that a simple notice 
in the paper brings you, almost tread
ing on the heels of Prince Lubetskoi, 
to obtain it from me would make me 
suspicious that it was of importance.’ '

“ Possibly that coincidence leads you 
to believe that it is more valuable than 
the result would prove,” answered the 
duke in a tone which he attempted to 
make indifferent, and Tommy looked at 
him sharply.

“ Shall I tell you just how valuable it
is ?" he asked.

“ If you will be so kind,”
“ I am repeating only what you al

ready know—even so little a thing as 
an empty promise to return it was 
worth, shall we say, a duke's ransom ?" 
He kept his eyes fixed on the face of 
the man in front of him, and it seemed 
to me that the duke did not find it al
together easy to maintain the half-in
solent stare with which he returned that 
gaze when Tommy went on. “ Siberia 
is a desolate place, and the dungeons of 
St. Peter and Paul even worse, my dear 
duke. A man would promise much to 
escape from either."

The duke shrugged his shoulders and 
smiled. “ A promise extorted under du
ress is not always binding.”
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Tommy looked at him contemptuous
ly. ‘T should hesitate to negotiate with 
any one whom I thought capable of 
pleading the baby-act.”

The Duke of Rimnek smiled again. 
"M v dear sir, for a cause much is per
missible which would be dishonorable 
to gain a private end. Suppose that 
we admit the truth of your insinuation; 
do you think that I was actuated sole
ly by my desire for liberty in making 
that promise f*

"Being a Yankee, I shall answer 
your question by asking one," said Tom
my. "Does a ‘cause’ make it permissi
ble to entice away the wife of another 
man ?"

"It would make it allowable to deliver 
a message from a suitering and op
pressed people, by the man who had 
devoted his life to making a woman 
fit to rescue them,” was the duke's 
proud retort. ‘ ‘There are some things 
which an American cannot understand, 
Mr. Williams.”

"And which he does not care to,” 
added Tommy dryly. “ Xow I shall 
tell you just where we stand. You, or 
your agents, have enticed Mrs, Ridg- 
way from a happy home on the plea 
that it is her duty to return to a peo
ple who haven't the courage to fight 
for themselves. The only possible 
chance of success is to work on the 
superstitious fears of a feeble-minded 
autocrat, and to do that the posses
sion of this medallion—to which he at
tributes almost supernatural powers—is 
absolutely necessary. When it was en
trusted to her she was impressed with 
the belief that it did in fact possess 
great power as an amulet; so that she 
followed her maternal instinct and tried 
to cast its protection over the child 
whom she deserted. Xo blow has been 
struck for the liberty of Transylvania, 
for her advisers know that it would be 
hopeless without the influence of the 
amulet on the czar. I believe that you 
will admit that my statement is cor
rect.”

“ I admit that until we obtain the me
dallion the difficulties will be greater,” 
answered the duke slowly.

"And I will tell you frankly that the

only way you will ever get that medal
lion is to bring Mrs. Ridgway to this 
studio to demand it,” said Tommy posi
tively.

For a moment the duke looked at him 
as if he were mentally estimating the 
chance of success in physical attack, and 
then he laughed contemptuously.

"The RrinciSSs Stephanie will hardly 
condescend to that. It is apparent that 
the Americans do not honor rank.”

"I  was speaking of Mrs. Ridgwav, 
who—since the wife takes the nation
ality of her husband—is an American 
woman.” replied Tommy quietly, but I 
appreciated that the Duke of Rimnek 
was narrowly skirting trouble.

“ A morganatic marriage is of small 
consequence,”  said the duke, as he rose 
from his seat. "I  can assure you that 
you are carried away by an undue sense 
of your own importance, and that you 
are interfering in affairs which are 
above you. I have the honor to wish 
you good day."

Tommy walked to the door and 
placed his back against it.

"Stop, sir. You came here unin
vited. but now you shall wait until you 
have heard me out. For your own 
safety I don't care a hang, but for the 
happiness of my friend Mr. Ridgway 
I care much—so much that I wish to 
see it restored and not shattered by the 
knowledge that his wife is in a living 
tomb in Siberia. I warn you that un
less you give me the opportunity to 
have five minutes' talk with her, you 
will find me no mean opponent to your 
schemes, and you will never lay hands 
on the medallion.”

"There is no necessity for melo
drama.'’ And the duke motioned for 
him to stand away from the door. 
"All of my life I have lived in the 
midst of danger, só I am not to be 
frightened by idle threats. I fear that 
we cannot serve each other, Air. Will
iams."

Tommy hesitated for a minute, and 
then stood away from the door.

"You know that I am handicapped by 
fear of harming Mrs. Ridgway—a con
sideration which probably does not in
fluence your plans—but there is an old
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proverb which avers that there are 
more ways of killing a cat than choking 
it to death with cream."

The duke smiled sarcastically; blit 
had he known Mr. Thomas Williams as 
well as I did. the answering grin on 
that gentleman's face would have given 
him cause for uneasiness. He bowed 
ceremoniously to each of us, and 
walked out, Tommy carefully closing 
the door behind him.

‘‘Perhaps his nibs is the only real 
thing in the way of conspirators; but if 
I don't show him a new wrinkle or two 
in the game before I have finished with 
him. you can write me down a jack
ass,” he said, as he moved the screen 
from in front of the sleeping Rus
sian. “ My chance shot hit the mark; 
Ladislas bought his freedom by prom
ising to return the medallion : but, as I 
suspect that this delegate knows the 
full inside history of things. I shall pro
ceed to pump it out of him.”

For the next hour Prince Lubetskoi 
was rigorously put through the hyp
notic third degree, and as I listened I 
was more and more impressed by the 
absolutely correct conclusions at which 
Tommy had arrived.

Lubetskoi had the history at his fin
gers' ends; his father had commanded 
the troops which subdued Transylvania, 
and he himself had been entrusted by 
the czar with the direction of the search 
for the missing medallion. In the hyp
notic trance the affectation of loyalty 
dropped from him, and he cynically por
trayed his imperial master as he was— 
a weak, bigoted man. living in perpetual 
dread of assassination and the easy dupe 
of spiritualistic medium.-, fortune-tell
ers, and charlatans. The miniature icon 
meant everything to him : not only be
cause of the Romanoff tradition, which 
made it a badge of supreme authority 
and its possessor sacred, but because a 
fortune-teller — probably introduced at 
court through the plotting of Ladislas 
-—had predicted that it would be instru
mental in restoring the kingdom of 
Transylvania to its rightful rulers.

The prince acknowledged the truth of 
Mrs. Ridgway's story. She was. in 
fact, the daughter of Sergius, and, if

her brother was dead, the heir to his 
rights and honors. It was by the order 
of the Russian Government, which 
never forgets ..and has its spies and 
agents everywhere, that sire had been 
kidnaped in Roumania, but believing 
her powerless so long as they retained 
the arch-plotter Ladislas. she Was lib
erated.

Iler departure from America after 
her marriage was reported, and the 
meeting with the gipsies at the Austrian 
frontier was arranged by the czar's 
agents, who through the old woman 
conveyed a mysterious warning of im
pending danger as coming from Ladis
las. She was warned to keep all knowl
edge of it from her husband, unless she 
was willing to involve him in it, and 
to induce him to return immediately to 
America. W hen she eloped St. Peters- 
biTrg was notified, and now the frontier 
was so carefully watched that any at
tempt to enter Transylvania would he 
followed by arrest.

On only one point he was not entire
ly clear, the fate of the son of Sergius. 
It was reported that he had been killed, 
but rumor had it that he was still alive, 
his identity hidden under the name of 
the Russian soldier into whose family 
he had been adopted.

Tommy smiled mischievously when 
he elicited this piece of information, and 
he made a critical examination of the 
Russian's face.

"The surest way to make Mrs. Ridg- 
wav valueless to Ladislas would be to 
resurrect the missing heir,'’ he said. " I f  
there is going to be a queen in the 
Ridgway family, I think I'll let the 
princess take a shot at it. Stand by, 
now, for I'm going to wake him up, 
and he may try to prove that he is a 
Tartar, before I convince him that he 
is the long-lost heir."

He allowed no time for argument, 
for he immediately commanded the 
prince to awaken, which he did with 
a start, and looked about him con
fusedly.

“ It's all right, Prince Lubetskoi," 
said Tommy soothingly. '“You are too 
much a man of the world not to know 
when things are coming your way, My
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proccc(!ii»> have been irregular, but 
they have prevented you from being 
made a oatspaw.”

"You have succeeded in making a 
fool tit me!” exclaimed the Russian, 
starting to his feet, but when Tommy 
pointed his finger at him he collapsed.

"Your imperial master saved me that 
trouble,” lie said quietly. "It was 
worthy of Russian diplomacy to set 
Prince Alexander Gregoravitch, the 
rightful King of Translyvania, the task 
of recovering the medallion which 
proved his claim.'’

"Bui that duty was entrusted to me!” 
protested Lubetskoi feebly.

■ 'Precisely, and you have been kept 
iu ignorance of the fact that you are 
not the son of General Lubetskoi, but 
the son ox Sergius, adopted by him at 
the command of the czar !”

It was curious to watch the effect of 
Tommy's announcement on the Rus
sian. Incredulity gave way quickly to 
hope and hope in turn to certainty, and 
in a moment the man whom he had 
been prepared to kill at the command of 
the czar was his accepted friend and
ally-.

” \ou  can prove this! he exclaimed; 
and Tommy nodded confidently.

"Is it necessary to ask for further 
proof than the mirror affords?" he 
asked. "The proof is nothing; but to 
profit by the fact is a different matter. 
You know the history of your house; 
for by your orders a transcript of it 
has been made here. You know that 
Ladislas. who has plotted all these 
years to place your sister on the throne, 
has kept together a secret organiza
tion in Transylvania. Knowing the 
weakness of his force, you know that 
he is powerless to carry out that de
sign without the influence which the 
medallion would give him over a su
perstitious czar.”

"Yes—yes—go on!" said Lubetskoi 
eagerly.

"I  would suggest this, your majesty.” 
continued Tommy, smiling. "See him. 
tell him who you are, and offer him 
unlimited power after you gain the 
throne. I f  he will support you and 
abandon your sister. I will promise that

the medallion is forthcoming to further 
your scheme: if not. you and I will join 
forces and sma-di him first.”

"And your sharer” asked Lubetskoi 
suspiciously.

"I've always rather wanted to make 
a king, so I'll be satisfied with the 
glory,” answered Tommy dryly. "And 
now I suggest that your majesty should 
toddle along' and get buss’. You needn't 
worry about the medallion— I think that 
I have demonstrated my ability to look- 
after it—and myself.”

"W e shall endeavor to make you for
get our ill-advised and unwise attempt," 
answered Lubetskoi pompously, extend
ing his hand, as if he expected Tommy 
to kiss it, but the latter only bowed 
low to hide the- smile which he could 
not repress.

"Let me know when you can grant 
me an audience, your majesty,” he said, 
and the Russian, oblivious to the sar
casm in his voice, graciously nodded as
sent.

"There's a forcible demonstration of 
how easy it is to make a man believe, 
what he wants to believe,'’ said Tommy, 
laughing and nodding after the disap
pearing back of the Russian. “-He 
bears about as much resemblance to the 
Gregoravitches as he: does to the Venus 
of Milo : but when he looks in the glass 
he'll recognize his Kalmuck face as a 
dead ringer for Sergius. He'll play 
the part, all right, and I reckon lie'll 
keep Ladislas thinking while I have a 
chance to get after Mrs. Ridgway. 
Gee! if I had the clothes. I believe I'd 
set up for the King of Translvania my
self.”

VII .

Had Tommy's anxiety for the safety 
of Mrs. Ridgway not been a very real 
one, he would have derived a mischie
vous satisfaction in seducing Prince Lu
betskoi from the service of an unscru
pulous master, playing upon his credu- 
litv and using him to embarrass the 
scheming of Count Ladislas; but he 
was too apprehensive to lose valuable 
time.

"The Duke of Rimnek, Count Ladis-
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las, or Nicholas Lobenski is a danger
ous man under any name,” he said 
thoughtfully as he reviewed the situa
tion with me the following morning. 
‘ 'Whether his plotting is actuated by 
patriotism or by the hope of selfish ad
vancement will make very little differ
ence to Mrs. Ridgway, for he would 
unhesitatingly sacrifice her to either.”

"And do you think it wise to irri
tate him by setting that fool of a Rus
sian on him?" I asked.

A whimsical smile came to his face, 
end he shrugged his very expressive 
shoulders.

"M y dear boy, yesterday we escaped 
serious trouble by a very narrow mar
gin : tire next time the luck might not 
lie with us," he answered. "Prince Lu- 
bctskoi has the morals and brains of— 
a Russian ; the ferocity and brute cour
age of a Tartar, which he inherited 
from a father whose instinctive cruel
ty made him the favorite instrument of 
the czar for carrying out reprisals. Un
der the circumstances, I prefer that he 
should keep bus}' at something besides 
trying to get this medallion. I firmly 
believe that Mrs. Ridgway is in hiding 
in Paris, and I want to look for her 
with a whole skin while Ladislas is 
kept so busy that he won't try to get 
her aero** the frontier of Transylvania. 
The Russian Rear wouldn’t let go of 
her again in a hurry, and we should be 
absolutely helpless to assist her."

''Tommy, in view of what might hap
pen, would it not be wiser to ask the 
assistance of Le Garde in locating her?” 
I asked.

"Not with a secret treaty existing be
tween the republic of France and the 
autocracy of Russia," he answered posi
tively. “ Remember that the police is 
a centralized force here, and a word 
from the Foreign Office might lead to 
her being escorted quietly to the fron
tier to avoid offending an ally. With
out this medallion, through which Lad
islas might influence the czar, he does 
not stand the slightest chance of suc
cess in fomenting rebellion; but it 
might be made worth his while to be
tray her into the hands of the Russian 
police."

"Who, if her story is true, voluntari
ly released her when they last had her 
under arrest,''' I objected.

“ Yes, they released an ignorant, 
friendless girl, whom it was necessary 
for them to supply with current funds 
to keep from want,” he answered. 
“ Them could hardly anticipate that she 
would become related by marriage to 
half the nobility of Europe and have 
the Ridgway millions at her back. That 
makes her a possibility as a very dis
turbing factor, and the peace of Tran
sylvania is apt to be disturbed at any 
moment so long as she is at liberty. I 
am in hopes that Zeki will betray her 
hiding-place to Clancy—and that slumfii 
be his ring, so we may have news."

In answer to his cheer}' "Come in." 
the door opened, but instead of the de
tective. there entered a heavily veiled 
woman. We were instantly on our 
feet, cigarettes were hastily discarded, 
and there was a curious glint in Tom- 
rny's eyes as he bowed to our unex
pected visitor.

"M ay I ask whom I have the honor 
of receiving?" he said; and a mocking 
laugh came from behind the veil.

"The wizard who discovers lost 
identities while you wait cannot pene
trate the thin disguise of a piece of 
gauze!" she exclaimed incredulously. 
“ Really, dir. Williams, I am disap
pointed, for I fully expected that you 
would instinctively render homage to 
the future Oueen of Transylvania!”

“ Which one ?" asked Tommy, a smile 
of amusement on his lips; and the lady 
laughed again.

“ So: much for your loyalty,”  she an
swered.

There was an unmistakable trace of 
the American accent in her pronuncia
tion, and Tommy smiled as he cour
teously drew forward a chair for her.

“ At present. I fear that you have to 
be satisfied with lesser rank, and I be
lieve that I am addressing the Princess 
Lubetskoi ?" he said interrogatively; 
and the lady raised her veil, disclosing 
a most attractive face and a pair of 
shrewd, laughing eyes.

“ Exactly : a ci-devant countrywoman, 
who comes: to find out what mischief
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you are planning when you put a wild 
bee in her husband’s bonnet," she an
swered, as she sat down.

"Is it buzzing?’’ he asked evasively, 
and when I looked at him I realized 
that he intended to take full advantage 
of the opportunity to study this most 
attractive member of the gender fem
inine.

"I  should say rather more than that: 
I believe that it has stung,” she an
swered half-seriously. "Xow, Mr. 
Williams, you: know-—and you know 
that I know that you know—that this 
story is all nonsense. What I want to 
know further is why you have told it to 
him.”

"Am I to understand that you do not 
care to be a queen?" he asked banter- 
ingly.

"I  most assuredly do not care t<> be 
a grass-widow through my husband's 
banishment to Siberia,” she answered 
impatiently. " 1  suppose that you are 
skeptical about there being any real 
affection in these international mar
riages which involve money on one side 
and a title an the other, and I haven't 
come here to argue that point with you. 
Say that we accept your view ; I do 
not intend to have my property taken 
from, me."

"Rather let us say that yours was 
purelv a love-match : which I can quite 
believe,” answered Tommy gallantly. 
"You prefer a prince at liberty to a 
king in confinement."

"Most assuredly." she said, smiling. 
"You probably know that a prince in 
Russia is rather less important than a 
policeman in Xcw York: but I have 
no reason to be dissatisfied with my 
husband's position. He is highly placed 
at court, has the czar's confidence and 
affection, and, what is far more im
portant to me. I love him !”

"But you are not ambitious for him?" 
asked Tommy.

The princess rose to her feet, her 
eyes flashing.

"Ambitions! Yes, I would have him 
the greatest man in Russia! There is 
a chance for that ambition, which is 
legitimate, to be realized. Don't mis
understand me—if I believed this cock-

and-bull story which you have told him 
for some purpose of your own, there is 
no risk I would not run, no sacrifice I 
should hesitate to make to restore him 
to his own. But you know that you 
have deceived him, Mr. ’Williams; 
tempted hint to dishonor, to disloyalty 
to the hand which has showered favors 
upon him.”

"Do you happen to know just what 
that loyalty tempted him to do to me?" 
asked Tommy quietly.

“ To teach you to keep out of affairs 
which da net concern y< >u." she an
swered angrily.

His expression grew suddenly stern. 
"But which do most vitally concern the 
happiness of your brother, on whose 
behalf 1 am acting." he added : and the 
princess looked at him in surprise.

"Do you mean to tell me that my 
brother's happiness is bound up in that 
trumperv medallion ?"

" I f  you will tell me just how much 
vmi know about that medallion, perhaps 
I can explain. First, let me assure you 
that I have your brother's entire confi
dence. and that I shall betray nothing 
which you choose to tell me.”

“ If you hail been five years in Rus
sia. you would be chary of confidences : 
but I believe that I can trust you.” She 
looked at him intently. "I  know Only 
that the man who brings it to the czar 
can name his own reward. It is not 
because of its intrinsic value; but there 
is some mysterious association con
nected with it."

"Do vou. know how it came into your 
brother's possession?”

Her face flushed. "Through his 
Tzigane wife. 1 believe," she answered 
contemptuously. "\\ ith her past, per
haps it would be as well not to inquire 
too closely."

Tommv looked at her sharply, and 
his entire manner changed.

"Sit down!" he said imperatively, 
and the woman who had come to ques
tion him. but'who had spent her time 
in answering, meekly obeyed. "Prin
cess Lubetskoi, you are an American 
by birth, but your later education seems 
to have taught you to value rank and
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title. You tell me that you would en
courage your husband to right for w hat 
tva- rightfully his. Believing that he 
is the true heir to the throne of Sergi- 
ib, do you blame him for placing the 
establishment of that claim above all

"Xo. i never threaten. You have 
spoken slightingly of a woman whose 
name you should be the first to protect: 
but I make allowances for the point of 
view which you have acquired in your 
new surroundings. Perhaps it will be 
a 'ofee® to your injured pride when I 
tell Voa that the woman whom' you de
spise as a Hungarian gipsy is. in fact, 
a princess by birth: the daughter of 
Sergius Oregoravitch !"

The smile of derision: which the state
ment brought to her lips quickly faded, 
and her rosy color paled as she stared 
at him.

■'’Arty's wife—the Tzigane—Stepha
nie!" she faltered in bewilderment, and 
it was apparent that conviction was be
ing borne in upon her by circumstances 
which she already knew of. "Let me 
think—can this be true—the explana
tion of----- "

"Yès, it is undoubtedly true, unfor
tunately for Arthur Riclgway." inter
rupted Tommy seriously. "He loves 
her. Princess Lubetskoi. for herself: for 
he was ignorant of iter rank when he 
married her."

For a moment the woman seemed 
>t:Uuned na-t seeing or hearing, but sud
denly she .strang’ to her feet and grasped 
Tommy's arm so fiereclv that lie 
winced.

"Oh. make him take her away 1"' she 
cried. "There is no safety for her here ! 
You don’t know—you can't understand 1 
It is not fire you are playing with—it 
is dynamite!"

"And an American girl can play 
with it safely ?" asked Tommy, who was 
alertly watching for an opportunity.

"I  am no longer American—I am. a 
Russian!’’ she answered, fighting to re
gain her self-control. "But it is not a 
Russian who is warning you—it is A r
thur's sister. Oh. Sir. Williams, make 
him take her to America. The knout,

the dungeon, the salt mines—oh, I can't 
tell you the horror of it!" she ex
claimed, and throwing herself in the 
chair she gave way to an attack of sob
bing.

"And I can tell Arthur Ridgway’s 
sister what I should hesitate to tell the 
Princess Lubetskoi," said Tommy after 
watching her for a moment. "A  thing 
■ which concerns his happiness and----- "

"Tel! me nothing!" she interrupted 
passionately. "I  have said now enough 
to send those I love to a fate worse 
than death if it become? known."

"Nothing shall be known," he con
tinued reassuringly. "I  shall tell you 
much more, that you may help me."

"M r. Williams, I beg of you to let 
me go," she implored. "Knowledge is 
dangerous, and you do not know what 
we Russians do. The knout or the rack 
may make us tell what we wish to con
ceal."

"All that 1 can tell you. and tar more, 
is already known to the secret police. 
Airs. Ridgway has deserted her husband 
to return to her own country."

"Then she is lost!" exclaimed the 
princess hopelessly. "Now I under
stand why I have been so spied upon 
and the meaning of the continual ques
tionings about my sLter-in-law whom l 
have never >eeu. Only la.-t week the 
ambassador gave me a hint, which was 
almost equivalent to a royal command, 
to call upon her and invite Iter to St. 
Petersburg. Can't you see the danger. 
Mr. William.',-and that you have made 
it impossible for me to help you. by im
planting this wild idea in my husband's 
brain ?"

"Self-preservation L the first law of 
nature, and your husband's plotting for 
his own advancement may mean vmir 
sister-in-law's safety, princess. Yester
day he was prepared to connive at my 
murder: to-day he looks upon me as 
invaluable to his cause. I am perhaps 
unduly solicitous about my own safety; 
for on it depends very much at the mo
ment. I f  Mrs. Riclgway is restored to 
her husband, no harm will come to 
Prince Lubetskoi. More than that, if 
you can assist me to bring that about. I 
car. safely promise that he will be in a
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position to claim the reward for the re
covery of the medallion.'■

"And are you now appealing to an 
.American or a Russian?" she asked.

"First of all, to a woman. I can't 
believe that you would allow your broth
er's happiness to be irretrievably sacri
ficed."

"Do you know where Mrs. Ridgwav 
is

"In Paris. I believe ; I am not sure."
"M r. Williams, may I ask if all this 

counterplotting on your part—the pub
lication of the attempted kidnaping, the 
advertisement of the fact that yon have 
the medallion which is more danger
ous titan a rattle-make about your neck, 
and the playing upon my husband's cre
dulity to make him a traitor and a eats- 
paw— is solely for the purpose of in
ducing Mrs. Ridgwav to return to. her 
husband ?"

"I  have absolutely no other purpose." 
-And there was a trace of pity in the 
smile which his serious answer brought 
to her lips.

"Then I should say that while your 
motive may be altruistic and praise
worthy, your methods are masculinely 
clumsy." she answered. "A  shrewd 
man and a student of human nature you 
may be. but your knowledge of women 
is small."

"A  fact which I regretfully acknowl
edge and from which I have suffered 
much." admitted Tommy ruefully. "I  
am willing to be instructed in so fasci
nating a subject. Princess Lubetskoi."

"Then perhaps you could have no bet
ter teacher than I ,"  she answered. "I 
know my own countrywomen and I 
know the women of the courts : for I 
have not been laclv of honor for five 
years to the czarina for nothing. Let 
me tell you tin.-: ambition may lead 
a woman to do many things which seem 
incredible, a sense of duty may enable 
her to endure martyrdom cheerfully, 
but whether -he be born in the royal 
purple or under a gipsy tent there is 
one passion which is stronger than all.”

"And that is ?"
"When you have learned that, you 

may be able to do without my assist
ance," she answered mockingly. ‘ ‘Does

my expert knowledge entitle me to your 
assistance ?"

"In keeping Prince Lubetskoi out of 
trouble?"

"In not leading him into temptation."
"Yes, if yon will lend me your valua

ble assistance in my quest," he answered 
promptly; and she extended a dainty 
hand to bind the bargain.

"Then one thing you j-rmst ten me 
frankly." she said quietly, all trace of 
banter leaving her voice ami manner. 
"Plow deeply is my husband concerned 
in the plot against her?"

"Prince Lubetskoi, until Tw became 
convinced that be himself was entitled 
to - the throne of Transylvania, was 
mainly concerned in recovering the me
dallion, without which, no pretender 
could hope for success," answered Tom
my. " l ie  was aware of her claims; but 
whether his devotion to the czar would 
have led him to betray her into his 
hands, you must judge for yourself."

Her eyes dropped under his earnest 
gaze, and her hands played nervously 
with her handkerchief.

“ Let us hope that he may be spared 
the necessity for making such a deci
sion,” she said, with a little shudder. 
"M ay I write a letter here, Air. Will
iams ?"

Tommy cleared off his desk, and she 
seated herself at it and wrote rapidly, 
carefully placing the sheets in her muff 
when site had finished.

"And now remember that we are al
lies. not enemies,'' she said earnestly. 
"Xow  I am a woman and .Arthur Ridg- 
way's sister: when success perches on 
our banners. I shall remind you that 1 
am an ambitious Russian."

“ And you shall have the medallion," 
answered Tommy; bending over the 
hand which she extended to him.

The soft rustle of her skirts had 
hardly died away when it was replaced 
by the heavy tread of police boots in 
the hallway, and Clancy, visibly swoll
en with self-importance and his eyes 
dancing with excitement, rushed into 
the studio.

“ Sure. Air. Williams, ut's no cheap 
skates I'm in wid now!" lie exclaimed. 
"L Y s only a small matter av murder,
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arson, kidnapin', an’ general diviltry as 
stands beclnine me an’ bein’ made a 
juke an’ tlv chief av the polis av 
Thransylvania, no less!”

VIII.
Clancy’s excitement, so far as I was 

concerned, was contagious ; but Tommy 
was apparent!}' prepared for anything, 
and after bringing the detective back 
to earth with a sharp injunction to at
tend to. business and cut out the frills, 
he listened calmly,

"Sure. I never suspicioned that a 
dago fiddler—an’ a blame poor wan at 
that—w'u’d be hand in glove wid 
princes an’ tlv likes av them ; but poli
tics makes quare bedfellows, as they 
say at Tammany Hall, an’ ut’s meself as 
has the chanst to get into th' cramc de 
lar cramc, as me grisette friend calls 
ut,” remarked Clancy. "Ut's all along 
av me gettin’ next to me friend Zeke ; 
an' travelin’ wid him is ruinous to th’ 
constitootion av a man that can't put 
away three small bottles an hour; for 
he’s sure a swift wan. I've been lavin’ 
to find out his game, for from the wad 
he carries ut's got a polis job faded, an’ 
last night he loosens up.

"'Y ou lik da mon?' he says, after 
we’d had a few.

“ ‘Xo wan better,’ says I ; an’ he 
laughs.

“ ‘Sarge. you’re a gooda man,’ says
Ik ‘ Y o u helpa me air you have plenta
m on, grand name, an’ fine job. Y o u
HI;a be a juke ?'

“  ‘ Cianc 'vs was ki n g s in Ireland, s o  I
o-ile.-s 1 c Yd hold t h '  jjob an' give sat-
i s faction/ saws I ; an’ he pats me on th’
b ; ick.

“  'Now , Sarge,’ says he. ‘y o u ’re alia
righta.’

"An" then he mentions th’ few trifles 
av felonies I'm to commit to get th* job, 
as cool as if he was givin; me an in
vite to a pink tea. It Seems that them 
other johnnies in th’ red coats at th’ 
chop-suey joint where I met him are 
all jukes an’ counts an’ barons in dis
guise. They lost their regular jobs 
when a king got put out av business 
down Thransylvania way, an’ when

they’re not spoiliir th” guests’ appetites 
by murderin’ music, they’re a band av 
beetle-browed conspirators, plottin’ to 
get their jobs back by raisin’ a ruc
tion. The head Fenian av th’ bunch is 
a guy named Ladislas. an’ lit was to 
him that he takes me this inornin’ 1”

"Does he lead the band?’’ asked Tom
my.

Clancy shook his head, and his face 
grew serious. “Say, Fir. Williams, he’s 
th’ real thing, all right, all right. Flebbe 
them four-lTushers in th' band is, too, 
but they don’t look ut, an’ he sure does. 
Say, there ain’t no dago about his talk, 
an’ he speaks United States as good as 
me. Zeke he downs on his knees an’ 
kisses lvis hand when we goes in, an' 
blamed if I don’t believe I'd have fol
lowed suit at a word ; but he never gives 
ut.

" ‘Xow, me man.' says he—an’ his 
voice reminds me av th’ commissioner 
when he’s got a patrolman on th' carpet 
—'Zeke says you’re all to th’ good, an’ 
ut's him that’ll get ut in th’ neck if 
you throw me down’—or words to that 
effect. I was ieeliiv sorry for Zeke 
about then, for I knew he meant what 
lie said; but business is business, an’ I 
chips along.

“ ‘An’ he's put me wise that there’s 
somethin'’ in ut for me,’ I says. 'Does 
that go ?’

" 'Ut does,’ he says, ‘if youse makes 
good.’ An’ then he repeats tlv string 
av felonies that’d give me a lifer if I 
missed th' chair.

’There’s an American named Ridg- 
way. he dies and you turns th’ trick,' 
says he. ‘To-night his house will burn 
an' in th’ excitement th’ baby is swiped,’ 
says he. ‘That part for youse, after 
polishin’ off th' old man. an’ there must 
be no mistake.’

" ’Do I burn ill' house, too?' says I, 
as if I couldn’t get enough crime to 
satisfy me, but he allows that his 
friends th' disguised counts will attend 
to that.

"Then he gives me th' office, an’ th’ 
plan's a peach, all right; but Le Garde 
must be asleep if they get away with 
u t: to say nothin’ av th' other guy that’s 
tryin’ to butt in.”
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Tommy had listened attentively, and 
with a few curt questions he elicited so 
much of the details as had been con
fided to Clancy.

At nine o'clock Ridgway’s house was 
to be set on fire in several places. 
Clancy was previously to have gained 
admittance ami a private interview on 
the plea that he had important news 
from Xew York, and on the first alarm 
was to kill Ridgway with a black-jack. 
Then, under pretense of saving it. he 
was to seize the baby and run with it 
to the garden. Ladislas himself would 
meet him there and guide him to a 
waiting* automobile. Clancy was to 
carry the baby to a woman whom he 
was to persuade that he caipe from its 
father and was deputed bv him to carry 
them both to Hungary, where he was 
waiting for them and would be in grave 
danger unless she came. At Ladislas’ 
castle they would be joined by the other 
conspirators and proceed at once to 
Transylvania, where everything was 
prepared for revolt.

The conspirators were to be re
warded : Clancy ennobled, granted es
tates. and made chief of police, lie  had 
been supplied with an exact plan of 
Ridgway's house and garden, the places 
where the fires were to be started and 
the route he was to follow plainly 
marked on it.

Tommy studied it closely for a few 
minutes and then looked up at him.

"Well, what are you going to do 
about it?" he asked : and Clancy smiled.

“ Sure, ut’s a murderer I must be 
lookin’ like in me glad ra g s ." he said. 
"NY sooner do I take on- this contract 
from Ladislas an' leave th' house, than 
another guy gives me a jolly an tries 
to t'row a scarce into me. lie had a 
bad attack av whiskers, an' I piped him 
for a Roosian. T "n s  a new drink he 
tries on me : vodka he calls ut. an' we’ll 
let it go at that. lie's been shadowin’ 
me an' Zeke. lie says, an' I'm sure up 
against real trouble unless I gives up 
me present job an' works tor his boss, 
who's th' real thing in things av Tran
sylvania."

"Another murder job?" asked Tom
my quickly.

"Sure, an' youse is it. this time!'’ ex
claimed Clancy.

"For a small matter of a locket?’’
"Xo less," answered the detective. 

"Dead or alive, youse is to give ut up ; 
but he didn't say nothin' about me juke- 
dom. so I'll tend to th’ other wan first.”

"Clancy, you're a jewel!" exclaimed 
Tommy approvingly. "You'll keep that 
appointment to-night, and you'll find 
me there ahead of you. In all of this 
talk, have you discovered the address of 
the woman whom you are to escort to 
Transylvania ?"

"Th' divil i  wan av me knows," an
swered Clancy. "Weemen a plenty is 
in ut. for Zeke is lallygaggin’ wid th’ 
dago nurse, an' he's next to everything 
that goes on in th' house. He's told 
me all about her. but that Juke Ladislas 
he's close about th’ other wan. an' all he 
tells me is that I must give her a con
vincin' pipe-story when I brings th' kid 
to her."

"Clancy. Lm afraid that you’re not 
enough of a villain to earn the duke
dom, but if Arthur Ridgway has the 
pull I credit him with, you'll get the 
first vacant inspectorship in Xew 
York," said Tommy: and a smile of 
unusual proportions illuminated the Hi
bernian face.

"Wid th' perquisites, that's good 
enough for Alike Clancy!" he ex
claimed. "I'll cable for me stripes this 
night."

"You can send this telegram first." 
said Tommy, as he filled out a blank. 
"Xów, cut out the small bottles and be 
on hand -harp at nine."

Ciancv departed, whistling joyously, 
but Tommy turned to me with serious 
face,

"If recent Balkan history did not in
clude a royal murder, intrigue, and 
treachery, which seems incredible. I 
should say that we had been transported 
to the land of the dime novel." he said, 
shaking his head. "That the theater is 
set in Baris and some of the actors com
monplace Americans is merely an inci
dent. for We are living in an atmosphere 
which makes Benvenuto Cellini's me
moirs dull reading by comparison. I 
have to pinch myself every few minutes
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to make sure that I am awake, but un
less I am very much mistaken there will 
he cl'in»? at the Avenue d'lenna to
night.”

“ In which I trust we slia.ll take part/’ 
I s a i l : and he gave quick assent.

"I suppose that I should report prog- 
re's to our new ally, but I <1 >n't see 
!i<>w I Can.” he continued. “That fool 
of a husband is not playing the game 
according to Hoyle, and he stands a 
cliance of getting hurt, but I am net 
res]'onsible for that. I have telegraphed 
to Ridgway to admit us through the 
stables at eight-thirty to-night, and I 
shall notify Le Garde just before we go 
there that there is something wrong, 
lie  ought to get the incendiaries, and I 
reckon that we can take care of things 
inside the house. My idea is to bag 
Ladislas in the garden, give him a 
chance to get away, if he will take us 
to where Mrs. Ridgway is hidden, and 
then get them packed, off to Ridgway's 
yacht which is lying at Havre. If Lad
islas refuses, I shall hand him over to 
the police, for he is desperate, and we 
can’t take any more chances.”

“'Tommy, doesn't the fact that he is 
adopting this desperate plan in the heart 
of Paris indicate that the ladv has 
turned o b s t i n a t e I  asked; and he 
winked aggravating!}-.

"My boy, you are improving.” he an
swered. "O f course she has; the kid
naping’ of the baby is a last resort. 
Ladklas has failed once with the tools 
at hand, and that is why he tries to en
list Clancy in his service. The little 
addition of the murdgr of Ridgway may 
be along the line of burning the bridges 
behind her. I'm not going to puzzle 
my brain by problem? to which we can 
rind no answer, but if that delegate 
doesn't give us satb faction to-night 
there will be a vacant Dukedom of 
Aimnek, unless he has an heir/’

A thousand questions occurred to me 
before the time for our departure for 
Ridgway's house, but Tommy growled 
when, I ventured to ask the first one, 
and I knew that lie ww/d give me no 
satisfaction. A dozen times he ex
amined the miniature icon, and almost 
as often he inspected his revolver to sat
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isfy himself that the cartridges were 
perfect: but not a word would lie say 
until the hands of the dock pointed tot 
eight.

"Xow for it!” he exclaimed, jump
ing from his chair. ‘“Just time to make, 
the rendezvous comfortably.” And I 
meekly followed.

Ridgway, consumed with impatience 
and anxiety, was awaiting us in the 
carriage-h' >use, a litter of the evening 
papers strewn about the floor.

"This.; is disgraceful 1” he fumed. '“I 
trust that you are not responsible for 
this, Mr. Williams."

“For what?” asked Tommy in 
amazement.

Ridgway pointed to the papers. “Tor  
the scurrilous article which is in every 
evening journal of Paris,” he answered 
angrily. “ My misfortunes are ridi
culed. and I am made a fool, or a vil
lain !"

"There will be time enough to dis
cuss that if you are alive an hour from 
now. but we have other work on hand,” 
said Tommy quietly. "Ridgway. if you 
value your own life and that of your 
child, get back to the house.”

Ridgway looked at him in quick ap
prehension and realized that he was in 
deadly earnest, and without speaking led 
us through the covered passage to the 
house.

"Y/lio is with the baby?" asked Tum
my quickly.

"Miss Griscom and Julie," answered 
Ridgway. "Is  there unusual danger?'’

The question was not answered, for 
the door of the study to which, he had 
conducted us was opened, and RMpwav 
started forward with such a cry as I 
have never heard from the throat of 
man. Standing in the doorway was a 
beautiful woman, her eyes flashing, her 
lips compressed, and her face the color 
of chalk: but in spite of the changed 
expression we recognized the face which 
had smiled at us from the Kussncr 
niiniature !

“'Xelka!" exclaimed Ridgway, ad
vancing with open arms: but she raised 
her hand almost threateningly and 
pointed at him.

"X'o, not X elka!” she said passion
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ately. “You have killed her : but Ste
phanie. the mother, ha? come to demand 
her child from an unworthy father.”

Ridgwav looked at her helplessly, un
able to realize that he had heard cor
rectly, and Tommy glanced significant
ly at a crumpled paper winch she held 
in her hand.

Mrs. Ridgway. for she it undoubted
ly was. slowly opened it and pointed to 
a heavily marked paragraph.

“ Is this the reward for mv love of 
you: a love which has made me refuse 
to accept a throne that you could not 
share with, me?" she said contemptu
ously. “Is thus the fidelity of man which 
cannot endure a month's separation ? 
Give me my child and I shall leave you 
to your new-found love and go to fulfil 
my destiny!'7

"Xelka ! You believe that lying ar
ticle?" cried Ridgway. taking it from 
her and throwing it aside. “ It is false 
from beginning to end. Miss Griscom 
has been a faithful servant, and I a 
faithful lover to the woman who de
serted me."

His wife looked at him unbelieving
ly.. jealous anger written on her face : 
and Tommy smiled covertly as he 
stooped and picked up the paper.

“Will Mrs. Ridgway allow me to 
intrude-----” He paused, listening at
tentively for a moment, and the chi
ming of nine from a clock on the "••m- 
tel rang through the room. “ If you 
will permit me to go to the garden for 
a moment. I can find some one who will 
give you the explanation of this mys
tery." he went on quickly. "(IJuick. old 
chap! Make for the garden, for Clancy 
has failed us!"

Before I could move. M rs Ridgway 
was thrust violently aside, and a wa
ving mass of arms and legs seemed to 
fill the room. It quickly resolved it
self into a very red-fared Irish-Ameri
can wild was using the heads of two 
men, whom he held by the necks, as 
castanets, bumping them together until 
they fairly cracked.

“Th’ divil a bit have I failed youse 
—be good, ve divils. or I'll crack vouse 
in earnest— but these two was in me: 
wav. settlin' a -mall difficulty av their

own, an' I bad to bring 'em in. for wan 
av them is me friend Zeke."

His prisoners, in the practised hands 
of a well-trained officer, had stopped 
their useless efforts to get at each other, 
but hatred shone from their eyes.

“ SkeltonÍ Zeki! What is the mean
ing of this ?" said Ridgway in amaze
ment.

Tommy motioned to Clancy to re
lease them.

‘Air. Ridgway. let no one leave this 
room,” he said sharply. "Yow. Clancy, 
follow me to the garden and get i un
friend.”

A moment later we were in the old 
garden, where we would basil been 
hopelessly lost in the winding paths had 
not a man -topped quietly from con
cealment and addressed u- hi a low 
voice.

"This way. messieurs” lie -aid, .-bow
ing a small electric pocket lamp. "Our 
friend the conspirator has entered the 
house.”

Bor a moment the light flashed cm 
his face, and we recognized Le Garde, 
the chief of the French secret police.

“ I have the others, and he knows 
that something is wrong, and has got®» 
to investigate.''' he said quietly. “He 
entered by that window, but he cannot 
escape,; for the house is surrounded.''

Tommv gave an exclamation of rear 
a- the Frenchman pointed to an open 
window, for it opened into the room 
adjoining the nursery. We ran toward 
it. but before we reached it the light 
was switched on. there was a sharp re
port, and a man reeled to the window, 
and fell to the ground at our feet.

Le Garde cleared his prostrate body, 
and would have entered, but Tommy 
grasped him and pulled him hack.

“ If I am not mistaken, there is the 
-me kind of a woman whom you would 
not understand on the other side of that 
wall, and I happen to know that the 
pistol she carries lias five more charges, 
for I loaded it myself.7" he said grimly. 
“Oh. Miss Grisçom! Be careful, we 
arc friend-.’’

"Step into the light, one at a time, 
then, and don't come too close." an
swered a calm voice from inside: and
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Tommy, thrusting Lc Garde uncere
moniously aside, stepped forward.

The nurse, covering' him with a pis
tol from which a who of smoke was 
still curling', came to die window, and 
when she saw his face, the weapon, 
which had been as steady as a rock, 
wavered, and, throwing it aside, she 
covered her face with her hands and 
burst into tears.

•'Well. I'll be-----
"Pardon me," Le Garde interrupted, 

as Tommy stared at her in blank amaze
ment. "My friend the amateur seems 
also not to understand completely. 
The lady has spared me much trouble, 
for, if I am not mistaken, she has 
quieted forever one of the busiest plot
ters in Europe.’’

He turned the light of his lamp on 
the face of the prostrate man. and a 
small hole directly in the middle of the 
forehead testified how true had been 
Hiss Griscom’s aim. Nicholas Loben- 
ski, Duke of Rimnck, had woven his 
last web. and had himself met death in 
its meshes, but as we looked at the 
peaceful, high-bred face we instinctive
ly bared our heads.

‘Tie was not good, he was thorough
ly Jesuitical—but he was a man!'’ said 
Le Garde, as he rose from softly clo
sing the eyelids and. composing the 
limbs : and better nan have gone to 
their tombs with a less sincere tribute.

A glance into the nursery told the 
story. In desperation at the failure 
of his subordinates. Ire had attempted 
to take the child, which was sleeping 
quietly, and Miss Griscom had followed 
out her orders, and shoe him.

Le Garde assured us that there would 
be no unpleasant results for the girl, as 
she had acted in defense of her charge, 
but she was not to be comforted. It 
seemed to me that Tommy put an en
tirely unnecessary amount of feeling 
into his efforts to console her, and I 
was relieved when they were inter
rupted by the entrance of the Princess 
Lubetskoi.

"I have gome to claim my reward,

Mr. Williams." she said triumphantly. 
"Mrs. Ridgway is here, and I think that 
I may claim the credit for it."

‘‘Was not a reconciliation part of the 
agreement ?" he asked; but I saw that 
his hand was stealing toward the hid
den medallion.

"You would have little cause to doubt 
that, if you had seen them as I left 
them a moment ago." she answered, 
smiling. "Peace and good-will are 
overflowing in the study, and Skelton 
is guarding the door against interrup
tion, and sitting- on a swearing gipsy 
at the same time. Stephanie has wisely 
decided that a sure kingdom in a man's 
heart is preferable to a doubtful one 
in the Balkans, but it took a woman’s 
wit to teach her."

"Or a woman’s pen." said Tommy, 
looking at her sharply; and her' face 
flushed.

"Probably a man would have let 
everything go to smash rather than em
ploy a woman’s weapons.'' she an
swered, glancing apologetically toward 
Miss Griscom. "But remember one 
tiling, if you are inclined to blame me: 
I was fighting not only for reward, but 
to save the man I love."

‘T shall forgive you everything if 
you will answer one question," said 
Tommy earnestly, as he drew the me
dallion above his collar and unclasped 
the chain. "Is jealousy really the 
strongest emotion which controls a 
woman ?”

The Princess Lubetskoi was silent for 
a moment as she carefully adjusted the 
chain about her own neck: but there 
was a twinkle of mischief in her eyes 
as she glanced from him to the pretty 
face of the girl whom he had been try
ing to comfort.

"That is one of the questions which, 
perhaps, an unmarried woman could 
answer more satisfactorily," she said ; 
and when Tommy's slim fingers twirled 
the ends of his mustache. I realized that 
he was as well satisfied to have the 
question left open for further investi
gation.

T H E  E X  P-.



Red Rock’s Free Library
By George Foxtail

In which a wideawake little town in the West is face to face with 
the magnificent proposition of owning a municipal library. Mr. 
Foxhall tells of the amusingly strenuous efforts of the citizens 
to educate themselves up to the possibilities of the situation

sale? Xo, sir. I just 
reckon that mare ain’t 
for sale. Not by a 
long way, she ain’t. 
That there mare, sir ! I 
guess she’s the most in- 
telligentest crittur go- 
in' on four legs and 

upward between this and ’Frisco. She 
once saved me from the direst calamity 
as ever happened» or nearly happened, 
in my administration as mayor of Red 
Roclv Camp.

Wouldn't ’a' thought I'd been a 
mayor—eh? You bet I was; elected by 
tile poplar vote of able-bodied, gun- 
carryin’ citizens, and you can figger 
your last dollar that there was no re
counts in that there city. Method of 
election? Well, stranger, I just cal’- 
lated that I was the most able citizen 
to look after the affairs of that town.

’Cos why ? Why, Cork Screw Ike 
used to think he was all creation round 
that camp, an’ acted accordin’, until one 
day I demonstrated to the poplar sat
isfaction an’ beyond dispute, that when 
it came to bein’ quick and straight Ike 
was too slow to catch a cold compared 
with yours truly.

He was a crook. Ike was, an' on the 
strength of his handiness had killed 
more men than justice called for. So 
after the funeral I says;

"Roys, in the interests of law an’ 
order I guess 111 be mayor of this town, 
an’ if any brother objects let him walk 
right up an’ git measured."

Yuh bet nobody objected, so says I; 
"All those in favor come inside an’ cele
brate." And if there was a whisker-

bearin’ animal in that camp as didn't 
accept the invitation, I didn't know him 
an' he wouldn’t have cared to know me.

Well, sir, ] begun at once kinder ful
fillin’ the duties of my office, I in
stilled into the reluctant mind of Slick 
Sam that there only ever was or could 
be but one ace to each suit in a pack, 
an’ that if lie tried to make a new rule 
agin he'd better have a seat booked 
somewhere for his immortal soul. Fur
ther, I persuaded Pete Schucks that 
bras.-t Uhl's really had no honest con
nection with gold-dust, an’ made Job 
Joseph understand that somebody else’s 
pocket was not the correct place to 
warm his hands in. I tell you square, 
there was a moral reform wave swept 
over that city, sir. You bet a man re
members his Sunday-school lessons 
when he knows that forgettin’ 'em 
might show him the business end of a 
gun just long enough for him to know 
about it.

An' so it was at a very unhealthy 
time for him that a feller came around 
tryin’ to fake the poplation.

We was havin’ a friendly game in 
"The Blue Roar." the principal an” only 
hotel in Red Rock Camp, when in walks 
a cove as said he had just got off old 
Si’s coach, which coach passes by Red 
Rock without enterin'. Fie said he was 
from Washington City an' had come to 
see somethin' of life out West.

The biggest curiosity he had was a 
lot of new money, which he said was 
straight from the Treasury, and had 
never been used. As a kind of intro
duction, the stranger asked every moth
er's son to drink at his expense, an’ we
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had quit* a |«Ur kind ui a time. Ilvm- 
bve the time comes for him to pay tip, 
an" the tenderfoot pl&nk* out a braml- 
ncw twenty-dojjar bill.

A# 1 said before, new bills was a curi
osity out there, so Tom, the bartender, 
passed it round her the bovs to have a  
look at. Soon it came to me, an’ I ex
amined it mighty close.

Then I lifts my eyes to the tenderfoot 
fttt say*, kinder imercenjilke: "Do
they always make twenty-dollar bills by 
pastin' two shells together now?’’

lie was prompt. sir. but before his 
band was half-way there he was look
in' into the chief executive gun, an', 
for a tenderfoot, his hands was up pret
ty slick. The hits of silk was in the 
note, all right, but they were not on the 
surface in the reg-lation manner, air a 
tiny corner of the two sheets which 
formed the back are front of the note 
had just lifted the least kind of a shad- 
<ler. an’ give the game away.

We found about iifteen hundred dol
lars' worth of the stuff on him. The 
Ivys was for hangin’ him, but I never 
cared for rakin' life promiscuous, so I 
said \\e'd hand him over to the sheriff, 
who honored with his residence the ex
crescence called Slow Creek Town, ten 
miles up the road.

As luck would have it. who should 
walk in but the sheriff himself, after 
the man we'd gut. havin' had a full de
scription of him ínuti old Si. the coach- 
driver ! Hut the man wasn't all the 
sheriff wanted!} he also wanted the fake 
dollars, an' that was what I was not 
groin' to let him have.

Says I : "That collection, sheriff, is
reserved for the municipal Aluseum of 
Red Rock Camp, an' will repose in the 
municipal safe in the mayor's office on 
the first floor of this hotel, at which of
fice the mayor resides an' will receive 
inquiries at any time. However, for 
purposes of prosecution we’ll let you 
have five hundred dollars of it."

The sheriff opined that all counter
feit money was the property of (he 
government, and cal'lated he'd have to 
git a warrant out for my arrest. I told 
him the government had better come 
an git it. then, an' as for arrestin' the

mayor of this town. I Jiggered up he'd 
have to bring a pretty big Slow Creek- 
squad to do it. To which the citizens 
guv their united assent.

So the sheriff thought the best thing 
he could do wa.s to levant with Ills pris
oner, becos the boys was gitthv kinder 
restless : an’ off he git.

Well 1 p'r'aps a matter of two week* 
passed uneventfully, when another 
stranger lit into our town arf asked for 
an interview with the mayor.

He was the queerest cuss you ever 
put eyes on. Your lira impulse was to 
look for his number an" description, aid 
your second was to hold him until the 
keeper came. He was -mall an’ slen
der. an' had a short nose, gold-rimmed 
spectacles, an' a snail-colored voice; but 
he had a way of lookin’ at you that 
made you fee! that what the cove missed 
wasn't worth a tinker's cuss.

To introduce himself he handed me 
bis ticket, an’ I saw that he was la
beled: "Leonard Cuttall, Secretary to
Hr. Adolph Custis.”

He said that Hr. Act'lull Custis was 
the guy who was donatin’ free libraries 
all along the line to deservin’ town-hips, 
an’ that he had heard of the splendid 
administration of Red Rock Camp, an' 
wanted to help on the cause of law by 
the aid of edyucatioii an' refinement.

So he'd sent Hr. Cuttall to say as he'd 
put up five thousand d iflars fur a build- 
in’ if the boys w. mid put tip another 
thousand for the honks. Well! 1 'lowed 
that the boys needed edyucatinn an' re
finin’ some, an" I was dead in for re
form, air wanted to leave a lastin’ testi
mony of my administration, so 1 guessed 
we'd have a library, an' on behalf of 
the township I accepted the offer.

Then I called a meetin' of the boys to 
consider the proposition. The upshot 
of the matter was that the boys to the 
number of one hundred agreed to pay 
over to me two dollars a week each 
until the amount was gathered, an' then 
I was to pay it over to his secretary
ship.

In the meantime, to stimulate their 
enthusiasm air git them into literary 
tastes, he thought it would be a  fine 
idee to start a magazine an’ run it tut
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our own. He said we could put in the 
general happenin'* of the town, an’ 
some of the boys could contribute some
thin’ in the way of fiction an' poetry, 
while I could edit the magazine, an’ he 
vo mid d< i the printin'.

I cal'lated that judgin' fey most of the 
journals that struck our city I could 
manage the editin' all right: so we 
rooted out Old llartholomew’s printin’ 
outfit that hadn’t seen light since he 
died five years before, ail' opened shop. 
The stranger he distributed some cir
culars called "ITints on Writin" Fic
tion." an' the boys sat up night.- studvin' 
’em an’ tlreamin' of future greatness.

A few days later, when the editor was 
sittin' in his office writin' up the gen
eral happenin's. the fiction began to 
come in.

First of all in walks Long F'red with 
a cautions lock an' a yarn about a beau
tiful gel ill Ninth Carolina who had 
fell desp'rately in lore with him. That 
was fiction, all right, pure an' unadulter
ated. I looked at him more in sorrer 
than in anger, an' he edged toward the 
door.

'‘F'red,'' said I, "what we want is fic
tion that' has sonic foundation in prob
ability, even if not in fact, an' any idiot 
knows that no beautiful gel would fail 
in love with a long-legged.. cross
eyed-----"

Fie thought I was feclin’ for some 
Weapon, an' didn't seem %> have no kind 
of interest in the remainder of inv ad
vice. After that the fiction came in 
pretty smart, an' I had to lock niv gun 
up in the safe or 1 would have depop'- 
lated the entire town. Mv onlv relief 
was in language an' portable furniture.

The private secretary was in his own 
room, next to mine, with the printin'- 
outfit. waitin' ter matter. The briskest 
trade he did was printin' slips which 
began somethin' about "The editor re
grets." An’ you bet the editor did re
gret

We closed office about three o ’clock 
■ail' held a conference, at which we de
cided we'd wait the magazine proposi
tion until the multitude had got some 
tedyucatii.ii an' refinement.

To Mr, Leonard Cuttall ju-t nosed

round an' got acquainted, an’, incident
ally. I got acquainted with hint.

At last the time arrived, an' when 
we had paid the thousand dollars over 
to his secretaryship an' he was ready 
to start lie offered to buy mv mare for 
a hundred dollars. I accepted, and off 
Mr. Cuttall started with the thousand 
in his pocket an' no doubt with thoughts 
of philanthropy in his mind.

That evenin’ I called a nieetin' of the 
boys, an’ made a speech. 1 told 'em 
how I'd gone into the dude's room seek- 
in' him one day. when I run across a 
letter he was writin’ to some galoot 
East telliu' him that lie expected to get 
away with the wealth of the camp on 
such a date. "So.'" says I. "I fixed the 
guy, all right. I guv him the Tlummy 
money, which ’ll git him arrested 'fore 
he knows where lie is, an' sold him my 
mare for one hundred good dollars. The 
contributions of this camp repose peace
fully in the mayor’s safe, an’ if you’ll 
excuse me one minute I'll fetch 'em 
down and divide." An’ off I went up
stairs for the dollars.

Somethin' seemed to he wrong with 
the lock of that darned safe : the handle 
Wouldn't turn nohow, so. after a lot of 
foolin’ I gits hold of it in a temper, an’ 
pulled. Well i When that safe door 
came open you could have froze water 
an’ melted it agen on my face in three 
seconds: but when I looked inside it 
nearly required a galvanic-batter}' to 
keep my heart heatin’.

Lor there, lookin’ exaspetatin'ly clean 
an innerccnt fic-dei them damned spoof 
notes, an' a neat little note on top in
formed the mayor that Mr. Cuttall felt 
it would be unkind, to rob the city of 
its museum, so had taken them dirty 
old notes instead.

I went down-stairs an' tried to look 
cool while I broke it gently to the boys.

You bet there Was a circus. There 
was some of the rernarkablest sugges
tions you over heard, an' some of the 
finest flows of profanity you'd ever 
want to.

Lor the first time in my career as 
mayor I was talked back at by one man 
for more than two Consecutive sen
tences, In fact, all the hoys piled it on.

19 1
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though 'twas more in sorrer than in an
ger toward me. They felt a kdnd of 
personal grief that the mayor of that 
camp should have been cooked so 
brown.

Cut for Leonard! Gee! if Leonard 
could have been there for two minutes, 
you'd have thought from the conversa
tion that it would have paid a big divi
dend to work him as a lead-mine after
ward.

Somebody said that as the mayor 
seemed too stunned to act he would 
suggest a posse. “ Posse!" I'says, sar
castic. "Much good a posse will dj 
when the shrimp's been gone six hours 
already. \\"y  don’t you send a wireless 
telegram askin' him to return ?”

We was a mad but dejected group, 
an’ I was the maddest an' dcjectedest.

Suddenly, when I had nearly got my 
speech of resignation framed in my 
mind, an' it was so touchin' it nearly 
brought tears to my eyes to think of it, 
we hears a rattle of harness, an’ a big 
kick on the door accompanied by a 
somewhat high-strung voice exclaimin’ : 
‘'What in thunder's the name of this 
place, anyhow? Are all these darned
camps made by the same-----” By this
time the traveler had got inside, an’, by 
Jupiter, if ’twasn’t Air. Leonard Cut- 
tall!

We was flabbergasted, an’ Leonard 
was the first to recover. Before you 
could say "Damn!'’ two guns was shi

nin' in the tenderfoot’s hands. Tender
foot, indeed! Well, his smile was a 
study for the poetry department of the 
late lamented magazine. “Hands up, 
gentlemen!” he says, an" the boys didn't 
need tellin’ twice.

"Mr. Cuttall,” says I, "bow'd you git 
back here ?"

"That darned mare er yours,” says 
he, "twisted me erbout till I didn't know 
whether I was in Arizona er Man
churia.”

"Just as I trained her to.” says I. "an' 
as I knowed she would when I sold her 
to you, though I didn't know you'd 
gone me one better on the boodle. An’ 
for that reason I've been playin’ soft 
to the boys all night, an’ for the same 
reason I doctored your ammunition be
fore _vou started, so-----”

He pulled, but there was only a click,
an’ when he started for the door------
Well. Mr. Leonard Cuttall had a final 
relapse beyond all hope of recovery.

He was a game little cuss, anyhow, so 
we sent a messenger to the sheriff givin’ 
him all partic’lars, an' askin’ him to 
come over for the counterfeit wealth an" 
bring the parson along. We guv him 
Christian burial, an' if some of the 
things the parson said didn't exactly fit 
in with what we knew about him—well, 
I guess they was 'bout as near as the 
average, an’ there was only the differ
ence between succeedin’ an’ failin’, any
how.

1
WHILE T H E  FERRY WAITED

AS the ferry entered the slip at "The Gardens.” two dusty, panting, perspiring 
men and a small dog rushed down the hill to the back gate of the little 
park, A padlocked chain around the gate-post brought them to a sudden 

halt, and they hastily compared opinions of the idiot who had placed it there.
However, the ferry would leave in a few minutes, and there was no other 

for an hour. The picket fence was ten feet high, and the men were not young 
or slimly built, but they were game. With cracking muscles and bursting lungs 
they cleared the tops of the pickets, then dropped limp and exhausted to the 
ground inside, and rolled down the steep bank into the shrubbery. The dog, 
being unable to climb the fence, pushed open the gate and followed them, loudly 
expressing his delight at their wonderful performance. Then they noticed that 
the chain did not include any portion of the gate in its embrace.

But they caught the ferry just the same.
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stupid anger passed 
on the instant, and I 
paused in some confu
sion. Presently Xor- 
mia looked up.

"Have I, indeed, 
■ wronged you?" sh e  
said brokenly. "Heav

en knows I can ill afford to alienate a 
friend! P>ut when I learned this-----"

“ How did you learn it?" I de
manded.

"The baroness told me.” Her tone 
was so changed that it appeared as if 
my outburst of temper had done more 
to persuade her of my sincerity than all 
my former protestations.

"Did she tell you also that it was
I who had warned her ? Why, the-----”
I stopped abruptly as the door from 
the gallery was opened, and we heard 
Stephanie’s voice, speaking in a tone 
of anger and suspicion:

"The foreman, vou sav? Where is 
he?”

"He is there with the princess now, 
excellency,” answered the maid, who 
saw us at that moment, and pointed to 
me.

I kept my back to Stephanie. She 
had better hear my voice before seeing 
my face, as I did not want to have a 
scene before the maid.

“ I will see that your highness’ 
wishes are carried out by my men,” 
I said to Normia, with a low bow. 
Then I turned to Stephanie, and bowed 
to her. “ I am the foreman, excellency.”

I rather enjoyed the anger that 
blazed from her eyes as she returned

my look, and for a moment I thought 
she would break out into a tirade. But 
she restrained her temper.

"Oh, yes, I remember now; you 
were to be here this afternoon. As you 
have finished with the princess, come 
with me, and I will give you your in
structions," and she went to the door 
again. " I ’ll see your highness when I 
have finished with this man,” she added 
to Normia.

It was a clever move, for I was either 
compelled to follow her or make a 
scene before the servant. I chose the 
former, and went out with her.

"Shall we discuss it here, excel
lency?" I asked, with a grin, as we went 
through the gallery. "By the way. I ’d 
better leave the owner his blouse.” And 
1 threw it off.

I think she was too furious to reply, 
and nothing more was said until we 
reached her own rooms. She was white 
with passion.

"You will explain, I suppose?”
“Of course. Am I not your slave, 

great empress, your bondsman, your 
thing, to be ordered here, driven there, 
and bound under penalty of the lash to 
explain every act and thought of my 
life?" And I laughed, and threw my
self into a chair.

"Have I not the right to demand an 
explanation ?”

“ You are in a furious passion, Ste
phanie. I wish you would let yourself 
go for a few minutes. It would relieve 
you, and I don’t mind.”

Somewhat to my consternation she 
took me at my word, but not in the 
sense I had meant. She sat staring at 
me a moment, every muscle tense and

This story betyan in the April issue. The back numbers can be obtained from any news -tiler. 
Price fifteen cents each.
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set. anil then, throwing up her hands, 
site burst into a tempest of tearless 
sobbing—great choking sobs, which 
convulsed and ultimately exhausted her, 
until she flung her arms wide on the ta
ble and laid her head on them, trem
bling and moaning. My dislike of her 
amounted almost to hatred, but I could 
not witness this unmoved.

“Come. Stephanies’ I said, going to 
her. But she waved me away vehement
ly. It was some time before she re
gained her self-command, and when 
she raised her head I saw, to my 
amazement, that her eyes were dry. 
She had not shed a single tear 1

"I went to Xorrnia to-warn her of the 
scheme to hand her over to the Servian 
Government,'" I said, as soon as I 
thought she could listen; “and I was 
in that workman's blouse in order to 
escape the vigilance of the servants,”

She received this explanation in si
lence.

"Had I not better come another 
time ?" I asked presently.

“Xo. I am myself now. But your 
sneers are hard to bear, Guy. You 
don't seem to know how hard. I am 
ashamed of my weakness. I keep that 
generally for the night-time. I am a 
fool to let you know your power.” I 
did not reply, and she added: "You
need not have warned her. I had done 
that already.”

“ You told her I was concerned in it, 
too.” I reminded her.

”1 wished to set her against yon— 
that's why. If she had not come be
tween us you would-----” She broke
oft. and then, with a deep sigh, added: 
"Ah. Gay, you are as hard to me as if 
this love of mine for you were a crime.”

"Let us look the facts in the face, 
Stephanie. I can have no love for yob. 
You have forced this engagement as 
you would force the marriage. One 
cannot love the hand that holds the 
scourge.”

“ I will force you to love me yet.”
“ More probably you will find the 

whip struck from your hand,” I re
torted.

"What do you mean by that?” she 
cried, quickly and eagerly.

“There are but two alternatives for 
the slave—death or emancipation.”

The words appeared to create a much 
deeper effect than I had anticipated. 
She sat thinking.

“You little guess the result of those 
words, or you would not have spoken 
them,” she cried angrily. Then, reading 
the questioning look in my eyes, she bit 
her lips, as if regretting the speech, and 
added: "I mean that our marriage
must take place to-morrow.”

It struck me that this was a rapidly 
vamped explanation to cover a meaning 
she feared I might attach to her words.

“X o; you fixed a week, and to that 
we will keep." I answered firmly.

“ You think you can venture to re
fuse ?”

“ I am sure. You may do what you 
will.”

"As you will, then. One would think 
it was your death instead of your mar
riage,” she said, with a bitter laugh. 
She gave in so readily that my former 
impression was strengthened.

I rose,
“There are two tilings I have to say,” 

I told her. “ I have heard that the plot 
against Xormia is to be carried out 
soon.”

“Xormia again! Always Xormia !” 
she snapped, almost viciously. “ But 
you need not lacerate your tender heart 
on her account.” ■

“ Is not her safety everything to your 
cause?" I asked: and added: “ I don't 
understand you.”

"There is nothing to understand, ex
cept that if such an attempt were made 
it would fail. Did not you see that I 
was taking extra precautions?"

“ The other is that—I am no assassin. 
The prince would have me fight and kill 
Ycsn Epstein. You know the truth, and 
that I will have no hand in it.”

"You do not believe that I would 
dream of such a thing!” she cried indig
nantly. "I have already told the 
prince.”

"For that I thank you, at any rate. 
The reputation for one murder is more 
than enough without the actual com
mission of another.” And then I left.

I had been impressed by her manner.
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What was that decision to which she 
declared I had driven her, and which 
I was to regret so bitterly ? Could she 
have some other infernal bombshell to 
explode at my feet? I was always 
suspicious of her, and now more so 
than ever. And then something oc
curred to give shape and form to my 
thoughts.

I was leaving the house, when a man, 
whistling carelessly, ran up the steps 
and nearly cannoned into me. He 
smiled, and murmured an apolagy, and 
passed in. His face was familiar, and 
yet for the moment I could not place 
it. And I had gone some way along 
the street, when, in the midst of other 
thoughts, his name flashed into my 
mind.

He was the man whom my compan
ion at the Halbermond on the night 
of Provost's death, young Yon Gart
ner, had pointed out to me as Count 
Yon Kassler, of the ministry of the in
terior, and high in the minister's con
fidence.

He had shaved his beard since that 
night, but the high-bridged, aquiline 
nose, the ruddy complexion, the deep- 
set, keen blue eyes, and the general 
carriage, made me certain of him. 
What could such a man be doing at the 
Black House ?

The question was so important that 
it sent me hurrying back to make sure.

I examined the register of callers, but 
there was no such name as his.

“ Has Herr Prestvo called for me 
within the last hour?" I asked the man 
in charge of the arrangements, taking a 
name at random.

“Xo, sir.”
“ Strange. He was to have called. 

Can he have been without your know
ing?” And I gave a pretty accurate 
description of the count.

“The only caller answering that de
scription is this gentleman.” And he 
pointed to this entry :

Lieutenant Unterlingv to see Baroness 
Dolgoroff. By appointment.

“That’s a long way from Prestvo,” 
I laughed.

“ He came in as you went out, sir.”

"Oh, that's not the man. Well, when 
he comes, say he had better come round 
to my rooms."’ And I went home to 
try and puzzle the thing out.

What was the meaning of that as
sumed name? tie wasn't in the plot— 
that was certain. He had a career, and 
would not sacrifice it for such a scheme.

If not that, however, what? A spy? 
I dismissed that as equally impossible. 
A man as high up as lie was would not 
act as a mere spy.

"To see Baroness Dolgoroff; by ap
pointment." If a spy, then he must 
have won Stephanie’s confidence as well 
as that of his chief. And at that my 
thoughts took a shape which literally 
chilled me with the shock of surprise.

What if he had the confidence of 
both ? What if there was some secret 
understanding between them, and that 
he was the intermediary ?

For such a purpose he was the very 
man to be chosen. He was so little 
known that he ran comparatively no 
risk of being identified by the frequent
ers of the Black House. Yen of many 
nationalities went there : and. although 
secret investigation was always made 
about them, it was Stephanie who di
rected it. It would be the easiest thing 
for her to vouch “Lieutenant Unter- 
ling," and. once accredited, no questions 
would be asked.

.Assuming, then, that he was the in
termediário what did it mean? The 
problem gave me hours of anxious con
sideration that evening.

I recalled what my old chief had said 
of the late baron— that of all the 
schemes and plots in which he had been 
concerned, he had invariably emerged 
with profit and safety, whoever else had 
been ruined. Stephanie had learned her 
ethics of diplomacy from him, and was 
certainly not too scrupulous to build a 
bridge of any sort across which she 
could walk in safety when this scheme 
ended, as it inevitably would end, in 
ruin.

Count Kassler's master would cer
tainly be willing to pay a big price as 
well as guarantee Stephanie's safety in 
return for her help in keeping him ac
curately informed of all that was being

H I
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done. And such a betrayal was just 
one which would have delighted the 
subtle heart of the late baron.

Then other questions came up and 
clamored for an answer. Why had 
Stephanie resolved to take the risk of 
breaking with Yon Epstein? She had 
told me that she set our betrothal be
fore even the cause itself. But I knew 
her better than to think she would set 
any personal object before her own ad
vantage. There was some other reason 
somewhere, if I could but guess it.

Those alterations in the gallery lead
ing to Normia’s apartments—could 
they have any relation to this? Appar
ently designed to strengthen the de
fenses of the place, in their present state 
they had weakened it by making it pos
sible for any one to gain access to the 
apartments.

Alexandrov's statement that Grundel- 
hof had found other help—was that 
another item of this weird mosaic of 
double leading? Could they have made 
terms with her to betray Xormia? I 
reviewed all the incidents of the after
noon, and thought of that decision to 
which she said I had driven her, and 
should regret. Was this more of the 
pattern of treachery ?

There was, indeed, but one consid
eration which would reconcile all these 
points—that Stephanie had planned a 
wholesale betrayal of all who trusted 
her.

If she had made terms with the Aus
trian minister, and had decided that the 
time had come for a final blow to be 
struck, her conduct was clear. The 
reason for Yon Ivassler’s visit was 
plain—she could laugh at Von Epstein, 
for she was assured of safety and re
ward ; the marriage with me could take 
place at any time; while for her to hand 
Normia over to the Servian Govern
ment a little in advance of the end 
would both bring her extra profit and 
appease her jealousy*.

And added to this maelstrom of con
flicting doubts and speculations about 
Stephanie were all the agitating hopes 
and fears about my own position, raised 
by the discovery of Provost's murder
er, and by my interview with Catarina.

Would the next day see the fellow's 
arrest, and set me free to act? It was 
more urgent now than ever in view of 
these new complications. I longed for 
it, and all that it meant to Xormia and 
me, more passionately than ever a new
ly made slave prayed for freedom.

CH APTER XYII.
FACE TO FACE WITH PROVOST'S MUR

DERER.

The next day was the most trying and 
anxious I had experienced since the 
black week that followed Provost's mur
der. Xo news came from Catarina of 
Dromach’s return: and every hour of 
the day I was on the rack of intolerable 
suspense.

I passed the time between my rooms 
and the Black House, and more than 
once during the day I took an oppor
tunity of observing from the outside 
the repairs to the gallery windows. I 
was glad to observe that the work pro
gressed very slowly, for I had a plan 
at the back of my head to get Xormia 
to attempt an escape with my help while 
the repairs were in progress. And I 
hoped to find a chance of discussing it 
with her during the reception.

But it was evident, from the moment 
of my entrance, that Stephanie was not 
going to let me speak to Xormia.

Stephanie herself was in the highest 
spirits, laughing and chatting brightly 
with all about her, and she kept me by 
her side while numbers of people came 
up to offer congratulations upon the 
betrothal.

I bowed and smirked and murmured 
such commonplaces as occurred to me. 
in reply, while keeping my eyes about 
me. And I saw that Xormia was not 
present.

“There will not be many dances, 
Guy,” whispered Stephanie, as we stood 
alone once, “but I have fixed the cotil
lion for midnight. And of course you'll 
be my partner for that. It is the cere
monious announcement of the event.”

“Just as you please,” I agreed. It 
was all one to me. The thing was no
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more than a farce, but I could not yet 
show my hand and tell her so.

“Don’t you forget that. Exactly as 
the clock strikes twelve we are to head 
the procession round the rooms.”

‘‘I sha'n't forget. I'm here for the 
very thing. Is Xormia coming?”

She frowned, and then smiled.
“ Is that to make me jealous? She 

did not wish to come, but the prince 
told her she must come in at least for 
the cotillion. She will be here just be
fore. She and the prince will follow 
immediately behind us in the procession. 
\Ye take precedence for this one occa
sion, Guy.” And she laughed.

A little later the Baron Yon Epstein 
came up, and in a surly fashion mut
tered something about congratulations. 
I bore the man no ill-will. I wished, 
indeed, with all my heart that I had 
been congratulating him, and I tried to 
put some heartiness into the few words 
I spoke to him.

But he favored me with an ugly 
scowl in return, and was walking off, 
when, somewhat to my surprise, Ste
phanie called him back, slipped her 
hand on his arm, and event down the 
room, speaking earnestly and confiden
tially to him.

I wasn't sorry. It relieved me from 
standing to be stared at, and, just as I 
was moving off, Prince Lepova en
gaged me in conversation, and strolled 
with me through the crowded rooms to 
a large palm-house at one end.

He had just mentioned Normia’s 
name, when he appeared to remember 
something suddenly, and excused him
self, saying he would return in a few 
moments to resume the subject.

I was quite contented to wait. One 
place suited me just as well as another, 
and, being anxious to hear what he had 
to say about Xormia. I sat down very 
contentedly until he should return.

I had been alone some three or four 
minutes when I had a very unpleasant 
surprise. I heard a smothered cry in a 
woman’s voice, and the guttural ac
cents of a man in passion: then the 
rustling of silk draperies, and Stephanie 
came rushing through the place, fol
lowed by Yon Epstein.

She gave a start of glad surprise as 
I jumped to my feet, and hurried to me.

"Thank Heaven you are here, Ge
rard ! This man has grossly insulted 
m e!” And she fell into a seat, trem
bling violently and deathly pale, while 
A on Epstein stood by glaring defiance 
at me.

I understood then why the prince had 
steered me into the palm-house. The 
thing had been arranged between them 
to force me into this quarrel. And an 
exceedingly ugly quarrel it would 
prove, if I did not keep a very level 
head.

"I will speak to you later, Herr 
Baron,” I said coolly.

“ I shall await you in the card-room, 
monsieur. I trust you will not forget 
to come.” And with a sneer and an 
elaborate bow he took himself off.

As I knew that Stephanie was only' 
acting, I waited quietly until she chose 
to recover. Then, with many overacted 
regrets for having embroiled me in the 
quarrel, she gave me a rambling account 
of how he had tried to get her to break 
off the betrothal, and had then kissed 
her.

I said very little to her, and. having 
taken, her back to the salon, I went 
off to tryr and come to an understand
ing with the infuriated baron.

[Unfortunately, he was not alone in 
the room, and I guessed he had col
lected one or two friends to see him 
make an example of me.

“Oh! you have shown up, then?” he 
sneered, as I entered.

I let the sneer pass, and, crossing to 
him, said very quietly:

"Will you give me a few minutes in 
private, Herr Baron?”

“ Xo, I won’t." he replied, in as of
fensive a tone as he could use. “ If yrou 
wish to admit your cowardice, do it 
openly.”

This was not easy to take, but I 
smothered my temper and answered in 
the same even tone :

“ I think I can convince you that 
there is no reason for us to quarrel,” 
Then to the other men: “ Gentlemen,
will you oblige me by leaving me with 
the baron for a few moments?"



198 THE ‘PO PU LA R  M AGAZIN E

“He's not master of the house yet, 
so you need not take your orders from 
him,” declared Yon Epstein. And they 
shrugged their shoulders and re
mained.

“There is a lady's name involved in 
this, gentlemen, and I-----"

“Oh, no, there isn't." he burst in. 
“ It's a question of nationality—yours. 
I'm curious to know whether you're a 
Frenchman or an Englishman. Which 
country had the misfortune of ...spawn
ing you ?”

“ I am an Englishman, but my na
tionality has nothing to do with this.”

"I sav it has. Do vou give me the 
lie?”

“Do, for Heaven's sake, wait before 
you rush into the thing like this ! Look 
here; if you're bent on forcing a quar
rel. you shall do it. All I ask is that 
you take time to grow cooler, and then 
have ten minutes' talk with me. If I 
don't show you there is no need for 
anything of this, you shall have your 
way.”

As I was speaking'. Prince Lepova 
and one or two others entered, and 
stood round tire door.

Yon Epstein listened to me with a 
sneer, and then laughed.

“ You want time to make a bolt of 
it, eh?” he cried truculently, glancing 
at the newcomers and raising his voice. 
“ I know you English. The whole lot 
of you are nothing but dirty cowards 
and Hars, from your fat king down, the 
cursed drunken-----”

“ Stop!" I cried furiously. “Gentle
men, you have heard what has fallen 
from this man's lips. They are the lips 
of a liar!” And I struck him a back- 
handed blow on the mouth.

Prince Lepova crossed hurriedly to 
me.

“ What is this. Monsieur Provost?”
“ Your scheme has succeeded through 

this hot-headed idiot's temper. You 
had better arrange matters on my be
half.” And away I went, paying no 
heed to either his words or looks of 
protest. I regretted the incident bitter
ly. The fool had been duped, and be
ing no longer of use had been turned 
over to me in the hope that I would

kill him. And he had played right into 
their hands through his furious temper 
and unforgivable scurrility.

As I crossed the salon, Stephanie 
met me.

“I hope nothing has happened, 
Guy ?”

“Can't we afford the simple luxury 
of truth ? Your plan has succeeded so 
far. He insulted me. I struck him. and 
he'll probably try to kill me to-morrow 
morning/'

“He insulted me, Guy!” she cried 
fiercely.

"And your treatment of him—what 
is that, pray ?"

“ You will kill him, Guy?” she whis
pered strenuously.

“ I sha'n't even try. He is much more 
likely to kill me."

“ You must—you must! He is dan
gerous. He will ruin us all.”

“ I am no bravo, to cut throats at your 
bidding or Lepova's," I answered stern
ly. “ And now I am going out on the 
balcony to cool down.”

“ You won’t forget the cotillion?'' she 
said, as I was moving off.

“ Curse the cotillion ! I'm in no mood 
to go jigging about the room like a 
prancing* ape.”

“ Put. Guy. you must.'' she said eager
ly. “On the stroke of midnight, remem
ber.”

“All right. Another scene of the 
comedy may be a relief.” And I walked 
off.

I went to the spot where I had sat 
once before and lit a cigar. I glanced 
at my watch, and saw I had half an 
hour before the jigging business, and I 
was soon absorbed in thoughts that 
were none too pleasant.

I was not-afraid of the meeting with 
Yon Epstein. The discipline of the last 
few days in schooling myself to face 
the certainty of death rendered me vir
tually indifferent whether I fell or not. 
I had one great regret—that I had to 
meet the man. not in my own name, but 
in the detestable character of Provost. 
A little luck, and we should have had 
that slippery Greek in our hands, and 
then I could have fought in nty own 
name.
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But it was no good in railing against 
luck, so I accepted the situation for 
what it was. One thing was certain, of 
course— I was not going to murder \ on 
Epstein to oblige Stephanie.

\  ery soon Lepova came out and told 
me the arrangements he had made : the 
place and time of the meeting, and that 
we were to fight with pistols. He said 
I had been very prudent to force the 
other man to be the challenger, and so 
get the choice of weapons, as Von Ep
stein was a seasoned duelist and an ex
ceptionally fine swordsman.

He was enlarging upon this, and I 
was paying little attention to him. when 
I gave a start on noticing something in 
the road below. My seat was at the 
extreme left of the house at the back, 
and it gave a view along a secluded, 
tree-shaded road, unlighted save for 
one lamp.

I saw a man leave the house by a 
side door and hurry along the road. As 
he passed under the lamp he paused, 
looked at his watch, and started to run. 
I had a good view of him as lie stood 
under the light. His tall, angular fig
ure, with its stoop of the shoulders and 
forward hang of the head, showed up 
clearly, and he carried one arm in a 
sling. It was Grundelhof.

What was he doing in such a spot 
and at such, an hour—close to mid
night ? I gave another start at the 
thought. [Midnight was the hour for 
file cotillion—the hour when Stephanie 
had insisted so strenuously upon my be
ing in the salon.

I lost no time in getting rid of Le
pova. and sat waiting and thinking. All 
mv suspicions of the previous night re
vived. Some devilment was in the ma
king.

Two or three minutes later I had 
what looked like confirmation. An elec
tric motor-car without lights came steal
ing silently past the house, and stopped 
under the shadow of some trees, just 
beyond the wing of the house in which 
Xormia's apartments were situated.

I waited for no more. I made my 
way through the crowded rooms to the 
entrance to Normia’s apartments. The 
guard was there.

"Has the princess grone to the ball
room vet ?” I asked him casuallv.

"Xo. sir." The answer confirmed my 
suspicions.

For a second I hesitated whether I 
should force my way past hint into the 
gallery, but a better plan suggested it
self.

I ran down-stairs, got my cloak from 
the attendant—a king, black cloak of 
Provost's which I had worn, having no 
overcoat of my own—and. as if in no 
hurry, lit a cigarette on the door-step, 
and sauntered nut.

Keeping well in the shadow of the 
building, I stole quickly round .to the 
spot where the alterations to the gallery 
were being made. The ladder was in 
position, and a plank, which had been 
roped to it to prevent its use. had been 
removed. One of the casements was 
out of position, too, and the opening 
was covered with a piece of sacking.

The thing was now as plain as print. 
Stephanie had taken a hand in the 
abduction, and had contrived this very 
cunning plan by which the mail—Alex
androv. of course1—'could get access to 
X’ormia’s rooms while the merry-ma
king in the other part of the house was 
keeping everybody else busy.

The night was as dark as they could 
have wished, but it favored me as much 
as the others, and in a moment I was 
at the top of the ladder, listening at the 
Opening for any sound of movements in 
the gallery.

The place was dead still, and not 
greatly caring whether I was seen or 
not, I pushed the canvas aside, and 
slipped in. There was no one there. 
My knowledge of the gallery enabled 
me to move warily: but. in creeping up 
to the folding-doors which led to Xor
mia's rooms. I ran against a column 
with a biist on it, and made a little 
noise.

It was covered with a white cloth, 
and I had this in my hands when one 
of the doors was opened, and a light 
showed. Instantly I flung the cloth 
over my head and stood as still as one 
of the statues.

"I  heard nothing, monsieur.” It was 
the voice of the little French servant.
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“ Well, be quick, then," was the reply, 
in the liquid tones of Alexandrov. I 
recognized it at once.

The movement of the light, seen 
through the cloth, allowed of my fol
lowing their actions. They came close 
to the folding-doors by which I was 
posing. The doors were opened, and 
the lights from within came streaming 
full on to me, much to my uneasiness.

Then the girl spoke.
“The princess will be quite ready 

now, monsieur. She has been dressed 
some time in readiness to go to the 
salon just before midnight. Wait here, 
please, until I bring her out."

“Be quick—be quick! There is not 
a moment to lose,’’ was Alexandrov's 
impatient reply, and I heard the girl go 
into the anteroom.

Alexandrov was so close to me that I 
could hear his breathing, and I half- 
feared he would hear the thumping of- 
my heart against my ribs in my excite
ment.

He shifted his feet now and again rest
lessly; and, just after the girl shut the 
door of Normia’s room beyond, I heard 
him start and swear softly to himself. 
His shadow came suddenly between me 
and the light, and I made sure that he 
suspected me.

I knew that his knife between my 
ribs would be his first indication that he 
had discovered I was no statue, so I 
lowered the white cloth and looked 
at him.

He had not seen me. however. He 
was bending down with his back to me, 
and his oath had been evoked by some 
difficulty he was experiencing in unfold
ing a long black cloak. To see what 
the trouble was he had stepped forward 
into the light.

I would not again run the risk of 
covering my eyes, but held the white 
cloth so that my face jiut appeared 
above it. and stared at him intentlv.

I did not then realize the uncanny 
effect of my action, but it was soon 
apparent. He got the cloak arranged to 
his liking, and moved back into the 
shadow to wait. A second later, unable 
to hold my breath any longer, I let it

escape in a long, deep, and somewhat 
tremulous, sigh.

Ide heard it, started nervously, 
glanced round him in search of the 
cause, and then, fixed upon him with a 
stolid stare above the white sheet, he 
saw my eyes, reflecting, no doubt, with 
a sort of unearthly gleam, the light from 
the room beyond.

All this time I had not seen his face, 
but I could tell that he was fascinated 
with sudden terror. After a few sec
onds a suppressed groan came from 
him, and down he went on to his knees, 
and began muttering his prayers as fast 
as his chattering teeth could get them 
out.

He regarded me as a ghostly visitor 
from the other world, and well content 
to frighten him away and so avoid other 
trouble, I stretched out my right hand 
slowly, and began to glide toward him.

It was my turn then to be amazed.
As I moved toward him. he uttered 

another gasping cry, and wriggled for
ward on his knees, his hands held aloft 
beseechingly, until the fear-sweat on his 
pallid face glistened in the light.

“ Mercy! Merc} 1" he moaned. “I 
will confess. I will confess. Spare 
me."

I recognized him the instant I saw his 
face. And at the recognition many 
things were made plain.

He was the man I had met outside 
my rooms on the night of Provost’s 
murder. His fright then, and his ab
ject terror now, were alike explained. 
They sprang from the same cause.

He himself was Provost's murderer, 
and his tale to Catarina about Dromacb 
was no more than a lie to win her favor 
and lull her suspicions. He might well 
identify the knife with which the deed 
had been clone. It was his own !

The truth was out at last, thank 
Pleaven, and I was really a free man 
again.

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE DUEL.

No sooner had I made the discovery 
that Alexandrov was the man who of 
all others I wished to find than the dif-
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faculties of the situation occurred to me. 
lie  was a big, powerful brute, and was 
sure to be armed with knife or revolv
er, or both, while I had no weapon at 
all.

The moment he realized that I was 
of the earth, and not from the region to 
which he believed he had sent me, he 
would fight desperately. The odds were 
too heavy for me to have a chance of 
success, despite the fact that he was 
for the moment paralyzed with fear, 
and that I should have the advantage 
of surprise.

On the other hand, if I could drive 
him away while he still believed that I 
was my own ghost, his courage and con
fidence would return with the daylight, 
and there would be little difficulty in 
getting him arrested.

It is always safe to play on a low
born Greek's fear of the supernatural; 
and I decided to try it now, leaving the 
struggle to come afterward, if it must.

I now sunk my voice to its most 
sepulchral tone, and moaned, very slow
ly and deliberately :

“ You killed me, Alexandrov. Con
fess, or never more shalt thou know 
peace."

He threw his hands on high in a very 
paroxysm of fright,

"I do confess! I killed you! Oh, 
Mother of Heaven, have mercy!" And, 
as if unable to bear the sight of the 
apparition, he buried his head in his 
hands.

I seized the chance to step back into 
the black shadow, leaving the beam of 
light between us, and threw off the 
white sheet. In my black cloak I was 
practically invisible, of course.

"G o !" I thundered out of the dark
ness. "And. remember." And I let 
my voice die away, as if I were van
ishing.

The illusion was apparently a com
plete success. He looked up, wiped the 
sweat from his brow, and rose, staring 
about him. and staggering and reeling 
like a drunken man. At that moment 
the door of Xormia's room beyond was 
opened.

“Go!" 1 wailed again faintly; and in 
a yet fainter whisper: “Go!"

He needed no more. With a cry of 
fear he made headlong for the win
dow, upsetting more than one thing in 
his rush, and scrambled out just before 
Xormia and the girl showed in the 
doorway.

“ What was that noise? Why is the 
gallery in darkness, Elise?” asked 
Xormia.

"Some one must have switched off 
the lights, your highness,” answered the 
ready-witted girl, glancing about her 
in great bewilderment.

“ Switch them up at once."
At that I threw off my cloak and 

stepped forward as the lights went up.
The maid gave a little scream.
“The foreman!" she cried.
Xormia was no less surprised.
“ Monsieur Provost!”
*'I have a strange story to tell you, 

princess, and you should know it at 
once."

The servant began to take alarm.
“ It is the hour for the cotillion, high

ness," said she hurriedly.
“ Enough," I said, turning on her 

sharply. "I know the part you have 
played to-night. I was here all the 
time."

"I don’t know what you mean, mon
sieur ; but I will fetch the baroness." 
And off she sped along the gallery.

“What does this mean, monsieur?" 
asked Xormia. in some alarm.

“That the attempt of which I warned 
you was made to-night, and fortunately 
I reached here in time to prevent it.”

One of the big docks in the neigh
borhood chimed midnight, and Ste
phanie came hurrying in with the maid.

“ But I was dressed for the ball, mon
sieur, and Elise came to fetch me,” said 
Xormia.

"Elise had left a man standing in the 
shadow of that door, and she knew that 
he was here to carry you away.’’

“Oh, monsieur! monsieur! How 
false? How dare you?" cried the girl 
indignantly. She had overheard this.. 
“Excellency, you will not have my char
acter taken away like this by a man 
who came here as a spy."

I picked up the long black cloak and 
a gag which Alexandrov had dropped.
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"These things tell their own story,” 
I said quietly.

At this Stephanie thought she saw 
her chance.

"You would naturally know where to 
look for them if you had placed them 
there.” she said dryly.

"Or if 1 had seen them dropped by 
the man In his flight," I retorted. 
"There is sonic plain speaking to come. 
TIad this girl better remain to hear it?” 
I asked Stephanie. "I don't propose 
to deal harshly with her. She is, of 
course, no more than the tool.”

Stephanie turned on the girl with a 
great show of indignation.

"If you have had a hand in this you 
shall answer for it. You had better go 
for the time."

"She will go for good, and the sooner 
the better," I declared.

“ Have you any other orders?” 
snapped Stephanie angrily.

"Let her remain, then, and send for 
Prince Lepova. He at least will under
stand what should be done.” And at 
that the girl was sent off.

"I had warned you of this, Xormia,” 
said Stephanie, "and you will, therefore, 
understand why it is that Monsieur 
Pr ivost is here so opportunely."

"Why not my Christian name, Ste
phanie ?''

She declined the challenge.
"Are you coming to the salon. Xor

mia ?"
"What occurred was this," I inter

posed. "My suspicions were aroused by 
something I saw as I sat on the balcony. 
I hastened here, entering by that win
dow—as some one had entered before 
me. I was in time to see Elise and a 
man. whom I can identify, and she left 
him here while she went to decoy you. 
While she was away the fellow was 
suddenly stricken with panic—at least, 
so I presume: and he rushed awav, leav
ing these things behind him.'’

"A probable story, indeed!” she 
scoffed. “ Hut intelligible enough if vou 
add the key—that you were here to see 
the scheme carried through.'’

Put at this X'ormia astonished us 
both.

"I believe what Monsieur Provost has 
told me. Stephanie, and I thank you, 
monsieur, from my heart, for your serv
ice. I am sorry I ever doubted ydtt."

"Thank you." I replied, more moved 
than I eared for either of them to see.

Stephanie was bitterly angry, but be
fore anything else could be said Lepova 
came hurrying through the gallery.

"Baroness! Monsieur Provost!’’ he 
exclaimed in great surprise. "I came 
to see why you were so late, Xormia. 
Are you not coming? Every one is 
agape with curiosity at the delay.”

"There has been trouble here, and 
nearly very serious trouble, too, prince." 
I said, and told him briefly what had 
occurred.

"I am in no mood for the cotillion.'’ 
I added.

"They will say that the baron has 
frightened you away by his challenge, 
monsieur," he replied.

"Challenge?'’ cried Xormia, wit! a 
start.

"Baron Yon Epstein has insulted 
Monsieur Provost's real country—Eng
land— most grossly, and they are to 
meet in the 'morning,” said the prince 
placidly.

Xormia changed color and bit her 
lip, and to distract attention from her. 
I gave my arm to Stephanie. "They 
shall not say that, prince. Let us re
turn to the salon at once.'’

We went through the farce of the 
dance, and at the close Stephanie and 
I stood together to receive the formal 
congratulations. But as soon as I could 
decently get away I left the house.

The prince detained me a minute. 
I fe had had a full account from Xor
mia. and thanked me warmly for my 
part. Then, referring to the morrow's 
meeting, he said he would call for me 
at seven o'clock to. drive me to the 
ground.

"I trust you will serve me to-morrow 
as well as you have to-night, monsieur,” 
were his parting words. A remark 
which I left unanswered.

TO BE CONTINUED.



The White Horse of Drowning Ford
By B. M. Bower

A  very, very creepy ghost episode—with a white horse as the 
central figure—that comes as a sequel to an alarmingly dramatic 
narrative told by one of the blithe spirits of the “ Flying U”  Ranch

IXK, Weary, and Happy 
Jack sat in the warmth 
of their camp-fire- the 
last camp-fire of their 
journey north. T h e  
ranch, where they ex
pected to find th e  
horses they were after, 

lay a short day’s ride beyond. So said 
1 'ink, and he was supposed to know; 
even Happy Tack saw no reason for 
disputing- the statement.

"Wisht we had that shack we camped 
in.” said Happy Jack, kicking an ember 
into the heart of the glow. "It ain't 
any too warm camping" out, this time 
till the year."

"We could V  camped in a shack to
night, so far as that goes," Pink in
formed him, between puffs at his cig
arette. "There’s one up above here, 
about four miles—or was, two years 
ago."

"Well, why the dickens-----”
"This place is all right; it suits me," 

said Pink. "From the way yuh car
ried on in that shack with a man cached 
up above, Happy, you’d go plumb lo
coed up at Drowning Ford."

"Aw. gwan! It wasn't me was 
scairt; you and Weary was up with 
your guns cocked, hunched together like 
two dgigi.es in a blizzard, when I woke 
u]). Yuh said the shack was haunted. 
Yuh know yuh did. I never —"

"Cadwolloper and I was only inves
tigating. We wanted to locate the 
noise before you woke up and got nerv
ous, Happy. It was your good we was 
thinking of,” put in Weary mildly.

"Aw. gwan; I s’pose you'll be saying 
next it's my good you're thinking of

when yuh camp down here with the 
wind ready to shave a dog, instead nh 
going on to a shack. I s'pose yuh think 
it's good fer nr' health to let the wind 
make a sieve out uh me. If Pink 
knows about a shack clo-e handy by, 
and don't take us to where it's at, lie 
needs puncliin'. If yuh ask me, he's a 
darn' poor pilot, anyhow." Hajjpy Jack 
was never sweet-tempered at best: just 
r o w  lie was uncomfortable and cross.

"You can go stop in it. if yuh want 
to : it's right on up the creek, and yuh 
can't miss it. Nobody's stopping yuh. 
But this is good enough for Weary and 
me."

"What ails the shack, Cadwolloper?" 
Weary leaned and held a dry twig 
among the coals till it blazed, and ap
plied it deftly to a fresh-rolled cigarette. 
Then he threw the burning twig in 
among the flames and puffed content
edly a moment. “ Is it haunted?"

"Xot as I-know of." said Pink short
ly. “ But that ain't saying it hasn’t got 
a license to be. if it wanted to.”

Happy Tack c runted and glanced 
over his shoulder, down the dark creek- 
bottom where howled the wind from the 
northwest.

Weary pushed a brand farther into 
the fire with the heel of his boot. "M a
ma ! it's sure a howler," he remarked. 
"’What about the shack, Cadwolloper? 
Happy's hurting to hear a real creepy 
yarn—and if yuh can raise a ghost and 
square it with your conscience, all the 
better. Happy sure likes ghosts.”

"Aw. gwan !’’ adjured Happy cross
ly.

"It's sure creepy, if that’s all yuh 
want," said Pink. "But there ain’t any
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ghost to it. It's the shack at Drown
ing Ford, where a fellow I knew got 
killed in the corral; horse stomped him 
to death—and then some. It was sure 
a fright/’

"I saw a fellow that broke his neck 
once.” volunteered Happy. ,;It didn't 
scare me. I stayed in the same shack 
with him overnight, while they was af
ter the cor'ner—me and another fellow. 
We slept in the same room with him; 
and I've stayed in the same shack, all 
by my lonesome, sence then, loo, and 
never turned a hair. I betche-----”

”Oh, you're the brave lad—nobody’s 
contradicting yuh,” cut in Pink. "But 
I ’ll bet ten dollars, after I've told yuh 
about Conroy, yuh won't have the sand 
to go up and sleep in that shack.”

“ It’s my money.” boasted Happy 
Jack rashly. "Throw it out uh yuh, 
and make it good and strong.”

Pink lighted another cigarette, adopt
ing Weary's method, with Weary for 
shelter, and threw a gnarled cotton
wood brand on the flaring fire, so that 
the shadows leaped farther away and 
danced weirdly around them.

"I ain't going to tell it scarey, Happy; 
I guess the straight goods'll do for 
you. There was a no-account fellow 
ranging up through here by the name 
of Conroy. Him and I had crime to
gether rnore'n once, and we didn't love 
each other a little lift. lie  was—well, 
he’s dead, now, so never mind what he 
was. But, after a while, the sheriff got 
to camping on his trail, and he was fog
ging up to the line, trying to make a 
getaway. I was with ihe Cross L. and 
we was camping right here in this same 
bottom—it was when we was trailing 
the first bunch uh stock over the line 
into the Red Deer country—and Rowdy 
Vaughan was running the outfit.

"So up rides Mr. Sheriff and a dep
uty, and wants to know if Conroy had 
passed this way. Rowdy was down on 
him like hell. too. but he didn't want to 
mix up in the deal, so I puts the sheriff 
next to a man we seen driving a little 
bunch uh horses down the creek as 
we swung down the hill over there. I 
also tells him about this shack and cor
ral at Drowning Ford, where I guess

Conroy was headed for. So he fogs 
on down the creek just at sundown, and 
I goes with him and the deputy, be
cause I know the lay uh the land. I 
wintered once in that shack, when it 
was the line camp of an outfit I worked 
for.

"Well, we dubbed around a while, and 
looked through the shack, and didn't 
find anything of him. There was a 
big. white horse in the corral, and we 
could hear leather a-popping and bridle- 
bit a-rattling to beat the cars, so we 
know he's somewhere around. I sneaked 
up and felt uh the gate, and it was tied 
shut with the same old chain that was 
always on it. I could just barely sec 
Mister Ilorse a-rampaging around in
side, and snorting. AYhuo‘-ooff every 
few minutes, and once in a while nick
ering for the bunch, so I know Con
roy ain't far off.

"Pretty soon we camps down around 
that corral, and night-guards it without 
no relief and with our guns handy, you 
bet. Conroy was one uh that kind that 
likes to have a good, broad, human back 
for a target. I tell yuh right now. it 
was lonesomer than a pinnacle in the 
Bad Lands. It's about half a mile 
above where this creek runs into Milk 
River, and the corral is chucked down 
among a lot uh willows and boxekler. 
and the river goes grumbling along on 
one side, and the hills on the other. 
And, squatting in the bushes, with a 
gun ||| your fist, not knowing what min
ute you're going to feel a nice, hot bul
let plunk into the small uh your back, 
gets kinds monotonous along toward 
morning.

"At daybreak I rubbers around like a 
hen turkey stealing off to where her 
nest is cached, and then I sneaks closer 
to the corral fence. Soon as 1 could 
see. I knew the horse—a big. snaky- 
white devil they called the Fern Out
law—and I savvied that Conroy had 
caught him up out of a bunch he'd run 
across. I knew Conroy's saddle, too— 
a full-stamped, square-skirted, single- 
rigged one. One stirrup was hooked 
over the horn, like he’d been tighten
ing the cinch, and the bridle-rein was 
dragging, and the horse rough and
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sweaty from fretting in the corral all 
night.

"And down next the fence, trampled 
till you couldn't tell it for a human, was 
what was left ith Conroy. The Fern 
Outlaw had sure been busy all night.”

“Hell!" said Weary simply.
Happy Jack did not say anything ; he 

glanced over his shoulder.
“ So help me Josephine! there was a 

few minutes when my knees wobbled 
till I like to fell over. Pretty soon 1 
gives a kinda croak, and the sheriff 
come hot-footing around to where I 
was hanging onto the fence and still 
wobbling; and he looked pretty pasty 
himself, I took notice—-ami the deputy, 
too. I'd had it in for Conroy, but not 
to want him to get it like that! And 
the Fern Outlaw's hoofs all red-----"

"Oh, saw off!” commanded Happy 
Jack hoarsely. "Yuh needn't to go into 
(/entails, Pink.”

"Yuh needn't worry. And ,-n I pokes 
my gun through the rails, draws a bead 
on that white brute, ami him a-glaring 
at me plumb murderous, not ten feet 
away: and I pulled the trigger till there 
wasn't anything more doing, and wished 
I had a few more bullets to pump into 
his carcass. Right then I knew what it 
is makes a man want to kill and keep 
a-killing sometimes. I was mad when 
that horse dropped, because he wasn't 
alive so I could kill him over again. I 
could 'a' stood and shot at him all day. 
But the sheriff pulled me off, and sent 
me on to camp, and I ain't seen the 
darn’ place since. We got to go W 
there in the morning.'’

For a time no one spoke. Then Pink 
roused, examined critically his half- 
burned cigarette, and turned to Happ;, 
Jack.

“Flow about that ten dollars, Hap
py?" he inquired banteringly.

"Aw. gwan! I ain't lost any ten dol
lars yet," Happy retorted, but without 
much enthusiasm. " I ’ve been places 
where folks have cashed in, more’n 
once. I don’t know’s there’s any call 
for you to throw out any slurs, any
way. I notice you're camping out here 
in the wind rather than sleep in that

shack—and, from your story, the shack 
ain't got anything to do with Uie deal.” 

“All right; you take your blankets 
and ride up there, and sleep in that 
shack ; there’s ten dollars in the job,” 
fleered Pink. “I wouldn't do it for the 
money, ami it ain’t because there’s 
ghosts, either. I don’t take any stock 
in ghosts. But I hate to think about 
that deal; the Fern Outlaw gives me 
the creeps, and that's no lie. If ever 
a horse looked murder, that horse did 
when I pulled the trigger first time. 
He'd m liked to got me the same way 
he did Conroy, and he'd 'a’ tried it. if 
the fence hadn't been between us. I 
don't want anything uh the blame place, 
and I ain't afraid to own it. You go 
on. Happy, and get out uh the wind. 
Yuh can't miss it : just follow this trail 
to where it crosses the creek, and then 
keep straight up the river about half 
a mile. There's an old ford there that 
sure has got a swell ghost-storv hitched 
to it. Do yuh want to hear that, too ?"

“Yo. I don't. I ain't got airy in
terest in ghost-stories, as 1 know of. 
If anybody should ask yuh. I ’m going 
t’ bed.” I lappy Jack began unrolling 
his "soogans," with much dignity.

"Wljat about that ten dollars?” Pink 
again wanted to know.

“Aw. -hut up! P'/uli think I ’m fool 
enough t’ ride four miles this time uh 
night, and have t’ ride back in the 
morning for breakfast? I got some 
mercy on my horse.”

“ M aSa !” Weary murmured eloquent
ly.

“Yuh needn't think I ’m scared,’’ cried 
1 Sappy, whirling indignantly upon him. 
“ I ’d as lief sleep up there as not ; but 
I got sense. I hope. And. anyway, the 

-:Ci> js Pink dreamed all that. I'd 
rid..- p and find out there wasn't no 
shack at all, if I was fool enough to 
swallow the yarn-—which I ain’t.” 

“You're sure brave, Happy,” said 
Weary placidly. “You'll dream things 
to-night, see if yuh don't. Yuh want to 
cover up your head good.”

"Aw, gwan!” Happy muttered glum
ly-

“This is sure a profitable trip for 
Weary and me,” Pink remarked, with
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much satisfaction. “Weary's got your 
gun and belt to remember the trip by, 
and I'm ten dollars to the good. We're 
sure glad to have yuh with us, Hap
py-”

Happy Jack, crawling angrily into 
his bed, turned the "tarn" up over his 
head and deigned no reply; and Pink 
and Weary laughed softly the while 
they poured water on the camp-fire that 
the wind .might not scatter it into the 
grass when they slept.

The sun was well up, but shining 
dimly through thin, gray clouds when 
the}' splashed through the little creek, 
next morning, half a mile below Drown
ing Ford.

"I'll show yuh. now. that you'd 'a' 
found shelter, all right, if you’d had 
the nerve to ride after it last night," 
Pink observed to Happy Jack, when 
they jogged on through the lank willow 
growth.

“ ’F I was you, I'd keep still about 
nerve." Plappy retorted. "Yuh might 
till led us up here last night, yourself.”

“ Sure, I might—but I didn't. Get
ting the creeps and owning up to it 
takes half the cuss off.”

They rode into a little open next the 
river, skirted along the edge, and came 
upon the corral, half-hidden in the rank, 
frost-blackened weeds that come quick
ly where man has lived and where he 
lives no more. The sagging wings 
yawned emptily at them as they passed. 
The gate was closed and tied securely 
with the rusted chain.

Pink pointed out a heap of some
thing, just where the weeds had grown 
thickest. “There's what’s left uh the 
Fern Outlaw-- damn him !" lie said, and 
lifted his shoulders in distaste of the 
memory.

“It's sure a hard-looker," commented 
Weary, and they rode on. “I'd get the 
creeps, myself, if I had to stop here 
alone. I don't know as I blame Plappy 
for wanting to stay where he was, ten 
dollars’ worth. Our company was sure 
worth it,"

"Aw, you fellows make me tired 1” 
snorted Happy Jack.

Whereupon Pink and Weary, quick 
to seize upon so good an opportunity,

amused themselves by much discussion 
of Happy Jack’s weakness, and planned 
many ways of spending the ten dollars 
which they calmly told Jack he had 
lost. They gave him advice, prated 
much upon the courage without which 
no man may stand the equal of his fel
lows, and badgered him into sulky si
lence and riding apart from them when
ever the trail permitted. So that for 
them the day passed quickly, and the 
journey was pleasant.

That night they slept in the bunk- 
house of the ranch, where were the 
horses, and the next morning was spent 
in branding and venting. So that it was 
almost noon when they deft on the 
homeward trail, and it was sunset 
when they neared the blult which 
rimmed the river; by the time they had 
forced the unruly bunch down the nar
row trail into the bottom-land, it was 
growing dusk.

"This bunch uh freaks are going to 
raise Cain to-night," Pink remarked, at 
the top of his voice, to Weary, on the 
other side of the herd. "They'll break 
back and hit for home, if we don't 
watch ’em pretty close.”

“ That's right," Weary agreed, and 
spurred his tired horse to haze a strag
gler back into the bunch. “We won't 
sleep much."

"Why don’t yuh corral 'em down here 
at the ford ? Are yuh ’fraidf ' taunted 
Happy Jack through the gloom.

"That's just what we're going to tl->, 
Ilappy." Pink retorted. “ You shouldn't 
take a-joke so blame' serious. If there's 
any ghost-walking in this flat, you'll be 
the one that sees 'em."

“Aw, :gwan ! I betche-----" A horse
broke back, and Happy interrupted him
self to take after it.

"Is that corral solid, Cadwolloperf" 
Weary called out.

“ Sure—or it was, last time I saw it. 
It looked all right yesterday, anyway. 
I ’ll ride ahead and open the gate." He 
dug his spurs in, and shot ahead of the 
bunch into the shadows beyond. He 
really did not care much about stopping 
there: if there was no particular rea
son for it. he would much sooner stop 
elsewhere, because the place held an un-
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pleasant memory. But as for fear. Pink 
counted himself immune, and with rea
son. He even smiled at the way he 
had frightened Happy Jack with the 
gruesome story of the place: the way 
Happy had crept into his blankets and 
pul let] the tarp over his head was some
thing to remember with secret mirth.

He clattered into the silent wings of 
the corral and slowed as he neared the 
gate. Ten feet from it he pulled up 
short, and his breath came sharply. The 
gate, swinging wide open, creaked its 
£u«ty hinges in the night wind. Every 
during that first gasp of surprise, some
thing charged out upon him and flashed 
by with the popping of leather and rat
tle of bridle-bit: a great, white horse, 
with empty saddle. As it thundered by 
him. I ’ink saw that one stirrup was 
hooked over the horn.

His own horse had backed and 
wheeled from the suddenness of the 
charge, and Pink leaned and drove in 
the spurs, and fled, panic-stricken, from 
the place.

Out on the flat the dusky silence was 
alive with the beat of frightened, gal
loping1 hoofs. He could hear Happy 
Tack and Weary tearing along the river- 
bank, swearing while they tried to turn 
the stampeding herd, rink raced blind
ly toward their voices.

"Did you see it?" he gasped, when he 
was close to them, and the sound of the 
horses, scattered and fleeing wildly," 
came more faintlv.

“ Something big and white shot into 
the herd, and hell broke loose. What 
was it ?'' Weary rode closer and lis
tened ruefully to the distant pound of 
the runaways.

"Boys, you can laugh—but if it 
wasn't the Fern Outlaw'-----’’

“ Get out!" Weary was frankly 
amused.

"That's all right"—Pink's voice had 
an odd note tlrey had never heard in it 
before—“but so help me Josephine! 
when I rode into the wings a big, white 
horse shot out uh that corral and past 
me like a cyclone."

"Go to the devil! That gate was 
shut—and tied!" objected Weary.

“ It was, but it ain't now," Pink in

sisted doggedly. “And that ain't a ll; 
it had a saddle on. And one stirrup 
—was hooked—oz-cr the horn!'’

“ Aw, gwan!'’ quavered Happy Tack 
unhappily, and looked fearfully behind.

“ Cadwolloper-----"
“ It's the God's truth, Weary !”• said 

Pink, in a tone that forced belief.
"Aw, say, let's get out all this/'' 

Happy Jack implored them.
"Here comes Collins with the pack 

on. all right,’’ said Weary, in a relieved 
tone, as a dark shape ambled toward 
them out of the gloom. “ Come on— 
we'll go.’’

Without another word, they turned 
and rode down the river toward the 
ford, headed for their old camp up the 
creek. When they passed the corral, 
though pride kept them to the trail, they 
rode close-huddled, with Collins jogging 
meekly behind. Collins was a good 
packhorse and never left his masters. 
Their eyes turned to the yawning 
wings, with the posts standing grim and 
ghostly in the night. Where the gate 
had been was shade, but this much 
they could see: the gate, which had been 
fastened with a chain, swung open. As 
they rode slowly past, it creaked weird
ly in the wind, and not one of the three 
but felt a quick tightening of the scalp, 
a prickling along the spine.

From behind, a horse whinnied, and 
the mount of Pink lifted his head and 
sent shrill answer. The three, moved 
by one impulse, broke into a lope. 
Down the willow-shrouded trail they 
galloped silently to where it crossed the 
creek. There their horses would have 
stopped to drink, but their riders kicked 
them into more speed. Again came the 
horse-call from behind.and again Pink's 
horse shrilled answer.

"I guess that's Glory," Weary ob
served. in a peculiar, hushed voice.

A horse splashed into the creek, 
stopped, and came on, galloping. They 
heard the splash, and the pounding gal
lop. and then the popping of saddle- 
leather. I ’ink turned, and, for the first 
time, looked back.

“Oh. my Lord, boys! It's coming!” 
His quirt swished and came down along, 
the rump of his mount.
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"Aw. say! Conic on, boys!" The 
quirt of Happy Jack was swishing, also, 
and Weary kept pace with them. A big, 
white shape was pounding down the 
trail behind, and the creak and rattle of 
gaddle-leather came clearly to them in 
the gloom. And always they fled be
fore, with blank, staring terror clutch
ing sickeningly at their hearts.

They reached the old camp, and 
passed it on a run. with Collins puffing 
faithfully along behind ; with the pound
ing: gallop of that mysterious, white 
shape, and the popping of saddle-leath
er, coming after.

When the sound ceased and the white 
shape no longer pursued not one of 
them could tell. They rode up a long 
si we. their horses loping stiffly, and it 
was Weary, looking back, who saw a 
silent, deserted trail behind.

"I guess we've outrun it.’’ he said, 
pulling down to a walk. "We can af- 
fi wd to let our hair lay down again, 
Cadwolloper.”

"Aw, what yuh got t’ say about 
ghosts now?" croaked Happy, after 
they had ridden slowly for a time, still 
looking often over their shoulders; still 
listening, too, for their pursuer.

"We ain’t saying anything. We're 
busy thinking," Pink retorted, with 
something of his old aplomb.

"Mania! It's the first time I ever 
knew horses had ghosts." mused 
Weary, after another silence.

"That Fern Outlaw never was like 
any other horse." Pink observed gloom
ily. "He always had more devil in him 
than was human.”

"He sure wanted yuh bad, Cadwollop
er." Weary remarked sympathetically. 
And Pink looked again over his shoul
der. but made no answer.

After another mile they pul Sal down 
the creek an 1 camped for the night; 
and once a fire was going and the coffee 
was sending steam up into their eager 
nostrils, they felt more themselves, and 
eonkl go several minutes without lift
ing chin and staring rigidly, listening 
for the creak of saddle-leather and the 
rattle of bridle-bit, and the rhythmic 
pluck, pliickcty-plnck of galloping- 
hoofs.

When they had eaten fried bacon 
and bannock, and had drunk all the 
coffee (Weary had made it stronger 
than usual), they felt still more mas
ters of their nerves, and could discuss 
the thing—and even laugh a little, in a 
half-hearted fashion. All. that is, but 
ligppy Jack. He had always secretly 
believed in ghosts, and with his terror 
was mixed some triumph: he had seen 
Weary and 1 ’ink, the two most skep
tical fellows of the Flying U. thorough
ly and unequivocallv scared. They did 
not even attempt to deny it, although 
they laughed and told just how the 
crfmpi.es felt going up and down their 
spines. Weary even announced, after 
a cigarette or two, that it was simply a 
case of nerves: but not even Pink 
would abet him in that theory.

"I Wasn't scared till after it hap
pened." he protested. "I rode into them 
wings thinking about Happy pulling 
the harp’ over his head, night before 
last. Afltl then I seen the gate was 
open, and then, pimosh ! comes—what
ever it was. And I know it was a 
horse, and a white one: and I know it 
had a saddle on, and that one stirrup 
was hooked over the horn. And yuh 
can’t work all that into a case uh nerves, 
Weary."

"Maybe it was. though: yuh see, 
Cadwolloper, a guilty conscience —

"Was your conscience guilty?" Pink 
demanded hotly. "And didn't yuh hear 
it yourself—and see it? And didn't 
1 lappy hear and see the same? I don’t 
say it was a ghost; I merely say it's 
damn’ queer.”

"It sure was, Cadwolloper.” Weary 
agreed._ solemnlv. "And here’s hoping 
it don’t ramble into camp while we’re 
asleep, and do things to Happy.”

"Aw, it won’t be me." Happy Jack 
protested uneasily. "Pink’s the one it's 
after.”

To this Weary would not agree. 
"Ghosts,” he asserted calmly, "takes af
ter whoever’s the worst scared in the 
bunch: and I leave it to Cadwolloper 
if your teeth didn't sound like bones 
in a coon show. I read a story once 
about a house that was haunted. And 
them that was scared got it a-plenty;
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a dog that was along took to dropping 
his tail at half-mast and sneaking 
around behind furniture- and, Happy, 
that dog had its neck broke by the 
ghosts. The}- don’t like to have folks 
give ’em the shy glance and edge off 
and not act polite and glad to make 
their acquaintance. They're sensitive, 
Iiappy, and their feelings are easy hurt, 
Yuli want to be nice to ’em, and give 
’em the glad hand-----”

“Aw, that's all right,” sneered Happy 
Tack, with an effort. ‘Tint I notice 
you and Pink didn't give no glad hand, 
and yuh didn't act real tickled, either, 
when it come—after us.” He glanced 
behind him nervously, and edged closer 
to the fire. “ Yuh hit the trail up the 
creek about as fast-----"

“We did try to keep up to yuh, 
Happy,” Weary said brazenly, “ We 
Hilda feel responsible for yuh; we 
didn't want yuh to stray Off and 
get lost, and maybe have that big, 
white---- "

Out in the darkness a horse whinnied 
shrilly, with a peculiar, insistent note 
that made their nerves crimple. They 
looked at one another in a questioning, 
startled way, and Weary forgot to fin
ish what he was saying. After that 
they built up- the fire, instinctively com
forted by the jolly, leaping flames that 
seemed to laugh at the darkness, and 
drive it back, and at the white mystery 
which the darkness sheltered. With 
little speech they unrolled their beds and 
lay down, and stared at the weird dance 
of the shadows.

Once Collins lifted his head from 
cropping the young grass just outside 
the glow of the fire, and snorted at 
something which he heard or saw—or 
both. Happy Jack, with his bed so 
close to the bed of Pink and Weary 
that the blankets touched, shuddered 
and dove farther under the shelter of 
his tarpaulin. Weary turned his head 
on the makeshift pillow and met the 
big, lustrous eyes of Pink staring at him 
in the uncertain light.

"If it comes mooching around here, 
Cadwolloper, I'll just try your medi
cine and empty my gun into it,” he 
murmured.

Pink grinned. "Go to it, Weary; but 
what gets me is, what the devil is it? 
I never heard of a horse ghost-----”

"Aw, say ! can’t you fellows drop 
the subject?'’ came, muffled but in
sistent, from under the “ tarp” of Happy 
Jack.

Pink and Weary dropped the subject 
as requested, and, after a while tliey 
slept—and not even I will say that their 
dreams were pleasant or peaceful.

A slanting sunbeam waked them, and 
they got up to face a new day, and 
whatever it might hold for them. They 
were just two minutes in making the 
discovery that, for one thing, the new 
day held a horse that had somehow 
broken his hobble and was grazing afar 
and relishfully.

Happy Jack insisted upon reading 
into the incident something uncanny, be
cause the horse was Pink's own Toots, 
a plump little roan with mild eyes and 
an unlimited capacity for mischief—not 
unlike Pink himself. Because it was 
only Toots, Pink took his rope and 
walked unconcernedly toward him; 
Toots was dead gentle, so that one could 
walk up to him anywhere and lay hand 
upon his shoulder. Because the night 
of uncomfortable experiences was gone 
and the sun was shining into the creek- 
bottom. Pink whistled as he went.

In half an hour he had forgotten to 
whistle. Toots was grazing fifteen feet 
away, and had one eye warily turned 
toward Pink, just as he had done a 
dozen times before. Happy Jack bad 
caught his horse, saddled him. and was 
coming to help, gloating openly at the 
need of it.

"Aw. let me get him for yuh. Pink. 
He's the gentle nag that’s always handy 
t' have on a pack trip, ’cause he won't 
leave camp, and yuh can always walk 
up to him!’’ he fleered. “ Breakfast’s 
ready; yuh better go on and eat, and 
I'll bring in your little old duck-leg 
Toots.”

"All right. Happy." Pink said sweet
ly. and faced toward camp. It was 
then that he went back to whistling; 
Toots had some traits that he knew 
better than did Iiappy Jack. Twice 
Pink looked hack: the first time Plappy
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was swinging- his loop over his head 
within easy roping-distance. and Toots 
was watching the performance with 
mild interest. The second time Pink 
looked Happy was charging indignant
ly— and surprised!}-—down the creek, 
and Toots was some distance in the 
lead. Pink smiled, and took up the tune 
where he had left off.

Pink and Weary ate their breakfast 
in leisurely fashion, rolled the beds, and 
packed what they could without robbing 
Mappft Jack entirely of breakfast. They 
smoked a cigarette apiece, the while 
they listened interestedly to stray bits of 
fervid language which came to them 
from afar. They watched Toots play 
with the temper and the patience of 
Happy Jack, and laughed when the loop 
descended, to find the horse elsewhere.

Then Pink suggested that they go, 
before Happy got desperate and took a 
shot at Toots. Weary got up and 
swung into the saddle, and Pink put his 
saddle on Collins and followed. After 
that there were three roughened tem
pers instead of one. and the creek-bot
tom was an animated place, and the hills 
fairly shuddered at some of the words 
they had to repeat. Pack on the camp
fire the coffee boiled over, and then 
went dry .and burned, with a villainous 
smell, and a gopher came up and sam
pled the batter left for Happy's flap
jacks.

At ten o'clock Pink led Toots ungent- 
ty into camp, and Toots looked exceed
ing meek, and a bit down-hearted. Ire- 
cause he had been caught a full hour 
be uni** he had intended. They un
packed, built another fire, and washed 
out the co!fee-pail and coked dinner to 
save time and because they were all 
hungry. So the shadows lay straight to 
the north and the sun was at its bright
est when they once mi ire splashed 
through the creek and rode up the wind
ing. willow-fringed trail to Drowning 
pnrd. Then they came out into the 
open where stood the corral, and at the 
first glance they caught their breaths 
and looked curiously at one another.

The yawning, empty wings lav open 
to the yellow sunlight: the gate, which 
had swung open, creaking in the night

wind, was closed and tied with the 
rusty bit of chain. Happy Jack pulled 
sharply out of the trail and went close 
along the river-bank—and he went at a 
gallop. Pink and Weary kept to the 
trail, but they, also, went at a gallop. 
It was not till they had reached the 
top of the bluff beyond that they pulled 
up and looked down, at the leaning, 
sag-roofed cabin and the corral with 
its time-blackened posts and rails, and 
at the gate tied shut with the chain.

''Well, I'll be—ding-donged!" said 
Pink solemnly.

“ So will I, Cadwolloper H Weary an
swered, quite as solemnly.

Happy Jack stuck in the spurs. "Aw, 
come on!’’ he implored unhappily.

Xext day they were once more headed 
south with their herd, when they rode 
over a hill, and met, face to face, two 
horsemen who greeted Pink like a 
brother. While the}' were talking, one 
whom Pink called Bill got down from 
his horse—a big, white horse—and 
handed the hackamore rope to the other.

“ I want yuh to hang onto this son- 
of-a-gun while I tighten the cinch," he 
said grimly, as he hooked the stirrup 
over the" horn. “ I don't want to be 
wet afoot, like I was at Drowning Ford 
the other day when we was corralling 
them horses-' there. Yuh know what 
this old devil done to me. Pink? Lunged 
at me like he was going to eat me up, 
when I was going to tighten the cinch, 
and pulled out; and I didn't get him, 
either, for twenty-four hours—and then 
we run him back into the Drowning 
Ford corral and caught him yesterday 
morning. I'm going t' get me an an
chor, and drop it like he was a steam
boat. when 1 get oft him after this.

Pink rolled a cigarette the while he 
looked at the horse. "He's a dead 
ringer for the Fern Outlaw, ain’t he, 
Bill ?" he remarked.

“ Sure. He’s own brother to the Fern 
—and mighty near as devilish when he 
takes a notion that way; but lie's sure a 
drifter, all right.’’

W hen, the two rode off. the three 
looked after them thoughtfully. Then 
they glanced at one another and grinned 
foolishly.
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issued from under the 
lower berth — a tiny 
rivulet of red! By 
slow degrees it crept 
along the dark magen
ta carpet, till presently 
it stole u n d e r  the 
closed door, collecting 

in a tiny pool outside, and glistening 
faintly in the glare of light from the 
grand saloon.

The Irish coast was barely discerni
ble in the deepening twilight. The stop 
at Queenstown for the mails had been 
a brief one. The tender had brought 
off the pouches, as well as a number of 
passengers, chiefly second and third- 
class. Others had been taken ashore, 
and the stir and confusion had sub
sided. Many of the saloon-passengers, 
who had lingered on the promenade- 
deck in enjoyment of the early evening 
air, now were on their way to the di- 
uing-room, it being nearly eight o'clock’.

About that time a saloon steward 
coming through one of the long corri
dors from which some of the first-class 
staterooms were entered, noticed the 
glistening spot on the carpet near one 
of the doors, only a few yards from the 
entrance to the main saloon. He bent 
down and touched it, then looked at his 
hand and found it red with viscous 
blood.

Captain Redlaw happened to be pass
ing through the saloon on his way to 
the deck at that moment. With af
frighted eyes and countenance turned 
to a greenish-gray, the steward rushed 
up to him and displayed his stained fin

gers. The captain, a burly, outspoken 
old Englishman, halted and stared.

"What ill thunder's that?’’ he de
manded.

“Blood, s ir ! There's something
wrong-----”

“Wrong where?-’
“Here, sir. I noticed it as I-----"
Captain Redlaw thrust him aside, 

stared down at the little red pool, then 
tried to open the stateroom door. Finis 
ing it locked, he crouched and peered 
into the keyhole. The key was not in 
the lock.

"Bring the steward who has' charge 
of this room,” he commanded. “Look 
lively.’’

Startled passengers, observers of the 
incident, were drawing nearer. Others 
followed, thronging to that corner of 
the saloon adjoining the corridor, and 
a moment later Captain Redlaw caught 
sight of Mr. Felix Boyd and Jimmie 
Coleman, returning from the dining
room.

“ I say, Boyd,” he cried, with a famil
iarity born of long acquaintance. "Look 
this way, will you? There’s something 
amiss in this cabin. There may have 
been a crime committed, tor here’s a 
pool of blood near the door."

“A crime. Captain Redlaw?’’
“ I hope you'll look into it for me in 

that case, since that’s in your line and 
out of mine. Make wav, there, gentle
men. The saloon is the place for you, 
ladies. Don’t block the passage.’’ 

“Well, well, Jimmie, it appears that 
even on the high seas we are not to be 
exempt from professional calls,’’ Boyd
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quietly remarked, as the two threaded 
their way through the gathering crowd. 
'‘Yes, yes, by all means command me, 
Captain Redlaw, if the occasion re
quires it. I'll do the best I can for 
you. What seems to be the matter?”

‘Clatter enough, Mr. Boyd, I fear. 
We shall know when the steward 
comes with a key to this room.”

There were faces growing pale with 
apprehension among the observers, and 
awed eyes were turned upon Mr. Felix 
Boyd. Many wondered why Captain 
Redlaw appealed to hint so quickly, for 
both Felix Boyd and the Central Office 
man, then en route from Liverpool to 
New York, were personally known to 
only a few on board the huge ocean 
liner. With her commander, however, 
Boyd long had enjoyed friendly rela
tions, and the appeal was only a nat
ural one under such ominous circum
stances.

Boyd glanced down at the blood
stained carpet, then at the closed door.

“Who has this cabin, captain?" he 
inquired.

“ I don't know—I have only just 
heard that— —”

“Better send for the purser and as
certain,” Boyd interrupted. “ It may be 
that a crime has been committed, as you 
say, though more probably we shall dis
cover a case of suicide. An ocean liner 
is not a likely place for violence, 
and------”

“Here's the steward. Open this door, 
Frazer.”

The steward had hurriedly ap
proached, and at once proceeded to un
lock the stateroom door. Captain Red
law, followed by Felix Boyd, stepped 
into the room and switched on the elec
tric light.

“ Good Lord!” The seaman recoiled 
with a horrified gasp.

Felix Boyd took in the scene in a 
flash, and, seizing Captain Redlaw by 
the arm, drew him back nearly to the 
door.

“ It’s murder—not suicide!” he said 
positively. “ Wait one moment, Red
law, while I look around.”

In the lower berth Boyd found a 
dead man, his figure awry, his feet

thrust into the farthest corner, his head 
near the outer edge. There was a deep 
wound on the left side of his throat, 
and an open razor lay back of him in 
the berth. Ide was entirely dressed, with 
the exception of his coat, which hung 
on a hook in the wall; yet his vest and 
undergarments had been rudely torn 
open, as if he had been forcibly and 
hurriedly searched. The man was ap
parently about forty years old.

The room was in considerable dis
order. On the floor were two empty 
portmanteaus, the contents of which had 
been removed and scattered in all di
rections. In one corner was a large 
leather bag, quite old and defaced, the 
straps of which still were secured. On 
a stand near-by was an open cham
pagne-bottle, quart size, yet a glass near 
it had not been used.

Felix Boyd took up the bottle, hold
ing it between his eyes and the electric 
light, and found it nearly half-full. He 
shook it slightly, then set it down and 
glanced at his watch. It was precisely 
eight o'clock. Stepping to the berth, 
he laid his hand for a moment on that 
of the dead man, which he found to be 
cold and nearly rigid.

“Do you really mean, Captain Red
law, that you wish me to investigate 
this affair?” he abruptly asked, revert
ing to his companion.

“Do you really think it is a case of 
murder ?" Captain Redlaw inquired.

“ I haven't the slightest doubt of it.”
“ Before we're fairly at sea, too! This 

points to a rough passage. Do what 
you can for me, Mr. Boyd, that's what 
I say. I cannot put back to report the 
case, nor to land the body; that's out 
of the question. If you can get at the 
truth for me-----”

“ May I handle the case in my own 
way ?”

“ Yes, yes, that you may. What's to 
be done first?'’

“Nothing can be done for this man,” 
Boyd quickly replied. “He’s as dead 
as a door-nail. I will examine the evi
dence here a little later. Send for the 
purser and we’ll learn who was booked 
for this cabin. Let's step outside un
til he comes.”
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The news of the crime had spread 
through the grand saloon, filling all 
hearers with dismay; and inquisitive 
men and pale, staring women, impelled 
by a curiosity greater even than their 
dread, were pressing forward.

In the corridor Captain Redlaw 
gripped Boyd by the arm, saying quite 
hurriedly:

"I'll leave this affair to you for a 
time. I will send Mr. Gill,, the purser, 
al-n the chief steward. Bob Webb. 
P» >th will be sulMeet to your orders un
til I can come below again. I'll so in
struct them.''’

Boyd merely nodded, then glanced 
at tire Central Office man.

“Keep an eye on the door, Jimmie, 
and see that it's not opened." he whis
pered. “ I want nothing disturbed in 
there. ’’

“What do you make of the case?” 
queried Coleman, under his breath.

Felix Boyd shook his head but said 
nothing. lie  stood in silence with his 
back to the wall, his hands thrust into 
his pockets, and his gaze vacantly drift
ing from one to another of the many 
faces around him.

The observers thronging the saloon 
and corridor stared at him and won
dered. PI is name had been whispered 
among them, and a general interest had 
been aroused concerning him and what 
he would do in this emergency. Yet 
Boyd continued mute and motionless, 
apparently oblivious of the inquisitive 
gaze of all, until the ship's purser ap
proached with his lists.

Mr. Gill was a slender, dark man, 
obviously inclined to nervousness. He 
was followed quite closelyy, however, by 
a man of exactly the opposite type: a 
strapping, broad - shouldered, prepos
sessing fellow, of thirty, with the florid 
face, yellowish hair, and clear, blue 
eyes of a thoroughbred Saxon—the 
chief steward. Mr. Bob Webb.

Boyd measured them with a glance, 
and now the watching throng were 
treated to a sample of his work, evi
dently one for which they had been 
waiting, for necks were craned and ears 
strained when he began a rapid fire of 
questions.

“Now, Mr. Gill, let’s get at this with
out delay,” he said bruskly, when the 
purser approached. “ Who was booked 
for this cabin ?”

“Two men, sir.” Mr. Gill already 
had consulted his lists.

“Their names, please.”
“ Hendrick Chisholm and Walter H. 

Sterling.”
“Is either name familiar to you?” 
“ No, sir.”
“ You don't recall either man as a 

former passenger on this steamer ?”
“ I do not. Yet it’s not impossible 

that----- ”
"It doesn’t matter,” Boyd tersely in

terrupted. “ Where were the bookings 
made ?”

“At the London office, sir, during yes
terday.”

“Were they made at the same time ?” 
“Evidently not. The names appear 

in different parts of the list.”
‘Wh, that's quite significant,” cried 

Boyd. “ Can you tell me who was 
booked first?”

“The man named Chisholm. He was 
given the lower berth, the one almost 
invariably selected by a man taking a 
two-berth cabin.”

“ Yes, yes. I see.” nodded Boyd. “ Bet
ter for him, perhaps, if he had chosen 
tlie upper. Can you tell me how long 
afterward Mr. Sterling was booked for 
the same cabin and given the upper 
berth ?"

“ Not more than an hour, I should 
say. The names are not widely sepa
rated on the list sent from the London 
office.”

“ You think an hour fairly accurate?” 
“Yes. I should say less, if anything.” 
“ Do you recall seeing either man af

ter he came on board this morning?"
“ I do not.”
“Well, well, it now looks as if the oc

cupant of the lower berth, Mr. Chis
holm, had been murdered by his fellow 
passenger, who may have gone ashore 
in the Queenstown tender. In that case 
—here, steward!" Boyd swung around 
and called to the man who had discov
ered the crime.

“Yes, sir.”
“ See if you can find Mr. Walter H.
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Sterling anywhere on board. It's bare
ly possible that he has not heard of this 
affair. lie  may be at dinner, in the 
smoking-room, or on deck. Hurry, 
Won’t you, please? Don’t you know, 
purser, whether or not the two men 
came on board together?”

Boyd’s caustic bluntness at such 
times, of which he was entirely uncon
scious, was far from agreeable. It was 
horn of the: irrepressible energy and 
eagerness with which he invariably pur
sued an inquiry of this kind.

Mr. Gill shook his head, frowning 
darkly, and replied with some asperity : 

"I already have said, sir, that I did
not see either-----”

“Yes, yMt I remember—excuse me!” 
I It iyd interrupted. “Yet surely some of 
you passengers must have seen one or 
both of these men, either entering or 
leaving this stateroom. Speak up, 
please, if you did. It’s utterly improb
able that neither man has been noticed 
during- the day’s run from Liverpool. 
I want a description of Mr, Walter H. 
Sterling.”

For several moments the forcible ap
peal brought no response. Situs stared 
mutely at him and dubiously shook 
their heads, while most of the ladies 
near-by were awed by the very nature 
of the scene. Presently, however,, a 
slender little woman who stood trem
bling at the open door of the next state
room forward, from which she had 
emerged only a few moments before, 
ventured a little nearer and said, with 
obvious timidity:

“ I saw both gentlemen this morning, 
sir, when they came to their cabin.” 

“Ah, thank you. madame.” Boyd 
turned with a bow and smile. “Where 
were you at the time?”

“Seated in the saloon, sir. I was 
curious to know who were to occupy 
the rooms adjoining mine, as I am trav
eling only with my maid, and I saw 
both men enter this stateroom.''’

“Then perhaps you can tell me more 
about them,” said Boyd quickly. “ Did 
they arrive together?"

“ Xo, sir.”
"Which came first?”
"A tall, light-complexioned man,

with two portmanteaus, lie  looked like 
a German."

“Chisholm—no doubt of it!" cried 
Boyd. "Go on, madame, if you please."

"Pie entered the room, and I have 
not seen him since. I think he lias re
mained there all day. At least, sir, I 
have heard sounds from there at inter
vals, for I have been confined to my 
room all day with a severe headache."

“ Your testimony is very valuable,” 
Boyd quickly rejoined. “ Can you tell 
me at what hours you heard sounds 
from this room, and of what they con
sisted ?"

‘'Well, yes, in a general way." the 
woman said slowly. "I heard nothing 
of consequence during the morning and 
early afternoon. About three o’clock, 
however, I heard somebody knocking 
on the door. I think it was one of the 
stewards, for the knocking was repeated 
a little later, and I inferred that some
thing had been ordered and brought to 
the man in this room. I had heard him 
at intervals from the time I entered my 
own cabin."

“ Yes, yes, I see," nodded Boyd. “ Did 
you hear a disturbance at any time?”

“Xo, sir.”
“Or persons talking?”
“Only once.”
"When was that?"
“When I first came to my room soon 

after we left the Liverpool dock. The 
other passenger then was in the room, 
and-----"

“Ah, yes! Stop a moment," Bowl 
interrupted. “ I remember your saying 
you saw him arrive. *®You still were 
seated in the saloon, 1 infer."

“Yes, sir."
“ Did he arrive soon after Mr. Chis

holm ?’’
“About five minutes. I should say. 

He carried a leather bag with straps 
around it-----"

“ Yes, yes. that’s the man," cried 
Boyd, with an unusual display of ea
gerness. “ You can, of course, describe 
him for me. Try to do so, I beg. This 
is very important.’’

The woman drew back a step and 
colored in some confusion.

“Really, sir, I can do so only in a
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general way." die nervously answered. 
“ 11c was quite a large matt, with bowed 
shoulders and a heavy figure. He was 
about fifty years bid. I should say. and 
I thought he looked lilac a sea-captain."

"Why so, please?"
“ Because lie was very brown, as if 

tanned, and he wore a heavy dark 
beard. He \c as not as well dressed, 
moreover, as most gentlemen who travel 
first-class. 11c entered this room, and a 
little later I heard the two men talk
ing, but could distinguish nothing that 
was said. The large man, I judge by 
his heavy tread, left the room after half 
an hour, and I did not hear him return. 
In fact, sir, I have heard nothing more 
from that room than I have stated, un
til a few moments ago."

“The last is not material,” Boyd 
quickly rejoined. “The absence of Mr. 
Sterling, providing he cannot he found, 
admits of only one interpretation. If 
your description of the man is correct, 
madame, and I have no reason to 
doubt "

“T te  lady's description is perfectly 
correct, Mr. Boyd." interposed the chief 
steward. “ I remember having seen just 
such a man on the upper deck this 
morning. The same man went ashore at 
Queenstown, moreover, for I saw him 
board the tender while we were taking 
on the mail."

“Well, well, that surely settles it!" 
Boyd turned to the man who had 
spoken. “Are vou quite positive of thatg 
Mr. "

"Webb, sir."
“Ah. yes, I remember. Captain Pcd- 

law said he would semi you here to as
sist me. Are you quite sure, Mr. 
Webb, that the same man boarded the 
Queenstown tender ?"

With an inquiring stare at the blue 
eyes of the chief steward. Boyd drew 
even nearer to him while speaking.

“Well, sir," Webb replied with a 
laugh. “ I am sure that a man such as 
this lady has described-----"

“That’s what I mean, of course.”
"I saw him board the tender, sir. 

I'm positive of that."
“ It’s only what I have suspected from 

the first." Bovd drew back with a

frown. “That's ail. purser. I'll got de
tain V'.'U. anv longer. Mr. Webb will, I 
think, give me any further aid that I 
may require."

“ Yes, sir," Mr. Webb quickly as
sented. “Captain Rediaw Rid me to 
take your orders."

“They'll be few and far between," 
Boyd responded. withVUsma! assurance. 
“ I reckon there's not jh-gcli more to be 
learned. It's plain enough that Mr. 
Walter II. Sterling has eluded justice 
for a time, at least. This wav, Jimmie. 
We'll see what we can find that may 
throw any light on the crime. Much 
obliged, madame, for year valuable in
formation. Come with us, Mr. Webb, 
in case I need you."

Boyd again had opened the cabin door 
and was thrusting the Central Office 
man into the room.

II.

It would have required a clairvoyant 
to have discovered any promising sign 
in the clouded countenance of Mr. Felix 
Bovd. It was plain that he had come 
to the only conclusion tenable under 
the incriminating circumstances—the 
same at which Jimmie Coleman had ar
rived. as well as every hearer of the in
quiry just ended. The cam seemed, in 
fact, to admit of no other solution.

With the solution of a mystery, more
over. the interest in it at once begins 
to subside. The throng in the corridor 
gradually dispersed, seeking a more 
cheerful atmosphere. and only the closed 
door of the fatal room into Which Felix 
Boyd had entered with his two com
panions repaid the persistent curiosity 
of the few who lingered.

Frowning with aversion, as if the 
whole affair was an irrepressible bore 
to him, Boyd quickly threw off his coat 
after entering and tossed it into the 
upper berth.

“There's nothing to it. Jimmie, noth
ing at all." he declared, with nervous 
asperityv "We'll see what we can learn, 
of course, since Captain Rediaw ex
pects it. but really there is nothing to it. 
Sit down, Mr. Webb, if you like. Take
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the chair near the door. I ’ll speak if 
I need you.”

“Certainly, Mr. Boyd; all right,” 
Webb said genially, but he stared and 
wondered at his bruskness.

“Nothing to it, Felix, did you say?” 
Coleman repeated questioningly.

“I mean nothing under the surface, 
of course,” cried Boyd, crouching at the 
lower berth to view the dead man. “ It's 
all aboveboard, Jimmie; as plain as day
light. The rascal who did this job 
took no pains to hide his tracks. He 
may have been disguised, but that’s 
all.”

"Think so?”
"He was trailing his victim in Lon

don, that's evident. He booked soon 
after him; made sure of securing the 
upper berth in the same cabin; fol
lowed him to Liverpool by rail, and— 
well, well, you may see for yourselves. 
He quietly did the job this afternoon; 
late enough to head off detection before 
he could board the Queenstown tender. 
That's about the size of it, Jimmie.”

"Lhiless Walter Sterling still is on 
board ?”

"You don’t expect that, do you?" 
cried Boy«l. “ It’s a hundred to one his 
name was fictitious, and that the rascal 
now has eluded the police. Captain 
Redlaw will not put back to report the 
case—of course he’ll not—hence the 
knave has at least a week’s start of 
Scotland Yard, and that should be 
enough for any man. Well, well, we’ll 
see what we can learn, since I've con
sented to do so.”

"You must be right, sir,” Webb ven
tured to remark, despite the intense ir
ritation Boyd was displaying. “There 
seems to be no way of getting around 
it.”

“There is no way, none at all, Mr. 
Webb, or I should discover it,” Boyd 
curtly responded.

The Central Office man shrugged his 
shoulders, frowning with grim disap
proval ; at which the steward glanced 
up at him, then smiled faintly and shook 
his head. He sat with his back to
ward the door, his powerful figure 
bowed forward, his arms across his 
knees, his attention fixed upon Boyd's

every movement, and his full, florid 
face and clear blue eyes reflecting an 
interest he made no attempt to conceal.

“ You fellows seem to think I’m lame,” 
snapped Boyd, observing the glance that 
passed between them. “ See for your
selves. It cannot be a case of suicide. 
Note that the wound is on the left side 
of the throat, severing the jugular vein, 
yet here lies the open razor behind him 
in the berth. He could not have placed 
it over there after inflicting such a 
wound. Besides, the blade is perfectly 
clean. It can't be a case of suicide.”

“By Jove ! I saw this man last eve
ning in London,” broke in Webb, who 
had come close to the berth. " lie  
boarded the night express on which I 
came up. I ’ll swear he’s the one.”

"That doesn’t help us any, Mr. 
Webb, since we already know he prob
ably traveled by the night express,” 
Boyd curtly replied. “ If you had seen 
Walter Sterling instead, and could give 
us some clue to his identity and move
ments—but that’s equally vain, since 
you cannot have seen him. You were 
in London, eh? We left there Tues
day.”

“Only for a day,” Webb carelessly 
nodded. “I run down for a talk with 
my sister each time we make Liver
pool. She sort of expects it, you know, 
and-----”

"See who knocks.”
The burly Saxon swung round and 

opened the cabin door a few inches, in 
response to a knock on the panel. It 
was the saloon steward, who came to 
report that Mr. Sterling was nowhere 
to be found.

"Humph!" Boyd ejaculated, when 
Webb informed him. "That no longer 
surprises me. The man may be in 
Dublin by this time, Or on his way 
there. By the looks, Jimmie, robbery 
was his motive."

“ So I think.”
“ Chisholm must have had something 

the scoundrel was after, for not only 
have his pockets been emptied, but his 
garments also have been opened, as if 
Sterling suspected him of wearing a 
money-belt. Yet I can find no evidence 
that he wore one.”
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“ Such a suspicion is significant, Fe
lix, for all that,” Coleman quickly de
clared.

"True, Jimmie. It indicates that 
Sterling and this man were not 
strangers, and this job was previously 
planned, and with definite knowledge. 
It would be worth while to know what 
Chisholm had that Sterling was after.”

“ Alone)-, in all probability,” Webb 
remarked, with his ever ready smile.

"Quite likely, since that is most fre
quently the incentive to such a crime,” 
Boyd admitted, with a nod. "I f  we can 
learn a little more about this man, we 
may be able to discover the relations 
between the two. Let's see what we 
can find.”

He began a hurried examination of 
the two portmanteaus and the garments 
scattered about the room. None of the 
latter were marked in any way, yet on 
one of the leather portmanteaus he 
found the initials of the murdered man, 
and under it a quantity of business- 
cards. These he seized and hastened to 
examine.

"Oh, ho!” he quickly exclaimed. 
“A commercial traveler, eh? ‘Helm- 
hurst & Straus. Bremen. China and 
porcelain.’ Evidently, Jimmie, this man 
was agent for a German china con
cern. Here’s his name in red letters 
on the card—‘Hendrick Chisholm.’ ”

"That’s right, Air. Boyd, surely,” 
Webb quickly interposed, with some 
eagerness. “There are two large sam
ple-trunks on board, moreover, bearing 
the name of the same firm. I saw them 
sent into the hold.”

“Very good, very good,” Boyd reit
erated, still studying the card. “There 
now appears to be no doubt of the 
man’s identity and vocation.”

“ None whatever, sir, I should say,” 
supplemented Webb.

"Yet just who Sterling was, and— 
ah, by Jove! this may give us some 
clue to the rascal.” Boyd seized the 
black leather bag previously mentioned, 
dragging it from the corner and hasten
ing to undo the straps.

"That was Sterling’s, eh?” inquired 
Coleman.

“The lady in the next room saw him

bring it aboard,” nodded Boyd. “Just 
why he left it here, if his, is hard to say. 
He may not have dared return for it 
after committing the crime. Probably 
he knew it contained nothing by which 
he could be identified. Or possibly he 
has stuffed it with garments not his own 
size, thus aiming to mislead the police. 
That would be a shrewd trick, and one 
that might be played with some success, 
providing no one specially observed him 
after he came on board, noting his size
and-----  Locked, eh? Got any keys,
Jimmie? Got a key, Air. Webb, that 
will fit this ?"

Boyd looked up with a single swift 
glance from one to the other. The 
Central Office man growled a negative, 
and grimly shook his head. For the 
bare fraction of a second the cold, blue 
eyes of the chief steward, intent upon 
Boyd’s every move, took on a gleam like 
that from a blade of steel, and the ge
nial look disappeared for a moment 
from his face. Before either man could 
offer any aid, however, Boyd bruskly 
added:

“Don't bother. There's a way of get
ting into it, Jimmie. How's this?”

"It beats a key, Felix, for fair.”
With his knife Boyd had quickly slit 

both sides of the leather bag and re
vealed its contents. It was stuffed full 
of—worthless old rags and crumpled 
London newspapers!

The chief steward uttered a cry, and 
Coleman stared his amazement.

Boyd cast the bag back into the cor
ner and rose to his feet.

“That doesn't surprise me, Jimmie,” 
he said. "I guessed as much when I 
fr und it locked. The bag was only a 
blind. It deceived this unfortunate fel
low. and for that only it was intended. 
Air. Walter H. Sterling has done his 
villainous job, and has cleverly made his 
escape; so cleverly that it's odds he will 
never be taken."

“ I'm blessed if I can see, however,” 
Coleman mused, “ just when and how he 
caught this man napping, and managed 
to '-.ill him unheard. But Chisholm 
may have been asleep.”

"Yes, that may be,” Bovd agreed. 
“Or possibly he had been drinking
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and------ Step down to the bar, Mr.
Webb, will you ? Find out at what hour 
this bottle of wine ivas ordered, and 
bring- up the steward who served it. I 
wish to ask him a question.-’

Webb sprang up like a man eager to 
comply,

‘T il have him here in two shakes of 
a lamb's tail, Mr. Baj*d.” And he hur
ried away.

Boyd lazily watched him depart, but 
with the slamming of the door he sur
prised the Central Office man by 
abruptly renewing his investigations, 
moving with eagerness and haste that 
were fairly startling, Darting to the 
berth, he began to search the dead 
man’s garments chiefly the linings, go
ing even so far as to examine his 
stockings and shoes.

“What are von after now?" de
manded Coleman, in amazement.

“A hidden pocket, Jimmie, or some 
secret concealment."

The reply had come in a sharp whis-
per. .A startling chano-e had come over
Fel«: Boyd. Hi-' bro\vs were knit, his
eyes aglow, his features white and
drawn— signs the Central Office man
long a.go had lea i■ nod to read correctly.

"Great C;esar f lie ex<claimed. “Are
you off on a new track?-’

"That’s what, Jimmie.”
"You don't mean. Felix, that you’re

on the track of---- ’’
‘'Haven’t you eyes, Jimmie? Can’t 

you see two or three hours were spent 
in a search for something after this 
murder was committed ? Even the bed
ding of the lower berth has been over
hauled and tucked back. Xo steward 
ever left it in that shape. Berth, man, 
garments, luggage — everything has 
been hurriedly and thoroughly searched. 
I must know for what.”

"Vet you've said-----”
“ Xo matter what Fvej said. Back up 

against the door. Jimmie. I don't wish 
to he disturbed. Something was hid
den here that Sterling was determined 
to find and get away with. It was for 
that he committed the crime. He did 
not find it readily. The search required 
time, much time, as the disorder here

plainly proves. Yet lie must have 
known it was here, and I reckon the 
rascal found it. I should be able, then, 
to find the hiding-place, at least, which 
may give us a clue to the kind of plun
der he was after. It may help us if I 
can------ What's this?"

Though he spoke and moved like one 
in frantic haste, Boyd was not excited. 
Flis rapid movements, his forcible re
marks, rarely above a vehement whis
per; his swift, searching glances, fairly 
fierce in their intensity—these were only 
outward signs of the nervous energy 
and passionate determination with 
which, when his keen detective instinct 
was stirred, he sought the solution of 
such mysteries as this.

While lie spoke, having examined the 
larger portmanteau, Boyd had seized 
the smaller of the two, and was eagerly 
studying numerous express and trans
portation labels that were pasted on 
either side. One of these, a dark-blue 
one, that of a German express com
pany, was pasted so neatly over an
other that it aroused his suspicion.

"Stuck on very carefully." he mut
tered, taking out his knife with which 
to scrape off" the tipper label. "Express- 
men plaster these things On haphaz
ard. yet this appears to have been 
pasted over another with a design to
hide----■ Dutch, eh? What’s this?
Amster—Amsterdam—oh, by Jove !"

Boyd had brought to light, on a 
faded yellow label tinder the blue one, 
the name of the famous old city. In
stantly, under a startling impulse, he 
turned and glanced again at the lower 
berth. With augmented eagerness lie 
renewed his examination of the port
manteau, inside and out. sounding the 
bottom of it with his knuckles, then 
pressing it with his thumbs, and all 
the while with his eyes growing- 
brighter.

Presently he discovered in one of 
the interior corners a few faint 
scratches, as if a thumb-nail had occa
sionally been forced under a neat fold 
of the inner leather. Forcing his own 
beneath it, he found that he could raise 
an artfully concealed false bottom, dis
closing a space barely half an inch in
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depth in the apparently solid bottom of 
the portmanteau.

"Eureka!" he cried, glancing up. "I  
have it, Jimmie.”

"What now?” Coleman drew near
er, with eyes dilating.

"A false bottom here—a secret con
cealment. Jimmie," Boyd hurriedly re
plied. "Only a small space, eh? Yet 
ample to contain well, well, say a 
package of bank-notes, a few folded 
bonds, 01 a number of valuable docu
ments. Amsterdam, eh? If I'm not 
mistaken, old chap, we yet shall get at 
the bottom of this affair, and- - some 
one coming, eh? Xot a word. Jimmie! 
Do only what I tell you !”

As quick as a flash Bocal had replaced 
the neatly fitted leather bottom and rose 
to his feet, leaving the portmanteau on 
the floor. At the same moment Mr. 
Webb reentered the room, accompanied 
by a cabin-boy.

"Here is your man. Mr, Boyd.” he 
said heartily. ‘'He brought a bottle 
of wine to this cabin about three 
o’clock.”

"Three o'clock, eh?" Boyd indiffer
ently echoed, surveying the two with an 
insouciant stare. "Are you Quite sure 
of the hour, my lad? It's of no special
consequence, yet---- "

“ Yes, sir.” the boy interrupted, hav
ing found his voice after his fir.~t hor
rified look at the scene. "I'd just g'one 
on duty, sir.”

“This man ordered the wine, eh?” 
“ Yes. sir."
“ What was he doing when you an

swered Iris ring?”
“ He was lying in his berth, sir, as if 

he'd just woke up.”
“Audi when you served the order?” 
“ He still was in the berth, sir.” 
“ Alone 4icre ?”
“Yes. sir.”
“That's all, thanks. Don't talk about 

this among the passengers.”' Boyd 
nodded and waved him from the room. 
“ .Much obliged to you, Webb, for bring
ing him here. I wanted to know only 
whether Chisholm was alone when he 
ordered the wine.”

“Aye, I see, sir,” Webb affably re
joined.

III.
The smoke from fragrant Havanas 

hung like a filmy gray mist on the 
quiescent air. Men seen at a distance 
across the broad smoking-room ap
peared like visionary figures viewed 
through an intangible veil. It was ap
proaching midnight, yet the room was 
far from deserted.

At one of the large card-tables sev
eral men were engaged in a game of 
poker, but their play was listless, and 
the game lacked spirit. The grim 
specter of crime and death stood at 
their elbows, even, and they had less 
interest in their cards and chips than 
in the garrulous remarks of the chief 
steward, who was seated at another 
large table near-by in company with 
Captain Redlaw, Mr. Gill, and the first 
mate.

“He's all right, sir, this man Boyd,” 
Mr. Webb was saying, with a rare dis
play of enthusiasm. "Let him alone, 
Captain Redlaw, to have got at the 
truth ! I've heard of sharp detectives 
—in fact. sir. I've seen a good bit of the 
work done by some of our Scotland 
Yarders: but I never saw one sound 
to the bottom of a mystery more quick
ly and keenly than this man Boyd. I ’ll 
lay my month's pa}' against half a sov
ereign. sir. that he is right."

There was a flush on the face of ge
nial Bob Webb, a bright light in his 
clear blue eyes. His praise of Mr. 
Felix Boyd and his discernment had 
been so forcibly uttered that it at
tracted general attention, and the 
intercot of many hearers was at once 
augmented. They were venturing to ap
proach the table, and soon were stand
ing in groups around it. The poker- 
players were laying aside their cards 
and turning to listen. Observers more 
removed were shifting to chairs in that 
part of the room, where, one and all 
seemed to anticipate, startling revela
tions soon were to be made. That they 
were to witness the final act of a dread
ful drama, however, no one among 
them appeared to expect.

Captain Redlaw had listened grimly, 
and now rejoined:
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‘"He thinks Sterling did the foul job,
does he?"

“ He does, sir.”
“And that he landed at Queens

town ?”
“ He has no doubt of that, sir,” Webb 

declared. “ I convinced him of that. 
I saw the bearded scoundrel when he 
boarded the tender, just after we took 
on the mail.”

“ You did, eh?”
“ Aye, sir, I did. I can tell you pretty 

well just what Boyd thinks of the case, 
and what----- ”

“What I think, Air. Webb, could not 
easily be told by any man except mv- 
self.”

"Oh, beg pardon ! Are you here, Air. 
Boyd ?“

None had heard his quiet step. None 
had noticed him approach. Xobody 
was aware of his presence until his 
calm, incisive voice was heard, and his 
tall, lithe figure appeared back of the 
chief steward's chair, much as if he 
had come up through the floor. If his 
observers had known him better, they 
would have been awed by the gravity 
of his thin, white face.

“Don’t rise, Air. Webb,” he said 
quietly. ‘T il sit over yonder.”

Boyd moved to a seat at the opposite 
side of the table while speaking. At 
the same time the Central Office man 
appeared from behind a group of in
terested observers, and, upon seeing no 
vacant chair, he came and coolly 
perched himself on the arm of that oc
cupied by Air, Webb.

“Don't get up,” he muttered. “This 
is good enough for me.”

“ Have the chair," said Webb genial
ly. “ I ’ll send for another.”

“ Xo, no; sit still. Here’s room for 
both.”

“Just as you say.”
“ Is it too late, Captain Redlaw, for 

you to hear my report ?" Boyd was ask
ing meantime.

“ Xo, no, it's not too late; far from 
it,” Captain Redlaw bruskly replied. 
“ I ’ll not sleep before hearing it, since 
I must shape my course by it. Will you 
go to my room, or-----”

“There is no occasion,” smiled Boyd.

"What little I have to say may as well 
be said here.”

“ As you like, Air. Boyd. I reckon 
it doesn't matter.”

Boyd drew forward, resting his arms 
on the table.

“ I first will state what occurred. Cap
tain Redlaw,” he began, arnid a silence 
that grew oppressive. “ I then will 
mention the discoveries and deduc
tions I have made, which point to the 
motive for this crime and the possible 
identity of the criminal.”

A curious, quite indescribable ex
pression, and one that killed forever his 
attentive smile, appeared for a moment 
on the face of the chief steward. It im
mediately lost its poignant intensity, 
however, when Boyd pointedly added, 
still gazing at Captain Redlaw :

“ I do not expect, mind you, that I 
have hit the nail squarely on the head.”

"Xo. no, that's not likely; not to be 
expected. Go on, Air. Boyd."

"Captain Redlaw, the man entered 
on your list as Hendrick Chisholm was 
booked yesterday 'at the London office. 
Soon after a second man, giving the 
name of Walter H. Sterling, secured 
the upper berth in the same cabin. Both 
men came to Liverpool on the night ex
press, and boarded your liner this morn
ing. Chisholm was the first to come 
on board, bringing two portmanteaus. 
He entered his cabin at once, and, for 
reasons I presently will disclose, he did 
not intend to leave it until after the 
stop at Queenstown."

"How do you know that. Air. Boyd?” 
Webb impulsively asked. "How do you 
know that he did not intend to leave 
it?"

“ Since we cannot learn that he did 
leave it, Air. Webb, we may reasonably 
assume his intentions,” Boyd replied, 
with a faint smile.

“ Aye, mebbe so,” Webb admitted, 
suddenly becoming aware that he was 
attracting attention.

Boyd resumed, without further com
ment :

“At three o’clock, after remaining 
several hours in his cabin, Chisholm or
dered a bottle of champagne. It was 
served by a cabin-boy, who states that
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he found Chisholm alone in the room, 
lying in his berth, and that he was told 
to leave the bottle and glass on the 
cabin stand.”

A second question rose to Webb's 
lips, but it was not uttered. There are 
moments when one may feel that self- 
preservation hangs upon self-restraint.

Felix Boyd did not appear to notice 
him, and the gaze of all had again re
verted to himself.

"Now concerning Sterling,” he con
tinued. "The circumstances plainly 
indicate that he and Chisholm were ac
quainted, that he was watching Chis
holm in London, that he booked suffi
ciently soon after him to secure a berth 
in the same cabin, where we know that 
the two men met this morning. It is 
perfectly safe to assume, then, that 
Sterling was in disguise. He remained 
with Chisholm a short time, then left 
the stateroom. He did not return to 
it, so far as we know, until after three 
o’clock, at which hour Chisholm was 
alive and lying in his berth. Later, 
however-—just how much later is not 
material—Sterling entered the room, 
quietly killed and robbed Chisholm, 
and then made his escape undetected. 
A lady occupying the next room has 
given us a very reliable description of 
the criminal, and Mr. Webb has posi
tively stated that he saw the same man 
board the Queenstown tender.”

"Aye, he did, sir, and I'll swear to 
it.'’ Webb forcibly declared.

"On the contrary, Mr. Webb, he did 
nothing of the kind.” '

It came like a bolt out of the blue, 
this startling assertion. Captain Red- 
law stared in blank amazement, silenced 
for a moment by the bare possibil
ity ; while Webb swayed forward until 
his broad breast touched the edge of 
the table.

“ Nothing of the kind?” he hoarsely 
echoed. “ Why do you say that, Mr. 
Boyd ?”

“ Because it is true.” Boyd’s voice 
took on a sharper ring. “Contrary to 
your positive assertion, Mr. Webb, and 
the conviction of nearly all, Walter H. 
Sterling did not board the Queenstown 
tender. He still is on this vessel.”

“Good heavens!” Captain Redlaw 
shouted, starting up from his chair.
“ If that is a fact----- ”

“One moment!” cried Boyd, throw
ing up his hands and quickly quelling1 
the confusion and excitement occa
sioned by his startling statement. 
“ Continue to give me your attention, 
gentlemen. Lest I possibly have erred, 
Captain Redlaw, it is imperative that 
vou should know on what I base mv be
lief.”

Captain Redlaw, flushed and frown
ing. dropped back in his chair.

The stir and confusion around the 
table subsided. Nearly every eye was 
fixed upon Felix Boyd. None appeared 
to notice the genial Bob Webb, whose 
geniality had now given place to ex
treme nervousness. His cheeks were 
no longer ruddy, but deathly pale, and 
his eyes aglow with sinister fire.

"Having informed you what I believe 
to have occurred. Captain Redlaw, I 
now will state the discoveries and de
ductions on which my opinion is 
founded,” Boyd quickly resumed. “I 
shall be as brief as possible.”

"Take your own time, Mr. Boyd. If
what you say is true----- ”

"You shall judge for yourself, sir. 
One of the first things I noticed upon 
entering that stateroom, Captain Red
law, was the bottle of wine and the 
empty glass left by the boy. I saw 
at once that the glass was clean. It 
had not been used, despite that the wine 
had been opened.”

"Yes, yes, I remember. You exam
ined the bottle bv holding it up to the 
light.”

"I examined the wine that it contained, 
rather than the bottle,” Boyd corrected 
him, with a faint smile. “The bottle 
was about half-full, and the wine had 
not gone entirely stale. By shaking it 
a little, the tiny bubbles of the effer
vescence still could be seen.”

“ From which you infer?”
“ Not infer, but kuou','’ Boyd quickly 

declared. "I have made a careful study 
of numerous kinds of champagne, par
ticularly the brand under discussion, 
with a view to learning just how long 
a time must elapse before the wine be



222 THE 'PO PU LAR M AGAZIN E

comes perfectly flat. In this particular 
brand. Captain Red law, the extreme 
limit of time, as proved by testing' more 
than one hundred bottles, is a little 
more than one hour.'’

“Well, well, what does that signify?’’ 
Webb impulsively asked, still bowed 
forward to the table. “What do you 
make out of that ?"

Boyd turned a little in his chair and, 
for the first time, addressed himself ex
clusively to the chief steward.

“ It signifies much. Mr. Webb, when 
in conjunction with one other fact,” he 
replied, with some austerity.

“What fact is that?”
"I found that the body of Chisholm 

was cold and nearly rigid, a condition 
which, in the case of a man killed by 
violence, could not have come in less 
than two or three hours. Do you see 
the point, Mr. Wehb ? The life of the 
wine when I examined it plainly proves 
that the bottle could not have been 
opened by Chisholm, for it had been 
opened within the hour. Chisholm had 
been dead at least two or three hours. 
It must, then, have been opened by his 
assassin, who drank about half the con
tents of the bottle. That he drank it 
from the bottle, moreover, rather than 
delay to pour it into the glass, plainly 
indicates his haste and the excitement 
under which he was laboring'.’’

“That theory may be all right.’’ Webb 
scornfully cried, with lips nervously 
twitching. “ But what does it amount 
to ? Suppose he did open the wine and 
drink it out of the bottle ? That proves 
nothing.’’

“You are wrong. Mr. Webb.”
"How wrong?”
“One fact is positively proved by the 

slight effervescence remaining in the 
wine when I examined it.”

“ Well. well, what is it?"
“The bottle, as I have said, had been 

opened within the hour,” Boyd forcibly 
declared. “Of that fact I am absolutely 
certain. Yet nearly two hours had 
elapsed since the departure of the 
Queenstown tender, Mr. Webb, on 
which you say you saw the criminal 
leave the liner. You are wrong, sir. I 
know that the assassin still was in his

stateroom when the Queenstown tender 
departed, and that he still is on board 
this vessel. The evidence admits of no 
other conclusion.”

"Mebbe it doesn't—mebbe it doesn’t!"  
Webb hoarsely reiterated, twisting un
easily in his chair. “But your opinion 
is based only on a theory— an infernal
ly lame theory, at that. I'll not swal
low it, sir, nor take hark my statement. 
I still say I saw the man leave on the 
Queenstown tender.”

“ Very well, very well, Mr. Webb, 
since you are so sure of it,” Boyd curtly 
replied. “Let us go a step farther, 
then. The disorder in the stateroom 
plainly showed that, after committing 
the crime, the criminal spent a long time 
searching for something, obviously that 
for which the deed had been done, It 
occupied film from the time he killed 
Chisholm until he opened the bottle of 
wine, at least two or three hours. Mr. 
Webb.”

“ Suppose it did!” cried Webb, half 
in his throat. “ What of that ?"

“ Xo ordinary' incentive could have 
induced a man To remain so long on 
the scene of a murder he committed,” 
Boyd quickly answered. "In searching 
for some clue to what Sterling was 
after, Mr. Webb, I discovered evidence 
plainly pointing to the true character 
of Chisholm and his motive for remain
ing in his stateroom."

“You did. eh? What did you find?”
“I will tell you what I found,” Boyd 

quickly answered. “ On one of the nu
merous labels pasted on one of Chis
holm’s portmanteaus, I found evidence 
that he recently had been in Amster
dam. That city, as you may' know, is 
one of the diamond markets of the 
world. It at once occurred to me, Mr. 
Webb, that Chisholm might have had 
diamonds in his room; that his name, 
cards, and sample-trunks might be only 
blinds by which to hide his true identity 
and designs, and that he was about at
tempting to smuggle a quantity of dia
monds into the United States.”

“Faugh!" Webb hoarsely ejaculated. 
“That’s absurd !”

“ Yet his keeping his room, as a man 
might do who feared that officers were
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on his track, and would journey as far 
as Queenstown, tended to confirm my 
suspicion. That I was right,'' Boyd 
quickly added, with startling austerity, 
‘'lies in the fact that I finally discovered 
under a false bottom in the same port
manteau the hiding-place in which the 
diamonds had been concealed. Mr. 
Webb, the hiding-place was empty-----”

“ Empty !"
"But the diamonds are here! Look 

out—look out for him, Jimmie! Get 
a grip on his arm s! Don't let him pull
a gun! If you do-----  Too late! He's
done for!’’

The climax of the intensely dramatic 
scene came like a Hash, and terminated 
in a moment. As he reached the end of 
his long recital, amid a silence broken 
only by the sound of his own low, 
ringing voice, Boyd's hand suddenly 
had appeared above the edge of the ta
ble, and over the dark cloth top he 
scattered fully half a hundred loose 
diamonds, that gleamed and glittered 
with scintillating flashes while they 
rolled and danced across the table, like 
things endowed with life and a light all 
their own.

Cries of amazement arose on every 
side, but one and all were drowned by 
the roar that broke from the lips of the 
chief steward. He leaped up like a 
man electrified, only to feel Coleman's 
arms close around him. only to hear the 
ringing commands that came from Fe
lix Boyd.

In a frenzy of utter desperation, en
dowed with the strength of madness, 
he tore himself free for a moment, got 
one hand to his hip pocket, swaved to 
and fro like an oak in a gale in his mad 
endeavors to shake off the half-score 
of men who had closed in upon him ; 
and then, despite all efforts to prevent 
it, the ringing report of his revolver, 
turned upon himself, thundered through 
the smoking-room, and genial Bob 
Webb dropped to the floor in the very 
midst of his adversaries, with a bullet 
lodged in his lungs.

"Rough on him, Jimmie, so it was,” 
Felix Boyd gravely assented, while he 
and the Central Office man were pre

paring to turn in that night. “ But he 
who sows the wind must expect to reap 
the whirlwind. Fie got only what was 
due him, Jimmie, and it's just as well 
for him that, the inevitable end came 
quickly. He will, at least, be spared the 
agony of a trial, conviction, and execu
tion.”

“Not yet dead, is he ?"
“ He was alive when I left him, but he 

cannot last until morning.''
"Made a full confession, did he?” 
“Yes. That was hardly needed, how

ever. for I had the case down pat. 
From the moment he said he saw 
Sterling board the Queenstown tender, 
I was sure he was my man."

"Because of the fact that you knew 
Sterling still must be on board?’' 

“ Certainly," nodded Boyd. “You al
ready know how I deduced that fact. 
It's a curious circumstance, Jimmie, 
that my discernment of the truth hinged 
entirely upon that wine. ’ If Webb had 
not opened it. it's odds that he never 
would have been suspected, and that the 
affair would forever have remained an 
unsolved mystery.”

“ I reckon so. too. Felix.’’
“ Knowing when I began my inquiry 

that the criminal must still be on board, 
despite the general belief to the con
trary. I was merely contriving to evoke 
a declaration from some person to the 
effect that Sterling had been seen to 
board the tender at Queenstown. If I 
could do that, Jimmie, knowing it would 
be a lie, yet one most natural to a man 
aiming to avert suspicion from himself, 
I realized that I should at least estab
lish the identity of the criminal."

"I see the point. Felix."
"The assertion came from the last 

man I expected, however, one of the 
vessel's crew," continued Boyd. “ I 
rather looked for it from one of the 
passengers. U p°n stepping close to 
Webb a moment ■ later, I detected the 
odor of wine on his breath, and I then 
had no doubt of his guilt."

"That was before you took him into 
the stateroom ?”

"Certainly. I then aimed only to 
blind him with a conviction that I was 
on the wrong track, Jimmie, until I
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could evoke further remarks from him, 
or make such discoveries as would clear 
up the entire case. W hen he said that 
he was in London yesterday and saw 
Chisholm board the night express, I 
saw that he had no misgivings concern
ing me. You already know, Jimmie, 
how I got at the truth after sending him 
for the cabin-boy, which I did only to 
continue my search unobserved by 
him.”

“ Yes, yes, that’s plain enough.”
"While he was gossiping in the smo

king-room I searched his stateroom, 
which I contrived to enter with your 
skeleton keys. It required some little 
time for me to locate the stolen gems, 
but I finally found them in one of his 
rubbers.”

“ Good work, Felix,” Coleman nodded 
approvingly. “What had he to say in 
his confession?”

“About what I expected,” Boyd re
plied. "It appears that Chisholm made 
a business of smuggling diamonds 
across the water, and covered his game 
by pretensions similar to those em
ployed on this occasion. His true name 
is Chester, however, and he has been at 
this work for some time, under one alias 
or another. Webb long has known him, 
and on previous occasions has aided him 
to get his goods ashore. It's an easy 
matter for a ship's steward, you know, 
to evade the customs inspectors, and he 
has been well paid.”

“ But what led him to do this rascal
ly job ?’^

“Avarice,” Boyd tersely rejoined, 
“ lie  had, it appears, been engaged by 
Chisholm to land a lot of diamonds in 
New York soon after our arrival. This 
job was put up |n London while Webb 
was visiting his sister. Not satisfied 
with the sum to be derived by dealing 
squarely with his confederate, Webb 
resolved to secure the entire lot of gems 
by killing and robbing him. He ob
tained a suitable disguise, booked in 
London soon after Chisholm, and se
cured the upper berth in the same cabin, 
and boarded the steamer as a passen
ger. After a brief talk with Chisholm

in their cabin, during which the latter 
did not recognize him, Webb went to 
his own room, left his disguise, and as
sumed his customary duties. Natural
ly, then, nobody saw Sterling during 
the day, a fact that further confirmed 
my suspicion."

“ Yes, yes, I see.”
“About four o'clock Webb went to 

his room and resumed his disguise. 
Leaving his cabin unobserved, he went 
to Chisholm's stateroom and found the 
latter asleep in his berth. He had or
dered the wine about an hour before, 
but had not opened it, probably drop
ping asleep before he felt inclined to 
drink it. Webb locked the door, and 
did his rascally job without being heard. 
Then lie began a search for the dia
monds, which he knew to be in the 
room, but was not informed of their 
hiding-room. It took him until seven 
o’clock to find them.”

“He was a persistent dog. I'll give 
him credit for that," Coleman re
marked. with a growl.

"Decidedly so,” Boyd assented. “A 
bit unnerved by his work, however, 
Webb then opened the wine and drank 
a portion of it from the bottle. In the 
stir and confusion that followed the de
parture from Queenstown, he succeeded 
in leaving the room and reaching his 
own unobserved. There he again re
moved his disguise and resumed his 
customary duties. It has been his habit 
to be off duty during the hours he was 
engaged in his knavish work, and a 
statement that he was asleep in his 
room would ordinarily have been be
lieved. Nearly an hour later the crime 
was discovered. Jimmie, and—well, 
well, you know what followed."

The Central Office man was silent 
for a moment, then grimly nodded and 
rejoined, as he tumbled into his berth: 

“ Yes, I know. Felix: I know. I 
reckon you're all right, too, in thinking 
it's better as it is. The sooner the end 
comes, poor devil, the better.”

“ Far better, Jimmie.”
Fe'ix Boyd reached up and switched 

off the light.
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P  V E R Y  m o n t h  w e  r e c e i v e  a n d  a n s w e r  

s o m e  t w o  t h o u s a n d  l e t t e r s  f r o m  

o u r  f r i e n d s  w h o  r e a d  T h e  P opular. 
W e  a r e  g l a d  t o  r e c e i v e  e a c h  o n e  o f  t h e m ; 

w e  w o u l d  p u b l i s h  a l l  o f  t h e m  i f  w e  

c o u l d — b u t  t h e  22.\ p a g e s  o f  t h e  m a g a 

z in e  a r e  f o r  t h e  f i c t io n  t h a t  o u r  r e a d e r s  

w a n t ,  a n d  t h e  p a g e s  w h i c h  y o u  a r e  r e a d 

i n g  n o w  a r e  s e t  a s i d e  f o r  t h e  l i t t l e  p e r 

s o n a l  t a l k  w h i c h  w e  h a v e  w i t h  y o u  e a c h  

m o n t h .  A l l  t h e  l e t t e r s  w h i c h  w e  r e c e i v e  

p r a i s e  t h e  m a g a z i n e .  W e  h a v e  o n ly  o n e  

f a u l t  t o  f in d  w i t h  t h e m .  O u r  c o r r e s p o n 

d e n t s  t e l l  u s  t h a t  t h e y  l i k e  a l l  t h e  s t o r i e s  

in  t h e  m a g a z i n e .  W e  a r e  g l a d  t o  k n o w  

t h a t ,  b u t  w e  w a n t  t o  k n o w  w h i c h  o n e s  

t h e y  l i k e  t h e  b e s t .  W e  w a n t  m o r e  l e t t e r s  

f r o m  y o u ,  w e  w a n t  e v e r y  o n e  w h o  r e a d s  

t h i s  p a g e  t o  w r i t e  t o  u s .  W e  w a n t  y o u  

t o  t e l l  u s  w h a t  y o u  c o n s i d e r  t h e  s t r o n g e s t  

f e a t u r e  o f  t h e  m a g a z i n e .

9 9 9

'  p A K E  t h e  p r e s e n t  n u m b e r  o f  t h e  

m a g a z i n e  f o r  i n s t a n c e .  T h e  v a r i e t y  

o f  i t s  c o n t e n t s  is  s o  g r e a t  t h a t  t h e r e  m u s t  

b e  s o m e  d i f f e r e n c e  o f  o p i n i o n  a s  to  

w h i c h  is  th e  b e s t  s t o r y .  " T h e  T a m i n g  

o f  R e d  B u t t e  W e s t e r n "  i s  a n  A m e r i c a n  

r a i l r o a d  s t o r e ,  w i t h  a n  i n t r i c a t e  p lo t

a n d  a  g r e a t  m a n y  c h a r a c t e r s ; “ T h e  B o s s  

o f  t h e  B o n n e c h e r e "  i s  a  s t r o n g ,  s i m p le  

s t o r y  o f  p r i m i t i v e  m e n  a n d  f i g h t e r s  in  

t h e  N o r t h w e s t ;  J .  K e n i l w o r t h  E g e r t o n 's  

s t o r y ,  “ T h e  A d v e n t u r e  in  t h e  P e t t i c o a t  

M a z e , "  i s  s t i l l  a n o t h e r  t y p e  o f  s t o r y .  I t  

i s  a  s t o r y  o f  a d v e n t u r e  a n d  i n t r i g u e ,  b u t  

i t  i s  a  s t o r y  o f  p e o p le  in  a  h i g h  s t a t e  o f  

c i v i l i z a t i o n ,  p e o p le  w h o  a r e  a c c u s t o m e d  

t o  d i s g u i s e  a n d  s u p p r e s s  t h e i r  e m o 

t i o n s ,  w h i l e  " V o t a r i e s  o f  V o o d o o , ”  b y  

F r a n c i s  W h i t l o c k ,  i s  a  t a l e  o f  t h e  W e s t  

I n d i a n  j u n g l e  a n d  t h e  p r i m i t i v e  b l a c k  

m a n .  W h i c h  o f  t h e s e  s t o r i e s  d o  y o u  

l i k e  b e s t ?  W e  f e e l  c o n f i d e n t  t h a t  y o u  

w i l l  l i k e  t h e m  a l l .  I f  a  s t o r y  i s  a  

P opular s t o r y  it m u s t  b e  i n t e r e s t i n g  a n d  

e x c i t i n g ,  n o  m a t t e r  w h e r e  t h e  s c e n e  is  

l a i d  o r  w h a t  t h e  s t y l e  o f  t h e  a u t h o r .  W e  

w a n t  t o  k n o w  w h i c h  o f  t h e  s t o r i e s  

p l e a s e s  y o u  b e s t  a c c o r d i n g  t o  y o u r  i n 

d i v i d u a l  t a s t e ,  a n d  w e  s h a l l  f e e l  p e r s o n 

a l l y  g r a t e f u l  t o  y o u  w h e n  y o u  w r i t e  

t o  u s .

9 a  a

W H E N  y o u  h a v e  f i n i s h e d  t h i s  n u m 

b e r  l a y  i t  a s i d e  u n t i l  n e x t  m o n t h ,  

a n d  t h e n  c o m p a r e  i t  w i t h  t h e  S e p t e m b e r  

i s s u e .  W e  p r o m i s e d  t h a t  w e  w o u l d  c o n 

t in u e  t o  i m p r o v e  t h e  m a g a z i n e  t h r o u g h -



A CHAT WITH YOU—Continued.

o u t  t h e  y e a r  w i t h  e a c h  s u c c e s s i v e  n u m 

b e r ,  a n d  w e  w i s h  t o  c a l l  t o  y o u r  n o t i c e  

t h e  f a c t  t h a t  w e  a r e  l i v i n g  u p  t o  t h i s  

p l e d g e .  N e x t  m o n t h 's  i s s u e  s h o w s  t h e  

e f f e c t  o f  t h e  m o s t  a g g r e s s i v e  c a m p a i g n  

e v e r  m a d e  b y  t h e  p u b l i s h e r s  o f  a n y  

m a g a z i n e  t o  s e c u r e  t h e  b e s t  f i c t io n  t h a t  

w a s  w r i t t e n .  " T h e  D o o r  o f  t h e  D o u b l e -  

D r a g o n , ”  t h e  c o m p l e t e  n o v e l  w h i c h  a p 

p e a r s  in  t h e  S e p t e m b e r  n u m b e r ,  i s  t h e  

b i g g e s t  t h i n g  e v e r  w r i t t e n  b y  G e o r g e  

B r o n s o n - H o w a r d .  I t  i s  a  t a l e  o f  

A m e r i c a  a n d  t h e  m y s t e r i o u s  C h i n e s e  

E m p i r e  w h i c h  n o  o n e  f u l l y  u n d e r s t a n d s ,  

a n d  w h i c h  n o w  a p p e a r s  t o  b e  w a k i n g  o u t  

o f  a  s le e p  o f  a  t h o u s a n d  y e a r s .  T h i s  

n o v e l  i s  t h e  r e s u l t  o f  a  t r i p  t o  C h i n a  

a n d  a  p e r i o d  s p e n t  a s  a  f o r e i g n  o f f i c e r  in  

t h e  C h i n e s e  A r m y  b y  t h e  a u t h o r .  “ T h e  

N o r t h e r , ”  b y  C .  T .  R e v e r e ,  i s  t h e  s t o r y  o f  

a  c o w b o y ,  a  b l i z z a r d ,  a  p a c k  o f  w o l v e s ,  

a n d  a  b e a u t i f u l  w o m a n .  T h e r e  i s  s o m e  

r e a l  l i f e  w o v e n  in t o  t h i s  n a r r a t i v e ,  a n d  

y o u  w i l l  f e e l  t h e  t h r i l l  o f  i t  w h e n  y o n  

r e a d  it .  A n o t h e r  s t o r y ,  “ T h e  S k e w b a l d  

P a n t h e r , ”  b y  E d w a r d  L u c a s  W h i t e ,  is  

w o r t h y  o f  m e n t i o n  n o t  b e c a u s e  i t  i s  

b e t t e r  t h a n  a n y  o f  t h e  o t h e r  s t o r i e s ,  f o r  

t h e y  a r e  a l l  t h e  b e s t  t h a t  m o n e y  c a n  b u y ,  

b u t  b e c a u s e  o f  i t s  u n u s u a l  t y p e .  I t  i s  a n  

a c c o u n t  o f  a  t h r i l l i n g  e p i s o d e  in  't h e  

a m p h i t h e a t e r  o f  a n c i e n t  R o m e ,  b u t  t h e r e  

i s  n o t h i n g  o l d - f a s h i o n e d  in  t h e  m a n n e r  

o f  i t s .  t e l l i n g .  I t  i s  a s  v i v i d ,  a s  u p - t o - d a t e  

a n d  n a t u r a l  a s  a  s t o r y  c a n  b e .  P e r h a p s  

y o u  t h i n k  t h a t  t h i s  i s  i m p o s s i b l e .  Y o u  

w i l l  c h a n g e  y o u r  m in d  w h e n  y o u  r e a d  

t h e  s t o r y .

J ^ E A L  s p o n t a n e o u s  h u m o r  i s  a b o u t  

t h e  h a r d e s t  t h i n g  in  t h e  w o r l d  t o  

g e t  h o ld  o f .  W e  a l l  h a v e ,  o r  t h i n k  w e  

h a v e ,  w h i c h  a m o u n t s  t o  a l m o s t  t h e  s a m e  

t h i n g ,  a  k e e n  a p p r e c i a t i o n  o f  t h e  l u d i 

c r o u s ,  b u t  h o w  m a n y  p e o p le  a r e  t h e r e  

a m o n g  y o u r  a c q u a i n t a n c e s  w h o  c a n  r e a l l y  

m a k e  y o u  l a u g h  h e a r t i l y ?  H o w  m a n y  

a c t o r s  a r e  t h e r e  w h o  c a n  k e e p  y o u  l a u g h 

i n g  a s  l o n g  a s  t h e y  a r e  o n  t h e  s t a g e ?  

H o w  m a n y  c o m i c  p a p e r s  a r e  t h e r e  t h a t  

s e e m  t o  y o u  g e n u i n e l y  a n d  s p o n t a n e o u s l y  

f u n n y ?  V e r y  f e w ,  i f  y o u r  e x p e r i e n c e  

h a s  b e e n  a n y t h i n g  l i k e  o u r s .  T h e  m a n  

w h o  c a n  t e l l  a  f u n n y  s t o r y  i s  a l l  to o  

r a r e ,  b u t  t h e  m a n  w h o  c a n  w r i t e  o n e  is  

r a r e r  s t i l l .  W e  h a v e  k n o w n  a  g o o d  

m a n y  m e n  w h o  c o u ld  k e e p  a  d i n n e r - t a b l e  

in  a n  u p r o a r  o f  l a u g h t e r ,  b u t  w h o s e  w i t  

s u d d e n l y  d e s e r t e d  t h e m  w h e n  t h e y  w e r e  

g i v e n  p e n  a n d  p a p e r  a n d  t o l d  t o  w r i t e  

i t  o u t .  W e  h a v e  b e e n  s e a r c h i n g  f o r  

t h e  m a n  w h o  c o u ld  w r i t e  f u n n y  s t o r i e s  

w i t h  a  f in e  t o o t h  c o m b .  W e  f o u n d  h im  

in  A .  M .  C h i s h o l m .  Y o u  w i l l  r e a d  o n e  

o f  t h e  m o s t  l a u g h a b l e  o f  h i s  y a r n s  in  

n e x t  m o n t h 's  P opular.

a  a  if

NE V E R  in  t h e  h i s t o r y  o f  t h e  m a g a 

z i n e  h a s  i t  c o n t a i n e d  t h r e e  s e r i a l s  

o f  t h e  s t r e n g t h  a n d  i n t e r e s t  o f  “ Z o l l e n -  

s t e i n . ”  “ T h e  D e v i l ' s  P u l p i t , ”  a n d  “ T h e  

M a n  W h o  W a s  D e a d . ”  W e  o n l y  m e n 

t io n  t h i s  in  p a s s i n g .  N o  d o u b t  y o u  h a v e  

n o t i c e d  i t  a l r e a d y .  W e  j u s t  w a n t  t o  

r e m i n d  y o u  t h a t  t h e  b e s t  p a r t  o f  t h e s e  

t h r e e  s t o r i e s  i s  y e t  t o  c o m e ,  a n d  t h e  

s t r o n g e s t  i n s t a l m e n t s  p r i n t e d  y e t  w i l l  a p 

p e a r  in  t h e  S e p t e m b e r  P opular.
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A little care— a little daily attention— and a little Milkweed 
Cream will give the woman who cares, a perfect complexion

What attention do you give your face and hands? You 
wash them of course, but that’s not enough. Exposure to 
the weather, to heat and cold, to dirt and dust, indoors and 
out, to the tainted air of the ball room or the steam of the 
kitchen, will take the bloom from any complexion. These 
causes and conditions result in a sallow complexion, make 
the skin rough, coarsen its texture, and unless proper atten
tion is given there comes lasting and unsightly facial blemishes.

M ilK w eed  C re a m
Used night and morning has proven to women everywhere that 
they can have a clear, bright and healthy skin, for it

Improves bad Complexions, Preserves good Complexions.
Milkweed Cream is a skin food with tonic properties. It is dainty, fastidious, 
refined; just a little applied with finger tips (no rubbing or kneading) clears the 
minute pores from dust and dirt, stimulates them into natural activity, and through 
them feeds the inner skin so that a brilliant and glowing complexion is obtained. 

Sold by all druggists at 50 cents and $1.00 a jar, or sent postpaid on receipt 
of price. A  sample will convince you; mailed free for stamp.
F .  F .  I N G R A M  (&L C O . ,  7 0  T e n t h  S t .

DETROIT, MICH.

“ J u s t  a  g le a m  o f  iv o r y  in  
h e r  s m ile ."

Miss Adele Ritchie
One of America’s Most
beautiful Artistes,says:
“ Zodenta -anil im p a rt  a 

ra d ia n c e  o f  d a z z l in g  w h ite  
to the teeth th at no oth er  
d e n t ifr ic e  can g iv e . "

ZODENTA
Is for particular people, 
for those who care about 
the little things which 
add to the appearance 
of the well groomed 
man or woman.

It is a dentifrice in 
paste form different 
from the ordinary pastes 
because the ingredients 
are blended together 
by intense heat, so that 
Zodenta is always the 
same.

It dissolves all inju
rious deposits which dis
color and in time ruin 
the delicate enamel, caus
ing decayed teeth. It pre
vents the formation of 
tartar and destroys all 
poisons and germs which 
cause softened and dis
eased gums.

If your druggist does 
not keep Zodenta. send 
us 25 cents for a large 
(2 *4  oz.) tube postpaid. 
Your money returned if 
you don’t like it.

Write for Tooth Brush 
Holder, mailed free.
F. F. Ingram & Co. 
70 Tenth 
St.

Detroit 
Mich.

c :Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.’
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A Moral Thief is Not 
a Legal Thief

in the eyes of the law, and by that token many a man is at home when his 
rightful place is in jail.
MTT A man, by dint of thought and work, invents an article of food, of wearing 
□J apparel, or for domestic use. He carries out his conception; he gets it 

ready for the market; he recognizes the requirements of the law of the land and 
patents his article; he invests large sums of money in letting the people know 
about it, and he makes a success.
MIT Along comes a man who has no brain wherewith to conceive except to 
TÍJ trade upon the other man’s success, and “Uneeda Biscuit” becomes 

“Uwanta Biscuit”; “Jap-a-lac” becomes “Jac-a-lac”; “Cottolene" becomes 
“ Cottoleo”; “ Pears’ Soap” becomes “Peer's Soap,’ and so on. All these imita
tions are purely and palpably intended to mislead the public, to confuse the buyer. 
MIT Such a parasite not only lives on the brain and capital of another, but he 
□I also directly hopes to get an undeserved livelihood by playing upon the cre

dulity of the public. Pie is a coward, as is proved by the fact that he imi
tates. His article is never so good as that which he imitates, for the same moral 
twist that plays upon a name will play upon the quality of the article. As a 
matter of fact, he has no need to think of the quality of his article, for he relies 
on his misleading label; hence, quality, to him, is of slight importance, and 
therein lies the fraud against the consuming public.
MTT The bid for patronage upon which he usually relies is his untruthful assurance 
TU that his article “is just as good as others” and—here comes in his strong 
point—“it is cheaper in price.” And thus thousands are fooled: trapped into 
supporting a moral thief and a business coward.
MTT Perhaps you fail to realize that you have it in your power to raise the 
jl standard of American business honesty by a refusal to patronize such imita

tions. For just in proportion as you make it easier or harder for these moral 
thieves to succeed, so do you make the business of honest dealings easier or 
harder for your husband, brother, father or son.
^  ’ Business will be honest just so far as the public demands it shall be. The two 
Til or three cents saved in your support of an imitative article represent the costliest 

investment you can make toward the lowering of these business ideals with which 
the men of your family must sooner or later battle when they go out into the com
mercial world. You, by your patronage, build up or tear dowm honest business ideals.

Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”
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Your
Favor?

Your
Face

Your personal appear-
ance must be either an Nik-
aid or a hindrance to
you—which is it ? Do
wrinkles, sallowness or a double chin make
you look older than you should? To-day
it is possible, with a little care, for a
woman to overcome the results of neglect
or unnatural living. All that is required
is a few minutes’ massage occasionally with

Pom peian
Massage Cream
Then the wrinkles disappear, the sallowness 
gives way to a clear, rosy complexion, and the V  
flesh becomes firm. There is no mystery, noth- 
ing miraculous about it. Pompeian Massage
Cream simply aids the natural action of the pores and blood vessels, which brings 
back natural conditions and the natural inherent beauty of the skin. It is not a 
cosmetic, contains no grease, will not promote the growth of hair.

T E ST  IT WITH SA M PLE AND B O O K LE T —SE N T  F R E E
S i m p l y  m a i l  u s  a  p o s t a l  c a r d  r e q u e s t ,  a n d  w e  w i l l  s e n d  y o u  a  l i b e r a l  s a m p le ,  

t o g e t h e r  w i t h  o u r  i l lu s t r a t e d  b o o k  o n  F a c i a l  M a s s a g e ,  a n  i n v a l u a b l e  g u i d e  f o r  th e  
p r o p e r  c a r e  o f  t h e  s k in .

W e  p r e f e r  y o u  to  b u y  o f  y o u r  d e a l e r  w h e n e v e r  p o s s ib le ,  b u t  d o  n o t  a c c e p t  a  s u b s t i 
tu t e  f o r  P o m p e ia n  u n d e r  a n y  c i r c u m s t a n c e s .  I f  y o u r  d e a l e r  d o e s  n o t  k e e p  i t ,  w e  w i l l  s e n d  
a _ 5 0 c . o r  $ 1 . 0 0  j a r  o f  th e  c r e a m , p o s t p a id ,  t o  a n y  p a r t  o f  t h e  w o r ld  o n  r e c e ip t  o f  p r ic e .

POMPEIAN M FG. COMPANY, 12 P rospect Street, C leveland, Ohio
Pompeian Massage Soap is appreciated by all who are particular in regard to the quality 
of the soap they use. For sale by all dealers—25 cents a cake; 60 cents a box of 8 cakes.

Blfc—— ---

Má . _■. L  ill. Lá . ill . ^

f m

Ê ã

T e l l  t h e  s u b s t i t u t o r :  “ N o , th a n k  y o u , I  w a n t  w h a t  I  a s k e d  f o r .  G o o d -b y e .’— . . - _ - -
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There are a great many reasons why you should read

SMITH’S MAGAZINE
W e have space to tell you only a few of them.

JT jT  It is the biggest illustrated magazine. It contains a 
*-y complete novelette in every number. It contains the 
best short stories published. Each number has an art 
section on heavy tinted paper. It is a magazine with 
SO M E T H IN G  in it for E V E R Y B O D Y .

gn T Besides the highly illuminated art section printed 
on special paper, which contains new pictures 

suitable for framing, by Nosworthy, Learned, Dunton, 
and other prominent American artists, each issue has 
in it sixteen photographic studies of stage favorites, 
beautifully printed on heavy calendered paper.

^TT S M IT H ’S contains departments for women con- 
V y ducted by Grace Margaret Gould and Mrs. Augusta 
Prescott. It has special articles written by Charles 
Cochrane, Charles Battell Loomis, C. H. Forbes-Lind- 
say. R e n n o l d  W o l f  contributes each month an 
article on dramatic topics.

jn j The fiction is the best work of such writers as 
^41 Elmore Peake, Anne O'Hagan, Annie Hamilton 
Donnell, Edwin L . Sabin, Robert Barr, William Ham
ilton Osborne, W . B. M. Ferguson and Dane Coolidge.

JH T  S M IT H ’S has acquired exclusive rights to all 
the future work of Charles Garvice, Mary J .  

Holmes and Mrs. Georgie Sheldon.

I s s u e d  f i r s t  o f  e a c h  m o n t h .  F i f t e e n  c e n t s  p e r  c o p y .

S M I T H  P U B L I S H I N G  H O U S E ,  N E W  Y O R K  C I T Y

6
T ell the su b st itu to r: “ N o, thank you, I w an t w h at I  asked  fo r . Good-bye.'
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m \\

The
Book  Off with your coat! Roll up your sleeves! Don’t

be afraid of a rough-and-tumble with work! You’ll never 
know your real power as a money-maker until you put yourself 

f r e e  to the teát. No young man who reads this announcement need ever
say that he never had a chance to show what he could do as a m oney

maker. The Oliver Typewriter Company offers any bright, clean-cut young 
fellow an opportunity to become a Local Agent for the Oliver Typewriter—the fastest selling writing 
machine because it is the best.

The No. 5 Oliver—the new model that recently came on the market—is having a wonderful sale. 
Its overwhelming advantages over old-style typewriters of all makes have won the day.

Business houses, great and small, are throwing out anti
quated and “ experimental”  machines by the wholesale and i 
taking on Olivers. A  revolution is taking place in the type- j 
writer industry.

TRe.

OLIVE!}
T̂ pcWri*tcr (

The S ta n d ard  Visible W riter
has all the improvements known to modem typewriter 
making—exclusive features that place it far in the lead.
It turns out a greater volume of high-class work in a given 
time than any other typewriter in the world.

It does a greater variety of work than any other machine.
Everywhere the public is clamoring for demonstrations of the new Oliver No. 5. Although our 

force numbers thousands, it is unable to cope with the stupendous task. W e must have more men at 
once to assist in this great work of demonstrating the new machine.

W e wish to make it clear that this is not merely a temporary need. W e offer perm anent 
positions, liberal salaries and opportunities of advancem ent to men who can qualify as Local 
Agents. W e offer— absolutely free, all expenses p aid— a Course of Training in T H E  O L IV E R  
S C H O O L  O F  P R A C T IC A L  S A L E S M A N S H IP , and will back you with our powerful resources 

Does this interest you? Then send at once for a free copy of the remarkable book, “ The Rise 
of the Local Agent.”  Inspiring stories from real life crowd its many pages. It tells how ambitious 
young men have climbed the ladder of Oliver Opportunity and plucked the prize of Success. If 
these stories from real life do not stir your ambition and awaken in you a desire to climb, you are 
not the man we are looking for. Write for your copy of the book N OW .

THE OLIVER TYPEW RITER COMPANY,* 27 Dearborn Street, Chicago

Tell the substitutor: “No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.’

C
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RHEUMATISM
Cured

Without Medicine
A  D o lla r’ s  W o rth  of the G re a t M ich ig a n  

E x te r n a l C u re fo r R h e u m a tism ' 
W ill  B e  S e n t to E v e r y  

S u ffe re r  w h o  W rite s  for  
It a t O nce to 

T R Y  F R E E

SEND NO MONEY— ONLY YOUR NAME
We know that Magic Foot Drafts are curing 

Rheumatism in almost every form and stage—cur
ing old chronic cases of 30 and 40 years’ standing 
after doctors’ prescriptions, mineral baths and 
medicines had failed. No matter what you have 
tried, or how long you have suffered, our faith is 
strong that this new external remedy will cure you 
sound and well of Rheumatism. You are welcome

to try the remedy at our expense-—we want to send 
you the proof. ‘ You don’t have to take our word 
for anything. Simply ask for it—Try it—Prove 
for yourself how it can cure you. We will send 
to you by mail prepaid a $1.00 pair of Magic Foot 
Drafts free to try in your own home and trust you 
to send us one dollar when you get relief—not a 
cent do you pay us unless you are relieved. This 
remedy is curing thousands and we are pretty sure 
it will cure you. Surely you must try it while we 
offer to send you the cure merely for the asking. 
Send your name and full address to-day to Magic 
Foot Draft Company, 836 E  Oliver Building, Jack- 
son, Michigan.

Free Hair Food
TRIAL BOX

To Prove Its Worth
^The ONLY WAY to tell the cause of i falling hair in men and women is to 
it make a MICROSCOPIC EXAMINA- 
ÍTION of the hair. When the DIS- IEASE is KNOWN the CURE CAN BE

_________ «PRESCRIBED. Send a few hairs to
Prof. J. H. Austin, the 30 years’ Scalp Specialist and Bacteriologist and receive ABSOLUTELY FREE a diagnosis of your 
case, a Booklet on Care of Hair and Scalp and a Box of the Remedy which he will prepare for you. Enclose 2 cent postage 
PROF. J. H. AUSTIN, 1488 McVICKER’S THEATRE BLDG., CHICAGO, ILL

D E A F N E S S
T h e  M o r l e y  P h o n e ”

Am iniatureTelephonefor 
the E ar-in visib le , easily 
adjusted, and entirely com
fortable. Makes low sounds __ 
and whispers plainly heard.
Over fifty thousand sold, giving in- 

stant relief from deafness and head noises. IHt& There are but few cases o f  deafness 
® 6 Ŝêu that cannot be benefited.

Write for booklet and testimonials.
THE MORLEY COMPANY, Dept. 76.

31 South 16th Street. Philadelphia

\*3.oooVlo,ooo
I A Y ear. IN THE 

r e a l  E s t a t e
B U S I N E S S

W e will teach you by mail the Real Estate, General Brokerage, and 
Insurance Business and appoint vou

SPECIAL REPRESENTATIVE
o f the oldest and largest co- operative real estate and brokerage comrany 
in America. Representatives are ina king $3,000 to $10,000 a year without 
any investment o f capital. Excellent opportunities open to YOU. By our 
system you can make mon ey in a few weeks without interfering with your 
present occupation. Our co-operative department will give you more 
choice salable property to handle than anv other institution in the world. 

A Thorough Commercial Law Course Free to Each Representative. 
Write for 62-page book free.

THE CROSS COMPANY. TO? Reaper Block, Chicago. III.
The original real estate co-operative company. No connection with any other concern of 

sim ilar name.

I T  P A Y S  B I G
To Amuse The 
Publ i c Wi t h

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY ss our in. 
struction Book and‘ 'Bu8ine88 Guide'* tells all. 
We furnish Complete Outfits with Big Adver
tising Posters,etc. Humorous dramas brimful 
o f  fun, travel, history, religion, temperance 
work and songs illustrated. One man can do it. 
Astonishing Opportunity in any locality for 
a man with a little money to show in churches, 
school houses, lodge halls, theatres, etc. 
Profits $10 to over $100 per night. Others 
do it, why not you ? It’s easy; write to us 
and we'll tell you how. Catalogue free.

AMUSEMENT SUPPLY CO.. 465Chemical Bank Bldg., CHICAGO.

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR CURED

® Electrozol Massage Cream is made to destroy haii 
— and does it. Effects only the hair, whitens and beautifies 
the skin. Nothing to watch but results. Com posed of 
tw o cerates w hich applied by m assage a few moments 
cause atrophy o f the hair bulb; thus the hair never reap
pears. Contained in collapsible tubes. Price $2.00 ; ’ guar
anteed. Sample large enough for any mild 
case 50 cents. Money back if unsatisfactory.

E L E C T R O Z O L  C O ., Dept. 10 8 ,  DETROIT, MICH.

NEVER FAILS. Sure Pop
------ — ^  BLACK-HEAD REMOVER.

This little device is a most wonderful thing for persons whose 
face is full of black-heads. Simple and easy to operate, and the 
only sure enre. By placing directly over the black-head, and 
following directions, brings it away. Never fails. Takes them out 
around the nose and all parts of the face. Sent postpaid for 
TW ENTY-FIVE cents. Other useful articles. Catalogue 
and illustrated circulars free. Agents wanted. Address,
C. BTJRGIE & CO., Central Bank Bldg., Chicago, 111.

WIN SUCCESS THROUGH

PERFECT HEALTH
To Do Well, Yon Must Be Weil.— W it h  h e a lth  a s  th e  s o le  

fo u n d a t io n , m a n y  a  m a n  h a s  b u i l t  fa m e  a n d  f o r t u n e .  F o r  
l a c k  o f  i t ,  m a n y  a  b u d d in g  g e n iu s  h a s  p a s s e d  in to  o b liv io n . 

N A TU R A L M ETHODS TRIUM PH.
M y  t r e a t m e n t  c o n s is t s  o f  d ie t ,  e x e r c i s e ,  b r e a th in g  m e th 

o d s , a i r ,  su n , a n d  w a t e r  b a t h s ,  p r e s c r ib e d  a s  re q u ir e d  f o r  
e a c h  c a s e .  E x c e p t  in  lo n g -s ta n d in g  o r  s o - c a lle d  “ in c u r a 
b le ”  d is e a s e s  I Can Successfully Treat You By Mail an d  
q u ic k ly  a n d  p e r m a n e n t ly  r e s t o r e  t h a t  n a t u r a l  h e a lt h  w h ic h  
m a k e s  l i f e  w o r th  l iv in g ,  a n d  p la c e s  w ith in  r e a c h  p o w e r , 
p o s it io n  a n d  s u c c e s s .

Write for Free Physical Diagnosis Blank No. 141. I w ill  
m a il  i t  w it h  f u l l  p a r t ic u la r s  a b o u t  m y  m e th o d s  a n d  p h o to 
g r a p h ic  p r o o fs .

BERNARR MACFADDEN
Editor and Publisher Physical Culture Magazine. Author of 

Numerous Books on Health. Director Macfadden Health 
Home and Macfadden Physical Culture Institute. 

PHYSICAL CULTURE CITY, SPOTSWOOD P.O., N. J«

c 8 Tell the substitutor: “No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”
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W h a t  D o e s  t h e  

S a l a r y  3  

H o l d

o r

Now, that’s a personal question.—Are 
you ashamed to answer it ?

Yes, it is rather humiliating to have 
to admit that your salary is a small one 
because the work you do is nothing more 
nor less than manual labor with no pros
pect of anything better.

But there is a chance of something better—a way by which you can com
mand and receive a larger salary than you now dream of.

To find out the way, decide the occupation you prefer, fill in the attached 
coupon and mail it to the Internationa] Correspondence Schools—the only 
institution of its kind in the world, organized with a capital of over $6,000,000 
for the sole purpose of advancing poorly paid but ambitious men.

The I. C. S. method is so clear and 
concise, and so simple and easy, that with
out requiring you to leave home or your 
present position it will quickly make you 
a specialist in your chosen line of work.
It makes no difference who you are or what 
you are doing; this is your opportunity to 
advance—to earn a bigger salary—to be
come successful. Grasp the opportunity 
now. Investigation costs nothing.

During the month of May 447  men 
voluntarily reported larger salaries and 
promotions secured through I. C. S. train
ing— positive proof of the willingness and 
ability of the I. C. S. to help you succeed.
T a k e  t h e  f i r s t  s t e p  b y

M a i l in g  t h e  C o u p o n
T O -D A Y

; INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS |
• B o x  8 6 5 ,  S cr a n to n , P a . i
1 Please explain, without further obligation on my part, h o w  1
* I can qualify for a larger salary in the position before which 1 
» I have marked X  •

i
i
i
i
i
i
i
i
i
l
i
l

B o o k k e e p e r
S ten og ra p h er
Advertisement Writer 
S h ow  C ard  W r ite r  
W in d o w  T r im m e r  
C om m erc ia l L aw  
I llu s tra to r  
C iv il S erv ice  
C h em ist
T e x t i le  M ill Supt. 
E le ctr ic ia n  
E lec» E n g in e e r

Meehan. Draughtsman 
T e le p h o n e  E n g in eer  
E lec. L ig h t in g  Supt. 
M ech . E n g in e e r  
S u rv e y o r
S ta tion a ry  E n g in eer 
C iv i l E n g in e e r  
B u i ld in g  C o n tra cto r  
Arehitee’ I Draughtsman 
A r c h ite c t
S tru ctu ra l E n g in eer 
B r id g e  E n g in e e r  
M in in g  E n g in eer

i

i
i
i
i
i
i
i
i
i
i

l
l

i
i

1
l

i
1

1

1 Cltv
i
1
i

Tell the substitntor; "No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.'
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B ro w n  Y o u r  H a ir
“ You’d never think I stained my hair, after I use Mrs. 

Potter’ s Walnut=Juice Hair Stain. The Stain doesn’t 
hurt the hair as dyes do, but makes it grow out fluffy.’ ’

Send for a T rial PacKag'e.
It only takes you a few minutes once a month to apply Mrs. 

Potter’s Walnut-Juice Hair Stain with your comb. Stains only 
the hair, doesn’t rub off, contains no poisonous dyes, sulphur, 
lead or copper. Has no odor, no sediment, no grease. One bottl) 
of Mrs. Potter’s Walnut-Juice Hair Stain should last you a year. 
Sells for $1.00 per bottle at first-class druggists. We guarantee 
satisfaction. Send your name and address on a slip of paper, 
with this advertisement, and enclose 25 cents (stamps or coin) 
and we will mail you, charges prepaid, atrial package, in plain,» 
sealed wrapper, with valuable booklet on Hair. Mrs. Potter’s 
Hygienic Supply Co., 283 Groton Bldg , Cincinnati, Ohio.

MENt4 EfIS
BORATED

TOILET 1
TALCUM

POWDER
k <rjru- r w ssm m i

in the hands o f the little 
captain at the helm,— the 
“ complexion specialist,’ ’ 
whose results are certain, 
whose fees are small.

M E N N E N ’ S
Borated Talcum

T O I L E T  P O W D E R
protects and soothes, a sure 
relief from S u n b u r n , 
P rick ly  H eat, Chafing, 
etc. Put up in non -refill- 
able boxes — the “ box 
that lox”  -for your protec- 
tion. If Mennen’s face is on 
the cover it’s genu ine and 
a g u a ra n te e  of purity. 
Delightful after shaving. 
Guaranteed under Food &  Drugs 
Act. June 30,1906, Serial No. 15*2. 
Sold everywhere, or by mail, 25c. 
| SAMPLE FREE 
G. Mennen Co., Newark, N.J.

Try Mennen’g 
Violet Borated 
Talcum PowderIt haa the scent of 
fresh cut Parma Violets.

Hair on the Face
NECK AND ARMS
Instantly Removed Without Injury to 

the Most Delicate Skin.
In compounding an incomplete 
mixture was accidentally spilled 
on the back of the hand, and on 
washing afterward it was discov
ered that the hair was completely 

removed. We named the new discovery

“ M  O D E X B ”
Apply for a few minutes and the hair disappears as if by 
magic. IT CANNOT FAIL. Modene supercedes electroly
sis. Used by people of refinement, and recommended bv 
all who have tested its merits. Modene sent bv mail iii 
3afety mailing cases on receipt of $ 1.0 0  per bottle. 
Postage stamps taken. Address
MODENE MANUFACTURING CO., Dept. 525, Cincinnati, 0.

Pocket Editions of Useful Subjects and Valuable 
Infoimation are Published in

DIAMOND HAND BOOKS
Price, 10 Cents Each at All Newsdealers

Sheldon’» Letter Writer, L. W . Sheldon Shirley’s Lover»’ Guide. <.race Shirley
Woman’s Secret»; or, llow to Be Beautiful, Grace 

Shirley
Guide to Etiquette, L. W. SheldonPhysical Health Culture. Professor Foumien
Frank Merrlwell*» Book of Physical Development,

Burt I.. Standish
National D re a m  Book. Mine. Claire Rougemont 
Z in g a r a  Fortune Teller, A Gyp»y Queen 
The Art of Boxing and Self-Defense, Prof. Donovan The Key to Hypnoti»m. Roliert G. Ellsworth, M. D.
IT. S. Army Physical Exercises (revised), Prof. Donovan 
These books are bound in attractive and substantial covers.

STREET & SMITH, Publishers,
SEVENTH AVENUE, - NEW YORK

DR. WHITEHALL’S MEGRIMINE
RELIEVES ALL FORMS OF

HEADACHE ud NEURALGIA
In twenty to thirty minutes. Send a postal today for trial box. We send it without cost. 
Megrimine has been used so extensively for painful nervous troubles by hospitals, sanitariums, and 
the general public for twenty years that it now is a standard remedy in the home. A trial is 
sufficient to recommend it to others. Ask any druggist or address

The DR. WHITEHALL MEGRIM INE CO., 332 N. Main St., South Bend, Ind.

Tell the substitutor; “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”
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I verJohnson
S A F E T Y  A U T O M A T I C  REVOLVER

A r e v o l v e r  t h a t  c a n  be d i s c h a r g e d  in  
a n y  o t h e r  w a y  t h a n  b y  p u l l i n g  t h e  t r i g 
g e r  i s  a  m e c h a n i c a l  a b s u r d i t y  a s  w e l l  a s  
a c o n s t a n t  d a n g e r .

T h e  t h i n g s  y o u  c a n  d o  t o  a n  I v e r  J o h n 
s o n  S a f e t y  A u t o m a t i c  R e v o l v e r  w i t h o u t  
d i s c h a r g i n g  i t  w o u l d  k e e p  y o u  b u s y  a l l  
d a y .  T h e  o n e  t h i n g  y o u  c a n ’ t  d o  t o  it  
i s — f i r e  i t  in  a n y  o t h e r  w a y  w h a t e v e r  
t h a n  b y  p u l l i n g  t h e  t r i g g e r .

H a n d s o m e  in  a p p e a r a n c e ,  m a d e  in  
m a n y  s t y l e s — l i k e  a  r i f l e  f o r  a c c u r a c y — h a r d - h i t t i n g  a n d  s p e e d y — b u t  a l w a y s  s a f e  t o  h a n d l e .  

Sen d  fo r  “ S h o ts ,”  a  booklet about absolutely sa fe  revolvers, a n d  our illu stra ted  catalogue o f superior firea rm s

Iver Johnson Safety Hammer Revolver
fr in . barre l, n ick e b p la te d  finish. 22 rim - $6

Iver Johnson Safety Hammerless Revolver
3-in barrel, nickel-plated finish, 32-38 0 **7  
center-fire cartr id ge .......................... V 1fire cartridge, 32-38 center-fire cartridge

For sale by Hardware and Sporting Goods dealers everywhere, or wilLbe sent prepaid on receipt of price if yonr 
dealer will not supply. Look for the o w l’s  h e a d  on the grip and our name on the barrel.
IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS, 165 River St., Fitchburg, Mass.

N e w  Y o b k : 99 Cham bers S treet. H a m b u r g . G e r m a n y : P ick h u b en  4.
Pacific Coast: 1316 bark St., Alameda. Cal. London, England: 17 Mincing Lane, E. C.

Makers of Iver Johnson Single Barrel Shotguns and Iver Johnson Truss Bridge Bicycles

WE WILL MAKE YOU
PROSPEROUS

If you are honest and ambitious write us today. 
No matter where you live or what your occupation, 
we will teach you the Real Estate business by mail; 
appoint you our Special Representative in your town; 
start you in a profitable business o f your own, and 
help you make big money at once.
Unusual opportunity for men with
out capital to become independent 
for life. Valuable Book A 1 09 and lull 
particulars Free. W rite today. 

Address newest office.
NATIONAL CO-OPERATIVE REALTY CO.

Bldg., Washington, I>. C. Phelps Bldg., Scranton, Pa.
Athenaeum Bldg., Chicago, 111. Delgar Bldg., Oakland, Calif.

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL
We ship on approval, without a cent 
deposit, freight prepaid. DON’T 

P A Y  A  C E N T  if you are not satisfied
after using the bicycle 10 days.

DO NOT B U Y d g S & K S S
at a n y  p r ic e  until you receive our latest 
art catalogs illustrating every kind of 
bicycle, and have learned our u n h e a rd  of 
p r ic e s  and m a rv e lo u s  n ew  offers. ■ j 
n U C  p C | J T  is Ml >t will cost you to 
W i l t  — —11 I write a postal and every
thing will be sent you free postpaid by 
return mail. You will get much valuable in
formation. Do not wait, write it now. 

TIKES, Coaster-Brakes, Built- 
up-Wheels and all sundries at h a l f  u su a l p r ic es .
MEAD CYCLE CO. Dept. c.200 CHICAGO

Cyclopedia<4 pplied Electricity 5

AMONG TH E C H A P TER S
Magnetism, Measurements, W iring, Telegraphy, Direct 

Current Dynam os and M otors, E lectric Lighting, Railway 
Power and Lighting, Arc Lamp Developm ent, Electrical Con
struction, Management o f D ynam os and M otors, Power Sta
tion, Alternating Current Machinery, Power Transm ission, 
Telephone, including Com m on Battery System , Autom atic 
Telephone and W ireless Telegraphy.

5 Large Volumes, 2,500 Pages,7x 10  Inches
New edition. right up-to-date, bound in red m orocco, 

fully indexed.2,000 full page plates, D iagram s, D escrip
tions, Formulae, Sections. Tables— supplemented by prac
tical test questions— prepared especially for practical men 
w ho have no knowledge o f advanced m athematics by such 
noted authorities as F B. Crocker o f Columbia University 
and the Crocker W heeler Company, Prof Esty, head o f the 
Department o', Electricity, Lehigh University, and others.

ORDER NOW — SA V E O NE-TH IRD 
Regular Price, $ 3 0  Special, 30 Days, $19.80

S?nt, express prepaid, for one w eek’s FREE examina
tion if you mention Popular M agazine, August, ’07. Pay 
$ 2.00 cash and $2  00 a month thereafter until you have 
paid $19 80. if you keep the books W e send for them, 
at our expense, if thev do not meet your needs.

The only reason this set is offered at such a low  
price is to  acquaint the public with the superior instruc
tion o f the Am erican School o f Correspondence— these 
books being partly com piled from  the instruction papers. 
A *^00-page handbook seut free ou request

A M E R I C A N  S C H O O L  O F  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E .
. ... '  C H I C A G O  rnmmmmmmi—mmmmmmÊÊimmmmm

Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, i  want what I asked for. Good-bye.”
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POPULAR CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING SECTION
We have opened this classified advertising section, and invite all reputable advertisers to come in 

—•no display—all must be set in uniform type—no objectionable advertisements accepted—minimum 
space, four lines; maximum space in this section, thirty lines. Our aim will be to eliminate all 
questionable advertisements, and we bespeak our readers’ assistance to help keep this section clean 
and profitable to all. Rates, $2.00 a line, which includes A IN SLEE’S  and SMITH’S  Magazines, 
making a total of 4,000,000 readers—the cheapest and best Classified Advertising medium on the 
market. Next issue closes July 18th.

Autom obiles R e a l  E s t a t e

A r r o M o n iu -  r a w ; a in *, w e  
ARK  THK I.AK< i K*T D EA LER - 
Brokers of New and Second 11 and All- 
toinoiiilos In rite World. Automobile* 
bought fur spot ra*h: rash always de
mands bargain*, and we lm\t- [hem. 
Our pa*t reputation ami >aU*m-d ms- 
turner." a I V  our tvfcivncv. (Uer ,‘ >UO 
AutomobiU-s on vuirsale* floors to >e- 
lert from, including every make of 
Standard Automobile, ranging in 
price from £ 150  to £5.000. ( 'ompleie 
list of Automobiles on hand sent on 
request. Automobile supplies at cut 
price s. We handle everything pert aim 
ing to an automobile. No matter what 
you are looking for wo are sure to 
have it. Send for bargain "licet No.l 36. 
Times Square Automobile ( ’ompany. 
1599-1001 Broadway. New York.

A lT O  CAR PR A (TH K—- Honian<’ 
Self-Propelled Vehieles.”  190? edition, 
right up to date, is the most complete 
book on tile n nu or ear: pram ieal, fully 
illustrated, 6 oo pa .ires, handsomely 
bound. Price £2.<H), po*t paid: money 
back if not satistied. Aireiits wanted. 
Specimen pages free upon request. 
Theo. Audel <fc Co.. OS 5th Ave.. N. V.

Animals <§ Pets
PAKl-fr fr s .  Young Cubans, learn talk 

well, £4: stronir caire. £2: Double Yel
low Heads, make irtvaTest talkers.£ 12 ; 
large cage. £S. Birds shipped every
where. Holden's Bottle on Birds, 11MÍ7 
Edition. all facts, food. teaching. rare, 
mailed forl'-ie. stamps, c  A. Holden, 
240 0th Avo,. near 15th St.. New York.

Musical Instruments 
and M u sic___

SEND y o u r  SONO-POKMS t o  
ME. I will write the music and . 
place before the big N. Y. Publish- ! 
ers. I have made a fortune writing ; 
songs and can lirlp you do the same. \ 
My songs “ Blue Bell”  anti “ Way j 
Down in My Heart”  have achieved i 
world-wide fame. Write to-day for 
free booklet. Edward Madden. 99 
Madden Building. New York.

>OXC POEMS WANTED, also mus
ical com posit i on sAYe pay royalty, pub
lish and iiopularize. We compose and 
arrange music to poems free of charge. 
Send us your work. Geo. Jaberg Mii- 
sic Co.. 2 19  W. 7th St.. Cincinnati. O.

C m e a s ^ S u p p lm
^H IGH -GRA D E PHOTO MATE- j 
R IA LS direct from factory to phn- : 
tographer. Eactory prices.' Express i 
prepaid. Write for cara In". Yu nit 
Cliem. Co.. 19  Avc. Y. H -H i-urr. v .y .

5 ACRE IK  ITT FARMS. £11)0. 
Ni-a r At hi t;1 1«* ( .  N. ,1. s.5di»wn.£5 
tni'i.i hi > . In locality w Ini «■ people are 
making success in raising fruit, ber- 
rie.", poultry, ami *quabs. Healthy 
mild climate puts produce early ill 
market" for fancy price*. Two mam 
line railroad*, tine' far Hi tie* to Atlantic 
City. Philadelphia and New York mar
ket*. Large town nearby. Title in
sured. Write for booklet. Daniel 
Frazier Co., 09* Bailey Bldg., Phila
delphia. Pa.

CA T.IF(JRXTA LAND £ 1.00 ACRE. 
Balance entire purchase 20 cents 
week for each acre. No taxes. No 
interest, 5-aere tracts. Level, rich, 
clear. Ready to plow. Under irri
gation. Perpetual water right. Im
mediate possession given. ' Particu
lars. Maps. Photographs, for gr. 
stamp. Stcvinson Coluny. Room 135, 
703 Van Ness Ave.. San Francisco.

(• AX ADA F ()R SETTLER S AND 
INVESTORS - Send for our free 
book describing Western Canada 
and its great opportunities. It 
prove* by testimonials that those 
who have bought land from us dur
ing last 1 0  years have realized a 
profit of from' 50c to 2 0 0 c on their 
money. Ask for book 25. Ha slam Land 
<A Investment Co.. Regina. Canada.

T SELL REA L ESTATE and 
Business Opportunities anywhere, 
at any price. I f you want to buy 
or seli. write* me. Established 1S - Í .  
Frank P. Cleveland. 1506 Adams 
Express Building, Chicago, III.______

FOR SA LE.4,000 acre stocked ranch 
at C price close estate. £60.000. one- 
tliird cash.bal. easy: clear easy £ 1 0 ,0 0 0  
to £2 0 .0 0 0  year. M. Ranch. Box 2. He
lena. Mont.

INVEST V on-! M<>NrfiY near a 
great and growing metropolis. Build
ing lots in Boston's suburbs at £ 2 0  
each to introduce. Boston Suburban 
Land Co.. 2* School St., Boston. Mass.

Watches6 Jewelry
..................................................... - . .  . . ................ .. .  j

SENT F R E E  TO INTENDING 
B U Y ER S—Our new catalogue 500 
page*. SO.ooo engravings. loO,000 
items. Jew elry. Diamonds. Watches. 
Silverware. Clocks, Optica] and Musi
cal goods, etc. Lowest prices on rec
ord/ Fine pianos, guaranteed ten 
years, only £139.50. Write to-day for 
the big book of the Foremost Concern 
or it" kind in the worid. S. F. Mvi-i*  
Co., s. F. Myer* Bldg.. 47-49 Maiden 
Lain-. l>c"k S. New Yerk.____________

Jew elry •N ovelties 
Post-Cards ft B ooks

"C U PID 'S MYSTERIOUS LOVE 
LETTER. Funny and Entertaining. 
3 for .5 cent*. Globe Mfg. Ço., P. O. 
Box 2103, N > ■ w Yo r k.

PATENTS, Trade-marks, labels, 
copyrights. Send for my free book 
“ How to Get Them.”  Best service. 
Why not have it! It costs no more. 
Advice free. Joshua K. H Potts, 
Lawyer, SO Dearborn Street. Chicago: 
300 Ninth Street, Washington. D. C.

PATENTS THAT PROTECT. Book 
free. Kate* low. Highest references, 
best service*. Wat sou E. Coleman, 
Patent Lawyer. Washington. IE C- 

PAT E N TS G U A R ANTE E IT Pro- 
tect Your Idea! Handsome 6  8-page 
Guide Book Free. E.E.Yrooman, Pat- 
cut Lawyer, Box 22, Washington, D. C.

Typewriters
CLEAR AN C E S AL E—R e mingtoiifl, 

Densmores, Blickensderfers, Williams, 
£12.50. Franklins, Postals, Ham
monds, £ 10. Underwoods. Olivers £35. 
Orders filled or money back. Standard 
Typewriter Excli.. 232 B 'w ay, N. Y.

CALIcKAl^HS, £5: Franklin, Ham- 
mond,Yost. £ 10 : Remington,Williams, 
£ 12 ; Smith Premier, £ 18 : Oliver, Un
derwood, £35: all guaranteed: send for 
catalogue. Typewriter Co.. Suite 16 , 
2 13-2 17  W. 125tli St., N. 5/ City.

TYPEW RITERS: new and slightly 
used, lowest prices: catalogue ’ and 
price list on application. Central 
Typewriter Company. 3 3 1  Dearborn 
Si roe t. Chicago, Illinois._____________

Women’s Apparel 
and Toilet A rticles
CORSETS MADE TO ORDER 

Semi for booklet- and directions 
for self measurement. Agents Want
ed. H, H. To,hi. 2«2-284 York Street, 
New Haven. Conn.

LAD IES' GARMENT CUTTING. 
For £2.00 I  will mail you the best 
tailor system in the world. Simple, 
accurate, giving beautiful line*. 
Anyone can learn. Result of 20 
year*' experience. J .  Del any, 82 
Topi iff Street. Dorchester, Mass.

M ILLIN ERY. Capable lady man
agers wanted to represent us in every 
town. Exceptional opportunity, lar e 
remuneration. Empire Mfg. Co., Alle
gheny. Pa._________________________

F o r the Home
BUTCHER'S BOSTON POLISH is 

the best finish made for floors and 
interior woodwork. Not brittle : will 
not scratch or deface like shellac 
or varnish. Send for free booklet. 
For sale by dealers in Paints, Hard
ware and House Furnishings. The 
B u ch er Polish Co., 356 Atlantic 
Ave.. Boston. Mass.

Tell the subs h tutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”

c
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i d e n t s  e n d  H e l p  
W a n t e d

BE — YOUR — OWN — BOSS ! Many 
make $2,000 a year. You liave the 
same clianee. Start a mail-onler 
business at home. We tell you how. 
Money coining in daily. Very good 
profits. Everything furnished. Write 
at onee for our "S tarter" and fire 
particulars. Address M. L. Krueger 
Co . 155  Washington St.. Chicago. Li.

PROMINENT New York banking 
firm desires the services oi high grade 
salesman in every community t<* Jiaii- | 
die high tirade stacks and bonds on j 
commission, Excellent opportunities : 
for the right luen. A. L. WLncr A Co., 
SO Wall Si., New York.

MEN AN T> BUYS TU LEARN 
PLUMBING. Bricklayin.u, Plastering 
and Electrical Trades. Positions se
cured. Free Catalogin'. Coyne Trade 
Schools, New York, Chicago and san 
Francisco.

LADY Secretaries Warned—Organ
ize Grocery and soap clubs. Easy work, j 
Big Earnings, no investment. Postal 
brings catalogue ard  special offer 2 . j 
R. A  G. Supply Co., Binghamton. N, Y. j 

AGENTS wanted to sell our Sm o- 
grapliic and Fountain pens. Write : 
for Catalogue and Agents’ discount, i J. N. Ullrich A* Co.. Manufacturers, 
27 Thames Street, New York, N. Y. j 

$75 W EEK LY easily made tilting 
Eye Glasses, Business quickly 
learned, pleasant, profitable. No 
field so little worked. Write for Five 
“ Booklet 58." National Optical Col
lege, St. Louis, Mo.

POSITIONS NOW OPEN with hew
ing employers of salesmen, executive, 
technical, professional and clerical 
men. Salaries. $100o-$5<K>0. Informa
tion free. Hapgoods. 3(>5 Broadway. 
New York.

AGENTS. TEACHERS. STUDENTS 
Here's your opportunity. New house
hold article; $ 6  daily easily made; sells 
everywhere. Investigate. Begin at 
onee: you can’t lose. Information Free. 
Dexter Supply Co.. Dept. A, Caxuui 
Building, Chicago.

WANTED — Up - to - date capable 
agents to handle high grade cutlery, 
lightning sellers in homes, offices, 
stores, shops. Samples in pocket.Proof 
given of wonderful sales. P. Thomas
Mfg. Co., 150  J  St.. Dayton. O._______

THOUSANDS IN USE throughout 
the world. $ 15  “ Gem" Adding Ma
chine, very compact, elegant side line. 
Special Offer to high grade Agents. 
Automatic Adding Machine Co..
Dept. 2, 332 Broadway. N. 55_______

YOU can earn good income repre
senting us. Students, teachers, minis
ters and others are successful. Liberal 
compensation. Particulars mailed. 
Standard Realty A Investment Co., 
82-90 Beaver Street, New York.

FA  S CIN AT IX G, money making. 
Any one can make pictures any size 
from any photo in oil or water 
colors chemically. No talent re
quired. Send stamp. X. Yallanee 
Co., Elkhart. Ind.

$ 10 0  PER MONTH; Salary Paid 
Weekly. Energetic man in each 
county to represent Hardware De
partment. Established business. E x 
pense money in advance. The ( 'olum- 
bia House, H25, Chicago.

AGENTS EARN $75 to $25o a 
Month Selling “ Novelty Knives.”  
Your name, address, pin>to. under
neath handles; also emblems lodges, 
societies, etc. Finely tempered razor 
steel blades. Big Profits, (food com
mission paid. Send 2c. stamp for 
great special offer to agents. Novelty 
Cutlery Co„ 14 Bar St., Canton, O.

Agents and help Wanted-Continued.

WANTED—A lady agent in every 
city to work from hoú>e to house; 
good salary easily earned a ml sal re
faction guaranteed. Charles Chemi
cal Co., Grand Rapids. Midi.________

WANTED MEN EVERYW H ERE, 
(food pay to distribuie Circulars, adv. 
matter, tack signs, etc No canvassing. 
i»3 National Adv. Bureau. Chicago,

11EA liN SK ,N  WBITING — ÈT‘r * I “  
send complete outfit, i ll st ruct ions. 1 * 
le>son>, 13  alphabefs. You make money 
troint.hestart, R. A. Lee. Pontiac, Midi.

B u s i n e s s
O p p o r t u n i t i e s

"INVENTING Fu r  PI in FIT " |é 
woriii $!(» a copy I * * any man who 
intend.- lo lnve-t at.y luoia-y, ln»we\ .-r 
small, who has money invested un- 
profit ably, and hasn’ t learned the art 
of investing for protit. It i1i-iiihii- 
srrates tlie real earning power of 
money, the knowledge bankers hide 
from the masses; reveals the enor
mous profits bankers make and shows 
how to make the same profits; explains 
how stupendous fortunes are made and 
why they are made, how $ 1 .0 0 0  grows 
ft * $22,(ioo. To introduce my magazine, 
write me now, and I'll send it six  
Months Free. Editor Gregory, 431-77 
Jackson Boulevard. Chicago. Illinois.

SUCCESSFUL INVESTMENT>— 
The Investment Herald, a bright 
monthly magazine published for those 
interested in making money, will in- 
sent Six Months Free upon request. 
It points out the way to success, giving 
information that may be worth thou
sands of dollars to its readers. A. L. 
Wisner A Co., Publishers, s<> Wall 
Street, New York. Department H.

* A D VERTISER S M AGAZINE" — 
TH E W ESTERN MONTHLY should 
be read by every advertiser and 
Mail-order dealer. Best “ Ail School' 
inexistence. Trial Subscription Itic. 
Sample Copy Free. Address *10  
Graml Avc.. Kansas City. Mo.
“ HOW to  FINANCE A BUSINESS 
EN TER PR ISE clearly shown by the 
Brokers’ and Promoters' Handbook. 
An interesting descriptive booklet 
mailed free. Business Development 
Co . of America. I l l  Nassau St., N. Y.

WE START YOU in a permum-m 
business with us and furnish every
thing. Full course of in struct ions 
free. We arc manufacturers and have 
a new plan in the mail order line. 
Large profits. Small capital. You pay 
us in three months and make big pro
fit. References given. Pease Mfg. Co.. 
*3  Pease Bldg., Buffalo. N. Y.

OPPORTUNITIES: Hundreds of
high-grade positions open for sales
men.' executive, technical, profes
sional and clerical men. Booklet free. 
Hapgoods. 305 Broadway. New York.

FR E E :—500 beautiful building lots, 
short ride from the centre of Tallahas
see. Florida (The Capital Cityi; will 1m* 
given absolutely without cost to the 
first 5oo mm-residents making appli
cation. Positively no strings tied to 
til is offer. Apply to Box III , Talla
hassee. Fla.

BUN D- S A I. E SMEX W A NT’ E D -  A 
prominent New York City Realty Cor
poration desires first-class representa
tives to handle, on commission. High 
Grade7 ’,, Gold.Coupon Bonds.secured 
by selected New York City Real E-date. 
Bonds contain income participation 
clause giving holders 5 preferred 
division in earnings making total 
possible yearly income 12 ' ;. Security 
and income features make these bonds 
a most desirable investment and in
sure ready sale. Dept. 4.Underwriters 
Realty A Title Co., 1  Madison Aw. N Y

Business Opportunities—Continued,

INVEST in best securities based on 
New York and suburban real estate. 
Investment of $ 1 0 0  to $1,000 now 
means life income. Payable in instal
ments, if desired. Address Dept. P, 
N. Y. Real Estate Improvement A 
Investment Co.. 1 16  Nassau Street, 
New Yolk City.

START MAIL-ORDER BUSINESS. 
Sell goods by mail; cash orders, big 
profits. Conducted by any one, any
where. bur plan positively success
ful. Ab>oIute satisfaction guaran
teed. Write for Free Book, Central 
Supply Co., Kansa.- City, 51 o,______

START a mail order business; the 
bu-ine.-H that pays. Many make 
$300(1 or more yearly: why not you? 
Anyone. anywhere, ran do the work 
home, snare time or evening*: we tell 
you how. Write for free booklet; tells 
iiow you may start. Keystone 
Bureau, Box 1550. Philadelphia, Pa.

SUCCESS IN THE STUCK MAR- 
KET. Our book gives details. A copy 
will be mailed free of charge if you 
will write to John A. Boardman A Co., 
Stock Brokers. 53 Broadway, X. 1'.

Music*
FRO LIC OF TH E FLOWERS. 

Broadway Sensation for piano. 
19  cents* Catalogue of 2.000 Hits 
free. The Cadillac Music Company, 
R30. 53 West 24th St.. New York.

POPULAR SH EET MUSIC 12c. 
COPY POSTPAID. “ Arrah Wanna," 
"Blue Bell," "Bullfrog and Coon,” 
"Cheyenne." "Happy Heine." "San 
Antonio." Send 2c. po.-tage for 
free catalog. L N. Emmons A Co., 
I'.t) Leonard M ivrt. New York.

Miscellaneous
10 1  RANCH offer a delightful out

ing on the largest ranch in'the world; 
real ranch life and a general good 
time. Horses, saddles, private rooms, 
and comfortable accommodations for 
holies and gentlemen. For beauti
fully illustrated booklet address 
Miller Bros,. Riverside Camp. Bliss, 
okla. Hf orderi'iiL' booklet through 
curiosity enclose loe. stamps.)

MOTION PICTURE MACHINES, 
Film Views. Magic Lanterns. Slides, 
and Mmilar Wonders For Sale. Cata
login' Free. We also Buy Magic Pic
ture Machines, Films. Slides, etc. S. 
Harbaeh. !?0 P Filbert Street. Philadel
phia. Pa

$5.75 PAID FUR RARE 1853 
QUARTERS. Keep all money coined 
before 1 " 7 5  and send 1 0  cents at 
onee for a set of 2  coin and stamp 
value books. It may mean a for
tune to you. Address C. F. Clarke 
A~ Co.. Room C.. LeRoy, N. Y.________

K IL L  Planr Bugs and Dog Fleas 
with Lemon Oil Insecticide, adding 
30 part-; water. No odor, no poison-' 
advantage;- over Fish oil or Tobacco 
products. Used everywhere. I f 
not. sold by your seedsman, write 
W eatherby‘Bros.. Baltimore, Md., for 
full informal ion.__________________

THE Magic Automatic Fish Hook 
is the only Hook that catches them 
all. Price 25 cents postpaid. Ad
dress The Win. Bicker Co., Dinsdale, 
Iowa.______________________________

THE Victor Sanitarium—Specialty 
nervous diseases. Alcohol or Opium ad
dict ion. Home treatment if you cannot 
come. Write. The Victor Sanitarium, 
Box 387, Atlanta, Ga.

Tell the substituted’ : “ No, thank you, 1 want what I asked fur. Good-bye.'



G AM ES and sports do not require 
the distinctive' mode. of dress 

which was so much in vogue some years 
ago. Then scarlet golf-coats, knicker 
trousers, brilliantly colored handker
chiefs, and the like were considered 
i n s e p a r a- 
b 1 e accom
paniments of 
every o u t 
door pastime.
One “dressed 
up” for field 
a n d  links, 
with the re
sult t h a t ,  
while a man 
l o o k e d  ex- 
c e e d i n g -  
ly p i c t u r- 
esque, he felt 
e x c e e d -  
ingly uncom- 
f o r t a b 1 e .
T h i s ,  of 
course, is an 
a b s u r d 
ity. “ Dress
ing up” has 
no place in 
r e a l  sport, 
which is sup
posed to be 
followed for 
the pure pleasure of it, and not for 
parading the extent and variety of the 
wearer’s wardrobe. Elaborate dress on 
field and links is the badge of the tyro. 
The seasoned sportsman is too absorbed 
in the task in hand to concern himself 
with “ smartness.” Still, one can dress

both becomingly and comfortably; and 
some attention to the special needs of a 
particular game or sport will be found 
to promote comfort, make the player 
feel more at home, and lend him ease 
and poise. The first consideration

s h o u l d  be 
c o m f o r t  
—style is sec-
0 n d a r y . 
Neither need 
be s u r r e n 
dered to the 
other.

It may be 
remarked, at 
t h e  outset, 
t h a t  every 
s p o rtsman 
should wear 
an athletic 
undersuit of 
one cut or 
a n o t h e r .  
T  h e s’eeve-
1 e s s shirt 
leaves h i s 
arms free to 
swing club or 
racket w i t h 
sureness and. 
p r e c i sion; 
and the short 
d r a w e r s

do not hinder easy moving about, an all- 
important thing in any game out of 
doors. Moreover, one feels much cool
er, and perspires less than in full-length 
garments. The so-called athletic “union 
suit” (made with shirt and drawers in- 
one piece) is especially suited to the

A t/i If tic Underwear.
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ELECTRICAL ENGINEE
Electrical Engineers are not looking 

for work. The work is looking for them 
—at wages which leave a margin for 
enjoyment and savings. W rite to - d a y  
for our free 2 0 0 -page book describing 
our courses in Electrical Engineering.

CiyiL ENGINEERING
To plan a great trunk line, or a vast park or 

lay out a city is a task of the highest 
order. The opportunity to master this 
profession lies with you. W rite to u s  
to -d a y  for our free 2 0 0 -p ge book 
describing this and many o her course

There is many a doctor'and lawyer 
not earning as much as a good car
penter. There is always demand for 
skilled workers. Master the trade and 
give yourself an independent position 
in the community.  ̂Send for our 200- 
page book describing 60 correspond
ence courses. W rite to - d a y .______

COLLEGE PREPARATORY COURSE
There is a simple, inex
pensive way to prepare 
yourself for entrance to res
ident Engineering Schools 
without losing a moment of 

time from your present work. 
W rite a t  once  for our 200-page 
book describing this course.

MEÇHANICAL DRAWING
Is agreeable work and opens the way to 
great opportunities. It will pay you 
well, and you can master it at a little ex
pense. W rite a t  once  and we will send 
you Free a 200-page book, describing 
60 courses of instruction.

STR IJC TU m  ENGINEERING
Tunnels, bridges, canals, sub

ways (the age of subways is just 
beginning)—somebody will be en
gineering their construction 2 0  years from 
now. W hy sh o u ld  it  not be you? W rite 
w ith o u t d e la y  to r our 2 0 0 -page book describ- 
ing our courses. It is Free.________

MECHANICAL EN G IN ®
The Motor Car Industry alone has 

opened a new and profitable field of 
employment for thousands of me
chanical experts. We teach you by 
mail. Our 200-page book illustrating 
Courses in Mechanical Engineer
ing is free. W rite to - d a y • Pop. Mag., 8-0 7 .

AMERICAN SCHOOL*. CORRESPONDENCE
C H I C A G O

xi you couiu 
r a z o r ,  y o u  w o u l c  
m o r e  t h a n  s h a v e  r i g h t .  T h e  new “ E v e r -  
R e a d y ”  s h a v e s  r ig h t. I t  i s n ’ t  m a d e  o f  
g o l d ,  a n d  w o u l d n ’ t  b e  a n y  b e t t e r  i f  i t  w e r e  
— i t ’ s  a n  18 K a r a t  f i n e  s a f e t y  r a z o r .

The only difference between $5.00 Safeties and the new 
“ Ever-Ready” is in the price, the $4.00 you save. 
“ Ever-Ready” blades are the finest example of blade ma
king in the world—tht re's a guarantee to prove it. There 
are (12) tw elve tested “ frcr-Ready” Blades in each 
dollar set as well as handsome “ Ever-Ready” silver nick
eled safety frame—nickeled handle and blade stropper, all 
compact and attractive in a handy size case. You could 
shave blindfolded without cutting or scratching your face. 
We issue the broadest guarantee ever given with a razor.

“ E ver-R eady”  blades can be stropped, but we ll ex
change any time six brand new “ Ever-Ready” blades for 
six dull ones and 25 cents. Extra “ E ver-R eady”  blades 
to fit “ Yankee,” “ Star,” and “ Gem” frames or to add 
to your “ Ever-Ready” set- 12 for 75 cents.

Sold by Hardware, "Cutlery, Department 
Stores, jewelers and Druggists throughout Amer
ica and the World. Mail Orders prepaid upon 
receipt o f  81 OO. Canadian Price, $1.25.

AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR CO., Inc.
320 Broadway, New York.

C O A V P D E T E /

Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.’
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D IA M O N D S  XfcN 
l&JfeEDEIg

20% Down, 10% Monthly
Reliability that greatest of business 

builders, is building our business.
We satisfy our customers and, in satis

fying them, hold their good will.
The determination to please, goods of 

highest quality, prices the lowest in the 
market, have earned their reward. Our 
business has more than doubled in the 
last twelve months.

We never sell a diamond without giving 
a written certificate guaranteeing its value 
and quality, and agreeing to take it back 
any time in exchange for â larger stone. 
If any other dealer can duplicate our stone 
at the same price, we will take it back 
and refund the money paid.

Goods sent prepaid for examination. 
Send for Illustrated Catalogue No.18

J .  M. LYO N A  CO
Established 1843

71 -73  N a ssa u  S t .  N ew  York

H This reliable genuine (
Elgin or W altham  
Watch, with 14-kt 20- j 
year gold filled case 
(ladies’ or<J 
gent’s) only 3 
$2 down and 50c a week or 1 
$1 every other week.

Or this beautiful white perfect 
diamond, set in 14-kt solid QOS nn 1 
gold ring (any style) u>Ou.Uu 
$5 down and $1 a week or $2 every other week.

Send first payment with order, $2 on watch | 
or $5 on ring; or, we w ill ship C. 0 . D. first | 
payment, subject to examination. AGENTS

WANTED
Illustrated Pamphlet No. K 4 FREE.

(Q.
Diamond Importers—Watch Jobbers

209 ( K  f ) State S t ., CHICAGO.

Geisha Diamonds
THE LATEST SCIENTIFIC D1SC0TERY

Bright, sparkling, beautiful. For brilliant» 
they equal the genuine, standing all test ana 
puzzle experts. One twentieth the expense. 
Sent free with privilege of examination. 
For particulars, prices, etc., address

THE R. GREGG MFG. k  IMPT. CO.
Dept. F, 201 E. Van Bnren Street, • Chicago, III.

sports*, because the drawers, being 
fastened to the shirt, cannot creep up 
or down, no matter how vigorously one 
exercises. But then the usual two- 
piece undersuit may be found to serve 
the purpose nearly as well. Short 
drawers are not as prone to slip down
ward as long drawers, for the latter are 
constantly pulled below by the tugging 
of the socks over them.

The tennis-player wears cream-col-

Summer Tuxedo Waistcoat.

ored flannel or white duck trousers, 
with turned-up bottoms, a flannel shirt 
with a white four-in-hand cravat, white 
lisle socks, and low shoes of white buck, 
white canvas, or russet leather, with 
rubber soles. He usually goes coatless 
and hatless. If a hat be worn, it may 
be an ordinary straw “ sailor,” or a 
round-crowned “boater” of white duck 
or white or blue flannel. Professional 
tennis-players are fond of wearing 
white canvas shoes, with soles and heels 
having blunt spikes. These, however, 
are more suited to cricket or to tennis 
that is played on a turf court. The belt 
may be a narrow one of white buck
skin or silk webbing. To lend a pic
turesque aspect to the tennis-costume,

Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”
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F CORRESFON-i 
CHICAGO I

WITH
KNOWLEDGE

If you are a House-Owner or PLANNING TO BUILD, 
this set of books will saTe you many times its cost. 

If you are a Carpenter, Contractor, Builder, 
Architect, Draftsman or Mechanic, it
offers you an exceptional chance to ad
vance in your present occupation.

CYCLOPEDIA OF ARCHITECTURE. 
CARPENTRY AND BUILDING

Compiled from representa 
tive instruction papers of 
American School o f Corre

spondence. This offer is made primarily to 
demonstrate the superiority of the School's 
courses.

W e  e m p lo y  no agents
for this purpose, believing our books offer 
the best chance to demonstrate our superior 
methods of instruction.

Handbook describing O'er 60 Engineering 
Courses FKEE on request

S P E C I A L  A D V A N C E  S A L E  

Less than Regular Price
TEN MASSIVE VOLUMES, nearly one 
foot high. Bound in red half mo
rocco. Over 4,000 pages: 3,000 illus
trations, etc. DE LUXE books in 
every particular.
Special $1 9 .8 0  Price. Reg. Price $60 

Sent by prepaid express if you mention 
Pop. Mag. Aug. 07. 
Send $ 2  within one 
week, and $2  a 
m< nth, if satisfac
tory; o t h e r w is e  
notify us to send for 
them Absolutely 
no orders accept ed 
at this price if post
marked later than 
Aug. 81, ’07.

AMERIC AN SCHOOL

I Teach Sign Painting
Show Card Writing or Lettering

by mail and guarantee success. Only field not 
overcrowded. My instruction is unequaled be
cause practical, personal and thorough. Easy 
terms. Write for large catalogue.

C1IA8. J. STKON G, Pre».,
Detroit School of Lettering

Dept. 82, Detroit, Mich.
“ Oldest and Largest School o f Its K ind”

FLA S H  L I K E  G E N U I N E
Day or night. You can own a Diamond equal 
in brilliancy to any genuine Stone at one 
thirtieth the cost.

B A R O D A  D I A M O N D S  
IN S O L I D  G O L D  R I N G S  

stand acid test and expert examination. We 
guarantee them. See them first, then pay. 
Catalogue Free. Patent Ring Measure 
included for FIVE two-cent stamps.

THE BARODA COMPANY, 
Dept.P. 280 North State St., Chicago

C a n  Y o u  A f f o r d

to ignore the big and sure profits in New York 
Real Estate?

New York, the marvel city, is growing ten 
times faster than any other city in the world. 
An investment in New York Realty is as safe 
as a government bond and a hundred times 
more profitable.

You cannot accomplish results with a small 
capital, but by combining your money with 
ours (Capital and Surplus iiow nearly two mil
lion dollars) you can participate in the protits 
of this company, securing the same proportion
ate profit upon your investment as the lug es
tates like the Astor and others, and your mouey 
is as absolutely safe as in the bank.

For years this 
company lias 
paid . . . .

8 %to holders of 
i t s common 
shares.

The rapid extension of our business and the 
steady enhancement of the value of our prop
erties indicate eveu larger future earnings. 
Over half million dollars paid to investors 
during the past twelve years.

Sums of from $ 10 0  to $10,000 accepted, par
ticipating in earnings from date of receipt.

NEW  YORK
REALTY OW NERS CO.,

489 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK.

A postal will bring you our booklet H. Why not send 
for it to-day?

Six Months Free
The Investment Herald

Leading mining, financial and investment magazine, 
containing up-to-date information on mining, oil and 
other monev making industries.

It gives latest news from the great Nevada camps. It 
describes the principal companies and the best dividend 
paying stocks.

It also describes a wonderfully successful system 
whereby heavy speculative profits’ may be quickly and 
easily made on absolutely sate investments.

It will also procure for inquirers free, independent, 
unbiased, reliable reports on all companies.

If you have made or contemplate making any invest
ments of any kind, write for it at once without fail.

A . L . W IS N E R  &  CO., P u b lish e rs,
D e p t .  18, 80 W a l l  S t r e e t ,  N e w  Y o r k .

What is Your Salary
Write us and we will help vou double your earnings. We teach you thoroughly at 

your home and fit you for a better position, at a larger salary, with shorter hours, easier work 
and more congenial surroundings.

Anyone who can read and write can master our courses. They are the most comprehen
sive and most simple in the world. Every student secures individual attention. We have fitted 
many young men and women for commercial life and placed them in good positions.

If you want a larger salarv; if you hold a minor position and long for promotion; if you 
wish to exchange life on the farm, behind the counter, in the mill, for life in a business office 
and a remunerative position of authority and honor, write today.

Miss Virginia Stubbs of Knoxville, Tenn., writes.—I  a m  h o ld in g  a  nice p o sitio n  a s  book
keeper, a n d  h a v e  no tro u b le  a t  a l l  in  keep ing the set o f  books. I  a m  ea rn in g  tw ic e  the sa la r y  1 
ea rn ed  b e fo re  ta k in g  y o u r  course.

Let us send you free a copy of our famous book,“ How To Become a Successful Bookkeeper.”
Commercial Correspondence Schools, 139C Commercial Building, Rochester,N.Y.

Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.’
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For comfort and economy LITHOLIN 
Waterproofed LinenCollãrsand Cuffs
are almost indispensable, especially 
in warm weather. Wiped with a 
damp cloth they are as clean as when 
new, with the original whiteness,and 
neve*- wilt,crack nor fray. Wear well. 
Cut in all the fashionable shapes.

Collars 25c. Cuffs 50c.
I f  n o t a t  y o u r d ealers , send u s style, 

s t {e  a n d  n u m ber w a n te d , w ith  rem ittance, 
a n d  w e w il l  m atI to  y o u r  a d d re ss , p o s tp a id .  
C a ta lo g u e  f r e e  on requ est.

THE FIBERLOID COMPANY
Dept. 42  7 Waverly Place, New York City

W E S T  P O IN T

T a k e  a “IÇ leari” Sm o ke
— W it h o u t  N i c o t i n e

Y ou  and all sm o k e r*  know that the first 
c o o l  p u ff»  are b e st  with an o r d in a r y  

Pipe — then the wet. p o iso n o u s  nicotine 
Soaks into the tobacco — b ite s  your to n g u e  

' And disgusts your taste. Here's the o n ly  
r pipe ever m a d e  which s to p s  all that— 

gires you a full, clean sm oke— Inst puff A 
f g o o d  and c o o l  as the fir s t  — no nicotine 
1 c a n  gather — ashes cleaned of! by a push 

o f  your finger, and you keep the fire at th e  t 
top  exposed to the air, so the s m o k e  1 
Always, c o o l .

Y t h * ] Ç l e a n * / i  * / 1

P i p e ,1
Postpaid 

to You
Handsome bowl, en

casing 1 a v i t e lin
ing where fire comes 

and aluminum tube 
below for reserve to

bacco. Bottom a n d  
stem can be removed 
and entire pipe thor

oughly c l e a n e d
w i t h  a 

cloth.

^tO 1
Thou
sands o f 
smokers could 
not stand a pipe 
at all until they got 
“ T h e  K le m i P ip e .”
If your dealer won't sup
ply you, se n d  t o  m e—*1 , post
paid—or write for Booklet— HR HE.

R. D. O A TES,
304 N. East Avenue, Oak Park, 111.

a làrge silk handkerchief is sometimes 
passed through the trousers’ loops, and 
made to serve as a belt. There may, of 
course, be slight departures from the 
dress described as individual taste 
prompts.

The golfer wears flannel trousers 
-with turned-up bottoms, though they 
must be dark in color for the rougher 
work on the links. White ducks are not 
worn a-golfing; nor are “knicker” 
trousers in vogue to-day. Shirts cut 
with half-sleeves are as comfortable as 
they are convenient. Some men dis
pense with both collar and tie, leaving 
the top button of the shirt unfastened 
for greater ease and coolness. Others 
knot a large, brightly colored handker
chief round the neck. “ Stocks” are not 
worn; and, indeed, they are so clumsy 
and heating that the wonder is they 
were ever approved. The golf-shoes 
are low cut and made of black calfskin 
or tan leather, with rubber soles. Hob
nails or rubber disks, intended to give 
a firmer foothold, may be bought sep
arately and attached to the shoe by the 
wearer.

The yachtsman wears a blue serge 
coat and white duck trousers, with 
turned-up bottoms, white shoes with 
rubber soles, white lisle socks, a white 
shirt with a soft collar of the same ma
terial, and a yachting-cap of the con
ventional shape, embroidered with a 
club or individual device or symbol. It 
may not be amiss to add that an ex
cessively “yachty” costume is apt to 
suggest the landsman who has only 
sniffed sea air from afar. The true 
sailor avoids the promiscuous display 
of button and braid, and is careful to 
differentiate between deck and shore 
dress.

The horseback-rider wears the regu
lation cutaway coat and “Tattersall” 
waistcoat, tightly fitting breeches of 
tweed, cheviot, khaki, duck, or mole
skin, and boots of tan or black Russia 
leather, or puttee leggings of tan pig
skin or black calfskin. This is the ac
cepted formal riding dress. Informal 
dress allows a man to wear pretty much 
what he pleases, and the ordinary sack 
suit, soft felt hat, leggings, gauntlet 
gloves, and the like are considered cor
rect form.

B eaunash .

Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”
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EYEGLASSES NOT NECESSARY
Eyesight Can Be Strengthened, and Most Forms of 

Diseased Eyes Successfully Treated 
Without Cutting or Drugging.

That the eyes can be strengthened so that eyeglasses 
can be dispensed with in many cases has been proven be
yond a doubt by the testimony of hundreds of people who 
publicly claim that their eyesight has been restored by 
that wonderful little instrument called “ Actina.’ ’ “ Ac- 
tina” also relieves Sore and Granulated Lids, Iritis, etc., 
and removes Cataracts without cutting or drugging. Over 
seventy-five thousand “ Actinas” Tiave been sold; therefore 
the Actina treatment is not an experiment, but is reliable. 
Ih e  following letters are but samples of hundreds we 
receive.

Mr. S. M. W alker, corn er Carolina  and 
P alm etto  S ts.,L os A ngeles,C alif., w rites:— 
“ A b o u t  tw o  years ago  m y sigh t b egan  to  
fail rapidly . I con su lted  so-ca lled  sc ien 
tific  ocu lis ts  and had specia l glasses 
m ade, b u t all to  no avail. I b ou gh t an 
A ctin a  and in less than thirty  days threw  
away my glasses. T hanks to  A ctin a  I 
can read o r  w rite now tor hours every 

day. I  w o u iu n o t  be w ith ou t it fo r  any am ount o f  m on ey .”
Mrs. Charles L on gstreet, No. 290 W . 147th St.. N ew  Y ork  City, 

w r ite s ;— “ It g ives m e grea t p leasure to  recom m end A ctin a . H av
in g  suffered m uch  w ith my eyes neith er any treatm ent nor glasses 
availed, I was in du ced  to  give A c tin a  a trial, and a fter a  few  
w eeks’ use o f  A ctin a , I am  a ble  to  read or w rite w ithout that in
ten se  pain . M y eyes are now  so stron g  that 1 can  use them  fre e ly .”

E . R . H o lbrook , D epu ty  C ounty  Clerk, F airfax , V a ., w rites :— 
“ ‘A c t in a 'h a s  cu red  my eyes so th a t I can do  w ithout g lasses . I 
very seldom  have h eadache n ow , and can  study u p  to  eleven  o 'c lo ck  
a fte r  a hard d a y ’ s w ork at th e  o ffice .”

“ Actina”  can be used by old and young with perfect 
safety. Every member of the family can use the one “ Ac- 
tina”  for any form of disease of the Eye, Ear, Throat or 
Head. One will last for years, and is always ready for 
use. Actina will be sent on trial postpaid.

If you will send your name and address to the Actina 
Appliance Co., Dept. 96N ,8i i  Walnut St., Kansas City, 
Mo., you will receive, absolutely F R E E  a valuable book 
—Professor W ilson's Treatise on Disease.

1 permanent 
remove superf 
hair. My Fr e e  
sample proves it
f

W e want to give to every wom an afflicted w ith a disfiguring 
grow th, a liberal sample o f this depilatory. C H A R  31 E R E  
is a  m ost delightful toilet preparation which absolutely 
removes every vestige o f hair from the face, neck or arms.
It is guaranteed to permanently destroy the root forever.

C H A R M E N E  contains no caustics and will not injure the 
m ost delicate skin. It softens, whitens and beautifies the 
skin and may be used even though no hairs are present.
Its dainty cosm etic effect is soothing and grateful.

W hen we send the sample package free, we will a lso send 
our handsome book on “ Beauty A d vice ,"  with com plexion 
hints and advice on other C H A R M E N E  preparations, 
M assage Eu Cream, Face Powder and Hairluxe.

Write today— N O W —for the free sample and book. It 
will prove well worth while.

T I I E  C IIA  K M  E X  E  C H E M IC A L  C O .,
A  2 0  H u ro n  l id . .  • C L E V E L A N D , O . ^

BIG POST CARD OFFER
the funniest, most original and catchy O E p  

m  V  comic cards ever offered, no two alike, L \)\J  
O  O  artcards, absolutely new, in beautiful colors, "7 E p 
O  mm by A m erica’s ablest ariistg , ( 1  shown in ad ) no 2 alike , f  d u

25 CARDS FR E E
T o  those sending Bl.uO now for both sets, we w ill includ e, absolute

ly  fre e , 25 cards o f  new and catchy subjects. Our line o f a r t , fan cy, 
comic, le a th er , photographic and telegraphic souvenir cards, is the 
largest, la test, most complete an d  exclusive on the m arket. Local 
view  cards made to order from your own photogrsphs. 
m  m  a  a ^  write for sp ecia l prices and catalog listing 10,000 subjects,

C á  t K  L a  t  f a  W  imported and domestic.
BOOTH, WALLACE & CO. Dept. C, 155 Washington Street, CHICAGO.

A  FAIR OFFER!
to convince

D y s p e p t i c s
and those suffering from

Stomach Troubles
of the efficiency of

giycozone
I will send a

$1.00 BOTTLE FREE
( O N L Y  O N E  T O  A  F A M I L Y )

to any one NAM ING THIS M A G A 
ZINE, and enclosing 25c. to pay for
warding charges. This offer is  made 
to dem onstrate the e fficie n cy  of this 
rem edy.

GLYCOZONE
Is absolutely harmless.

It cleanses the lining membrane of the 
stomach and subdues inflammation, thus 
helping nature to accomplish a cure.

G LYCO ZO N E cannot fail to help 
you, and will not harm you in the least.

Indorsed and successfully used by 
leading physicians for over 15 years.

Sold by leading druggists. None 
genuine without my signature.

C h e m i s t  a n d  G r a d u a t e  o f  t h e  “ E c o l e  C e n t r a l e  

d e s  A r t s  e t  M a n u f a c t u r e s  d e  P a r i s ”  ( F r a n c e )

57 Prince Street, New York City
FREE!—Valuable booklet on how to treat diseases.

TeN the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye."
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CRYSTAL
Domino
SUGAR f

Trium ph
in

Sugar

IMAGINATION COULD NOT CONCEIVE OF A  HANDIER AND PRETTIER FORM THAN IS  PRESENTED IN "CRYSTAL DOMINO SUGAR’.' 
NEITHER COULD THE MOST PARTICULAR PEOPLE ASK FOR MORE PERFECT PURITY OR ECONOM ICAL PEOPLE FOR LESS W A S T E .

HIGHEST GRADE IN THE WORLD. BEST SUGAR FOR TEA AND COFFEE.
B y  groce rs everywhere. cgxg>

c

C'

L et us send you  
W atch  o r  R ing 
upon  term s in
d ica ted . R em it 
first paym ent w ith  
ord er o r  have goods  

sh ipped fo r  in spec
tio n  C. O. D. first

paym ent.

A sk  F o r  No,
latalog I 
«. K— 8 3

X  carat com m ercia l w hite per
fe c t  d iam on d set inu-kt.solid go ld en  nn
m o u n tin g ................. Q v U i U U

85 cash and $3 p er m onth.

Gents* O. F. 12. 16 o r  18 eize o r  
lad ies ’ 6 size p la in  o r  beautifu lly  
engraved 20-year, 11-kt. gold-filled 
case fitted w ith  g en - -  .  ^  _
u ine n e w  E lgin  o r  Ç I O  L  M  
W altham  m o v em en tip  I f c l v U  

W ith  h unting  case, $16.76. $2.00 cash  and $1.50 per m onth.

rHerbert L. Joseph?, Co
Diamond Importers i: Watch Jobbers 

217-219 l K— 8 3  J State Street, CHICAGO

CYCLOPHDIA CYCLOI-CpI  CYCLOPEti ^L0PO§ 
T f °/ ' A Op M; Op A 

MODITRN MODERjf MODERN?: MODBl#
SHOPj® MIC I* ■

PRACTICE PRalTICP PR.ACTICÊ I’fUCTlM

CYCLOPEDIA of MODERN SHOP PRACTICE
Four Volumes—2,500 Pages—7 1 10 Inches.

Largest and most up-to-date work o f its kind published. Round 
in red m orocco. Contains 2 000 engravings. Especially de
signed for the machinist, tool m aker, blacksm ith, foundrym an, 
pattern m aker, sheet metal worker, draftsm an, steam and gas 
engine engineer, electrician, etc , who cannot afford a regular 
course o f instruction.
REGULAR PRICE, $24. SPECIAL 30 DAY OFFER $12.00

Sent, Express Prepaid, Fur One Week’s FREE Examination.
I f it meets your needs, pay $2 00 down and $2-00 a month there
a fter, until you have paid $12 00, the special price. Return, at 
our expense, if you do not care to keep the books. W e make this 
special offer during the dull sum m er months to acquaint the pub
lic with the superior instruction o f the American School o f 
Correspondence, these books being partly com piled from  the 
instruction papers.
A 200-page handbook sent free on request if you mention Pop. Mag. 8-07

BRIEF LIST OF CONTENTS
Machine Shop W ork , T ool M aking; Pattern M aking, Machine 
Design, Metallurgy'; Gas and Oil Engines, Producer Plants, 
Autom obiles, Elevators, Steam Engines, Steam Turbine, Man
agement o f  Dynam os and M otors: Forging, Sheet Metal W ork , 
T insm ithing, M echanical D rawing, Mechanism.

A M E R IC A N  SC H O O L  o f  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E

CHICAGO

Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.”
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T R I PL E  SI L V ER  
PL AT E D RAZOR

g r  PUSH ^  
^STROP THROUGH 
RAZOR TO SHARPEN

T H E  O N L Y  RAZOR AND AUTO-  ^  
► MATI C STROPPE R IN ONE  PIECE,SHARP EDGE 

FOR EVERY 
SHAVE S

BUI LT 
FOR SERVI CE

Y o u  b e l ie v e d  y o u r  ra z o r  w a s  s h a r p — b u t  it w a s n ’t. Y o u  s h a v e d  
w it h  th e  w r o n g  ra z o r  a n d  its  n a m e  is “ D u ll E d g e ”  w h ic h  g r o w s  d u lle r  

a n d  d u lle r  w i t h  e a c h  s u c c e s s iv e  s h a v e  it y o u  d o n 't  s t r o p — a n d  s t r o p  p r o p 
e r ly .  T h e  ra z o r  t h a t  s lic e s  h a ir  a n d  je r k s  tire  r o o ts  c a n n o t  b e  ju s t i f ie d  a s  a  s u c 
c e ss fu l s h a v in g  t o o l — a n d  it i s n 't .

A  C L E A R  S M O O T H  C O M P L E X I O N  IS P R E S E R V E D  B Y  A S H A R P  R A Z O R
N o b o d y  k n o w s  t h a t  b e t te r  th a n  th e  b a r b e r — a n d  t h a t  is  w h y  b a r b e r s  c o n t in u e  to  p la y  a p a it  in  th e  a ffe c t io n s  
o f  s o m e  m e n . A n d  t h a t  is  w h y  th e  b a ib e r  s t r o p s  h is  r a z o r . N o  r a z o r  c a n  s u r v iv e  th e  w e a r  o f  a  s in g le  s h a v e  
u n le s s  s tr o p p e d  a n d  b e  a s  g o o d  fo r  th e  s e c o n d  s h a v e  a s  for th e  f i r s t — y o u  k n o w  th a t .

Y o u  w o u ld n ’ t p a t r o n iz e  a b a r b e r  w h o  d id n ’t  h a v e  a  g o o d  s h a rp  r a z o r  every time w o u ld  v o u ?

T H E  A U T O S T R O P  R A Z O R  IS A N  A U T O M A T I C  E X P E R T  M E C H A N I C A L  B A R B E R  
W h ic h  o b lig e s  y o u  to  a u t o m a t ic a l ly  s h a r p e n  th e  b la d e  s k i l l fu l ly  in s p ite  o f  y o u r  in e x p e r ie n c e .

I T S  S I M P L E  C O N S T R U C T I O N - N O  T A K I N G  A P A R T  F O R  S T R O P P I N G  O R  C L E A N I N C  
T o  s h a r p e n — ju s t  s lip  th e  s tr o p  th r o u g h  th e  r a z o r  i t s e l f  a n d  in a  “ j i f f y ”  it is re a d y  fo r  p r o p e r  s h a v in g — s k ille d  

s h a r p e n in g  b y  a n y  n o v ic e  a n d  n o  t a k in g  a p a r t  to  c le a n  e ith e r .

“ COMMON SENSE ABOUT SHAVING” —FR EE
It’ s a Handsome Book of “ Common Sense,” briefly written.

W e are anxious to put a copy in the hands o f  every shaver. Whether out o f curiosity or out o f  re-

of

spect for your own private face, send a postal with your name and address.
The Complete Set (will last a lifetime) will be sent you, charges prepaid, on receipt 

o f $5.00. OR if  you prefer, we will send it through your favorite retailer.
In either event if for any reason you wish to return it after 30 Days’ 

Trial, your money will be refunded at once. You take no risk.

AutoStrop Safety Razor Go. RAZOR-,

\

Dept. ?1 
341 to 347 Fifth Avenue 

New York 
Bank Deference
Colonial Trust Co.,

New York

►12 CERTIFIED 
B lades 

^  Strop

In
LeatherCase.

„ Size
2li>3.

A B E A U TIFU L  FACE
All the Old Methods o f securing beauty and a Perfect 

complexion are reoiaced bv use o f the RUBBER COM
PLEXION BULB. It prevents and removes wrinkles, 
p tnples, blackheads, makes skin soft, smooth and white.
A single application produces rein arkable results. Black- 
hiads in many instances bam->hed in a few minutes. The 
s >eed with which it dears the complexion almost be
yond belief. No woman owning one need have any further fear of wrinkles 
0 -- blackheads. Regular price 50c. To introduce our catalog of other arti
cles we will send the Bulb with directions for only THIRTY-FIVE 
cents, postpaid. You cannot afford to miss this bargain. Address,
M L. Krueger Mfg. Co., 157 Wash. St., Chicago, 111.

Stallman’s Dresser Trunk
rEasy to get at everything without 
disturbing anything. No fatigue 
in packing and unpacking. Light, 
strong, roomy drawers. Holds as 
much and costs no more than a 
good box trunk. Hand-riveted ; 
strongest trunk made. In small 
room serves as chiffonier. C.O.D. 
with privilege o f examination.

2c. stamp for Catalog.
F. A.STALLMAN, 51 E .Spring Su, Columbus, 0.

^ « D i a m o n d s  c P m
YOU CAN EASILY OWN A DIAMOND OR WATCH. or present one as a gift to some loved one. We send on approval whatever you select from our beautiful catalog. If pleased, pay one-fifth on delivery, balance in Smonthly payments. Written guarantee given. WeI O FTIS Estd Old Reliable Original Diamond and Watch Credit House I

_fcBBOg. ÃC CO.__1858l P e o t . H 256» 9 2  t o  9 8  S t a t e  S t . ,  Chicago, III. I to 20% annually. Catalog free. Write to-day i

Tell the substitutor: "N o, thank you, 1 want what I asked for. Good-bye.”



THE POPULAR M A G A Z IN E  A D V E R T ISE R

THE EDISON PHONOGRAPH

TO the Edison Phonograph can be applied the old saying: “ A  pleas
ure shared is a pleasure doubled.”  It is the art of entertainment 
expressed in tangible form. Three is never a crowd when one of 
the three is an Edison Phonograph. Love songs, dances, funny 

songs, ballads, all kinds of music in your own home, with less trouble and 
greater enjoyment than any other form of entertainment, and especially than 
any form of musical entertainment. Today is the beát day for going to your 
dealer’s to hear an Edison. You cannot possibly know how well the Edison 
Phonograph reproduces by listening to any other make of talking machine.

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 39 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N.J.

C 'L ' 1-
Tell the substitutor: “ No, thank you, I want what I asked for. Good-bye.’

*



T E E  P O P r lA / i  M A E A Z IX E  A 1 >VEkTlS.ER

TWENTY-FOUR NEW

EDISON RECORDS
On Sale June 27th

Ca t c h y  new songs by old favorites, beautiful ballads, spirited 
marches, sacred selections, hits from the comic operas, and musical 
comedies and clever dialogues are all included in the new Edison 
Records for July. Hear them at your dealer’s and make your se

lections for the home, seashore, mountains or wherever you will be in July. 
No need to exert yourself for the sake of entertainment these summer even
ings. Leave it to the Phonograph and the July Records. Here is the list:

9 5  7 8  

9 5  7 9

9 5 8 0

9 5 8 1

9 5 8 2

9 5 8 3

9 5 8 4

9 5 8 5

9 5 8 6

9 5 8 7

9 5 8 8

9 5 8 9

9 5 9 0

9 5 9 1

9 5 9 2

9 5 9 3

9 5 9 4

9 5 9 5

9 5 9 6

9 5 9 7

9 5 9 8

9 5 9 9

9 6 0 0

9 6 0 1

Ballet Music from Faust— Part 3 (Gounod).................
fa , Ta, Au Revoir, I m Goin’ to G o (Lowitz)..........

I Want You fcr My All Time Girl (deK oven ).........
Kimmble March (Kimmble) Jlccordion.......................
And a Little Bit More (F isch er)...................................
While the Birds are Singing to Me (Fulton).................
I’d Live or I Would Die For You (B a l l ) ...................
Dream of the Rarebit Fiend (Thurban)........................
Because I'm Married Now (Ingraham)..........................
Speed Away (W oodbury)...............................................
You’ll Not Be Forgotten, Lady Lou (M e y e r) ............
The Broken-Hearted Sparrow (Bendix)........................
You’ll Have to Wait Till My Ship Comes In (Evans)
I Know Dat I’ll Be Happy Till 1 Die (R o g e rs ) .........
Hymns of the Old Church Choir (Solman i ................
Anvil Polka (Parlow) ............................................. ..
Flanagan and His Servant Girl (O riginal)...................
Sweet Jessie Dear (Fontelle) ..........................................
Save a Little Money for a Rainy Day (Silver)............
The Chorus Lady March (Kingsbury) Xvlophona ■ ■
Tale of the Bucket (Bald).................................................
Blondy and Johnny (O riginal)........................................
It’s Great to be a Soldier Man (M o rse ).....................
Shoulder Arms March (R ose)..........................................

........ Edison Concert Band

..................... Ada Jones
.................. Irving Gillette
................ John Kimmble
................ Arthur Collins

..........Harlan and Belmont
...............Harry Anthony
........ Edison Military Band
.................... Billy Murray
. . . . Edison Mixed Quartette
...........Frederick H. Potter
. Edison Symphony Orchestra
.................. Bob Roberts
............Collins and Harlan
..............Frank C. Stanley
........ Edison Concert Band
....................Steve Porter
.......Edison Male Quartette
..............Edward Meeker
.................Albert Benzler
........ . Will F. Denny
,-vda Jones and Len Spencer
..............Byron G. Harlan
. . . . . .  Edison Military Band

TH R E E  B O O K S F R E E . July Supplemental Cata
logue, outlining each Record; July Phonogram, 
going more into detail; complete Catalogue, giving 
all Edison Records now in stock, will be published 
July 27th. Write for them today while you think of it.

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 39 Lakeside Ave Orange, N. J.

Te!i the .--uiistitutur: "X u ,  i,‘iu.hk y o u , i want what 1 asked l'ur. Good-bye.’

c



THE POPULAR MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

O F  A L L  S C E X T E D  S O A P S  P E A R S ’ O T T O  OF ROSE IS T H E  BEST.
"A lt righ ts secu red ."

Teli the aubatitutor; "N o, thank you, I want w h a t! asked for. Good-bye,”



Brand Names Alcan Something 
B iit tJie “ Triangle A ” Means More !

YOU’VE heard smokers speak of “ finding” a good cigar—usually they 
consider it a real discovery—rare good luck. That’s because cigar
buying has always been such a game of chance—a  “ lucky-if-you-win” 

proposition.
You’ve often been puzzled to know what cigar to ask for, which cigar to 

choose—haven’t you? Nowadays there’s a way of knowing good cigars before 
you buy— ev ery  tim e.

We have made it possible simply by stamping the “Triangle A ” merit mark 
on the boxes of the best cigars made. The “Triangle A ” marks brands of different 
names so you can ask by nam e for what you find best suits your taste. But

The " Triangle J t”  on the b ox  is w hat counts
It distinguishes the best b ra n d s of cigars, all of them the product of our 

modern methods of cigar making; all of them benefit by our new scientific pro
cesses of refining and blending tobacco, which have brought such a noticeable 
improvement in cigar quality.

As representative “ Triangle A”  brands we mention
The New Cremo 
Anna Held 
George W. Childs 

(Cabinets

Buck
Spanaflora
Tarita
Stickney’s New Tariff

Continental
10c. and 4 for 25c.) 

Chancellor ( - ftr 
Caswell Club) aOC*

R oyal Bengals 
(Little Cigars, 10for 15c.) 

The Unico 
Benefactor 
Palma de Cuba

Book o f  complete cigar information sent free
A postal request will bring you a copy. Send for it today.

Department 101.
AMERICAN CIGAR CO., Manufacturer, 111 Fifth Ave., N. Y.



MUCH of the world’ s history has been written with this ideal 
writing instrument which “ makes its mark around the world”  
and also fulfils its purpose instantly and faithfully without 

interruption to thought.
The quality of workmanship and watch-like precision with which 

the parts are assembled are of the. same high standard as the pure 
gold Contained in the holder.

Waterman’s Ideal Fountain Pen (the Pen with the Clip-Cap) may 
be purchased almost anywhere on earth. It is always the same— in 
price, in style and in quality. It is exchangeable everywhere.

It is the standard of perfection—beyond it there is nothing.

Exhibited at the Jamestown Fair
Interior Court, Manufactures and Liberal Arts Building


