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Victor-Victrola IV, $15

-Victrola

Victor-Victrola VI, $25

There isn't a home anywhere that wouldn’t be the better for 
having a Victor.

Good music brightens every home, and with a Victor or 
Victor-Victrola you can readily satisfy your every musical taste— 
hear whatever music you wish, whenever you wish.

These three new popular-priced instruments make it easy for 
every one to own a gamine Victor-Victrola.

And if you will go to any music store or any Victor dealer's 
and hear your favorite selection on the Victor or Victor-Victrola, 
you will wonder how you have managed to satisfv your love of 
&usic without it.

Victor Talking Machine Co, 
Camden, N. J., U*S. A,

« '.riimophone C o., Montreal. Canadian Distributors

:o.

Victor-Victrola VIII, $40

All the important patented Victor-Victrola 
features, including Exhibition sound box. taper
ing arm, “ goose-neck”  sound-box tube, and 
concealed sounding-boards, are incorporated 
in these new instruments.

Other styles
o f  the

Victor-Victrola 
$50, $75 . $100. 

$150. $200. $250 
Victors 

$10 t o  $100

New Victor Records are on sale at all dealers on the 28th of each month

Tell yi >ur newsdealer: "  Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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Even Better Thar
Another Real Triumph foj 
More Splendid Fiction

Robert W . Chambers
and the very best in romantic novels, are synonymous 
in American literature. His productions, one and all, 
rank as the greatest that America has produced.

Take “ The Common L av ,”  for instance, or “ The 
Fighting Chance.”  They are simply unrivaled.

To-day Chambers is at the height of his power. 
Readers of C o s m o p o l it a n  will find his new novel, 
“ The Turning Point,”  to be his best—actually and 
literally his best.

C harles D an a  G ibson
will illustrate “ The Turning Point.”  His matchless 
drawings are famous the world over.

Among pen and ink artists he is supreme, and the 
illustrations for “ The Turning Point” will stand out 

among his finest efforts.

HOW TO SAVE
On Xov. ioth the subscription price ot "C'osmo- 

politan "  Magazine advances to $1.50 a year. For 
the present the price is $ i. Now is the time 
to order. If you subscribe to-day, each subscrip
tion will save you 50 cents, and by subscribing

381 Fourth A v e .,

Tell your newsdealer : “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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The Common Law
America’s Greatest Magazine 
for Our Readers This Year

David Graham Phillips

H ow a rd  C h an dler C hristy
will illustrate “ The Price She Paid,”  and his 
superb drawings add strong pictorial emphasis 
to the charm of the story.

It is the famous “ Christy Girl”  at her best.

FROM $1 TO $2.50
2, 3 or 5 years m advance, you will be saving from 
$ i to 82.50. Every subscription that reaches us 
after Nov. 10th will cost $1.50—every subscription 
that comes in before then will cost only $1. This 
is your last chance. Take advantage of it now.

New  York City

Ain. 13-Lt

Cosmopolitan 
Magazine. 

381 Fourth Ate ., 
N. Y. City, N. Y.

P l e a s e  s e n d  m e
C O S M O P O L I T A N

o r .......................... y e a  rs  .
H e r e w i t h  I e n c l o s e

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

Street ...........................................................
C ity ........................................................................

_ .ate................................................................

ranks as the great realist of modern fiction.

And yet, big as his 
earliest novels were, ‘ “ the 
Price She Paid”  is even 
greater. It was his last— 
and his masterpiece. Be 
sure to read it.

He swept aside the flimsy draperies of convention 
and looked squarely at the inner workings of Life.

What he saw he wove 
into the most delightful and 
masterly novels of a decade.

Tell your newsdealer: “Deliver this magazine to me each month.”



THE POPULAR MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

$31,000 to $10,000
kPer Year For You

I can  m ake y o u  p ro sp e ro u s . I f  you  
|wanfc t o  earn  m o re  m o n e y —i f  you  
w ant to  e s ta b lis h  y o u r s e l f  in  an in 
d ep e n d e n t b u s in e ss  re q u ir in g  n o  
ca p ita l — se n d  m e y o u r  n am e and 
id d re ss  o n  co u p o n  b e lo w , (or a 

p o s ta l w il l  d o )  and I w il l  m a il you , 
r f r e e ,  o u r  I  i e  6 8 -P a g e  B o o k , 
fu lly  e x p la in in g  ju s t  h o w  y o u  can  fit 
y o u r s e l f  t o  earn  b ig  m o n e y  in  th e  

. R e a l E s t a t e ,  B r o k e r a g e  a n d  I n 
surance B u sin ess . O u r th o ro u g h ly  te s te d  s u c ce ss fu l sy s 
tem  n o t  o n ly  e q u ip s  y o u  fu l ly  o n  e v e ry  p o in t  o f  R ea l Estate, 
B rokera ge  and In su ra n ce , w e  a lso  g iv e  y ou , fr e e , a valuable 
cou rse  in  C o m m e rc ia l Law  O ur F ree  B o o k  is  o f  g rea t in te r 
est t o  a n yon e , b u t  is  o f  v ita l im p o rta n ce  t o  C le rk s , B ook  
K eepers, S a lesm en , A g e n ts , S o lic ito r s  and o th e rc  w h o  are 
a m b itiou s  t o  b e  in  a g o o d  p a y in g  b u s in e ss  o f  th  ir  ow n .
International R ealty  C orp -, 2035 Manhattan Bldg., C hicago

Successors to The Cross Co. and H. W. Cross & Co.

Tills Book 
Shows You 
How to Suc
ceed In Real 
Estate, Brok
erage and 
Insurance

Send no money, 
but merely your name 
and address on a postal or 
on the Coupon below.

A D D R E S S .

O F F m I  
POSITIONS)

I f  y ou  are an Am erican o v e r  18 years 
o f  age, and can read and w rite, we 
w il l  send you  T h©  C i v i l  S e r v i c e  
B o o k ,  te llin g  you  how you  can 

qualify  at hom e, to  pass any Civil 
Service Examination ana thus 
becom e eligible fo r  a  G overn
m ent Position. W  rite at once.

International
Correspondence 
'Schools,

Box 856 C, Scranton, Pa.

STUDY
LAW

AT
HOME

Lay the Foundation 
of Fame and Fortune
W hether y ou  are to  practice at the b a r , 
or to  win success in business, our law yer- 
endorsed College L aw  Course can m ake 
you  a  master. N ot a  short cut—n ot a 
•‘makeshift” —not a  condensed sum m ary. 
Book8,lessons.lectures,illustrative cases, 
exam inations,encouragem ent. 21 years o f  
salary raising. Graduates adm itted to 
the bar in  every state. W rite fo r  the 
catalogue and ‘ ‘evidence.**

SPRAGUE CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL OF LAW
2 2 4  A m e rican  B ld g ., D e tro it , M ich .

Traveling Salesmen
and Saleswomen Wanted
Earn While You Learn. W e now have on file letters from  

thousands o f  Wholesale and M anufacturing firms w ho are anxious 
to  employ Salesmen and Saleswomen capable o f  earning from  
$1,000.00 to  $10,000.00 a  year and expenses. N o form er experience 
needed to  get one o f  these good positions. _ W e will teach you to 
be a high grade Salesman or Saleswoman in  eight w eeks by  mail 
and our Free Employment Bureau will assist you to  secure aEmployment ......  - ...................... ...........-  -

ition w here you can earn good w ages while you are lemming 
tical Salesmanship. W rite today fo r  full particulars, list o f  

_ J openings and testimonials from  over a  thousand persona we 
,v« recently placed in good positions.

Address, Nearest Office, D ept. 108  
N a t i o n a l  S a l e s m e n ’s  T r a i n i n g  A s s o c i a t i o n  

^bicago^^JewYorj^JCaMa^it^^leM^rleaij^Seattl^JJj&A^

and o 
post ti< 
Practi 
good 
have

ART LESSONS FREE
A w o n d erfu l op p ortu n ity  to a lim ited  num ber 
w ho  w rite  at on ce . I f you love  the beautiful
in life , you are au undeveloped artist. Y ou  
need only slight training to  develop you r 
accom plishm ent. In order to  prove the won
derful success o f  our exclusive m ethods, we 
w ill g ive  away a limited num ber o f  fu ll 
scholarships absolutely free. No need to 
leave hom e or you r present em ploym ent. 
W e guarantee to teach you  with com plete suc
cess, right at home, by matt. A ll we ask is that 
you devote a part o f  your spare time to  these 

absorbingly  interesting lessons. Hundreds o f  enthusiastic stu
dents and graduates prove the wonderful success o f  our methods. 
$ 2 0  to  $ 10 0  a  W eek Easily earned by competent artists. Demand I  
■ w i  wm w m m b  bw <— mmm for trained men and women greater now 
than ever before. We teach you every branch. Great artists your instruc
tors. Same methods o f teaching as are in use in the great ateliers o f Paris. 
WRITE NOW for handsome prospectus and Free Scholarship Offer. 
Don’t wait a minute. I f  you want to know how you may achieve success 
and prominence through talents which you may not even dream you 
possess, then write for our Special Limited Offer today.
^FINE^RT^INSTITUl^

| WE CAN TEACH YOU IN THIRTY DAYS
T h e  m ost p rofitab le profess ion  in  th e  w orld  is  o p e n  t o  you  I 
right, now . T hrough  c u r  p erfected  m ethods, we p ositive ly  f 
guar n tee  t o  teach, you perfectly , r ig h t  at hom e, by  m ail, 
and in o n ly  80 days  N ot an  experim en t, b u t a  proven  
success th a t  has 6tood th e  test o f  tim e.
Big Money—Great Opportunities '
N o m atter w ho you a re  o r  w hat you are d o in g —shorthand  I 
will help you to success. Aa a profe sion it la interesting, profitable 

I and gives you a real short cut to opportunity.
NOW WRITE for our valuable book FREE. “ Shorthand In 80Days.** 
Get the facts. Learn the truth about this marvelous new system 
which is 60 years ahead of any other known method. (18

C H IC / G O  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S  
1240 C hicago Opera House B lock  -  Chicago

B  A I A I  S t u d y  a t  H o m e
Graduate correspondence students 

H H H  niostsuceessfulatbarexamiuation.
jSyj Write today tor proof and our free 112-page
v  catalog. We make your home a university.
IjSpi I-ead.ng home-study law course in America.

Our own modern text — prepared by deans 
yS i and professors from the big law colleges—

H arvard.Chicago,W isconsin, Michigan, 
H  M  Illinois,Iowa,Stanford and others. Very

iow Cost and easy terms. Also business law. 
W e  guarantee to  coach  free a graduate failing to pass any bar exam. 
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, BO X 1 1 4 9 ' CHICAGO, ILL.

COPY THIS SKETCH
and let me see what you can do with it. You can 
earn $20.00 to $125.00 or more per week, as illustra
tor or cartoonist. My practical system of personal 
individual lessons by mail will develop your talent. 
Fifteen years successful work for newspapers and 
magazines qualifies me to teach you.

Send me your sketch of President Taft with 6c in 
stamps and I will send yon a test lesson plate, also 
Collection o f drawings showing possibilities forYOU.

THE LANDON SCHOOL and C a rtoon ing
144  4  * d in fle ld  B ld g ., C lcv e ln n d . O.

TW EN TY-SECO N D  Y E AR

THOMAS SCHOOLof ART
142 W E S T  23d ST., N E W  Y O R K  CITY  

The Only School in New York Which Teaches 
Practical Illustrating W ork

Complete training in Newspaper Sketching, 
Fashion Drawing, Magazine Illustrating, Comics, 
Cartoons.

Positions positively assured to all students. 
Day and evening sessions. New students enroll 
any day.

Short-term courses. Low tuition rates.
W R I T E  F O R  C I R C U L A R S

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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won the World's Flrsl Prize for best course in Penman-
hip. Under m y guidance m any are becoming- expert 
>enmen. Am  placing: m any o f  m y students as instructors 
n com m ercial colleges a t h igh salaries. I f  you w ish to  
iecome a  better penman, w rite me. I w ill send you F re e  
me o f m y F a vo rite  p en s and a cop y  o f  the Hansomarian 
ournal. C. W. RANSOM, 881 Minor Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.-

i ]  7i] i y J i  | o f  ail
knowledge

Send today fo r  m y F R E E  b ook  “  HOW TO 
I^^^REMEMBER” Faces, Names, Studies—D evelops 

W ill, C oncentration , Conversation, P u b lic  
Speaking. Increases in com e. Address

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

I Can Make You a

Convincing
Speaker

Thousands say this— You likewise can learn

F R E N C H -G E R M A N  > B  th _ ; 
S P A N IS H —I T A L I A N  f B y t n c

Lnn;
und

ig u n g e  -  P h o n e  M eth od  
R o s e n th a l’ s L in g u is try

You simply pratice at spare moments, and in a surprisingly short time you 
speak, read and understand a new language. F ree booklet on request.
T h e  L a n g u a g e -P h o n e  M e th o d , 896 Metropolis Bldg., New York.

the BASIS 
o f  all

DICKSON M EM ORY SCH OOL. 960 Auditorium B id ,., Chicago

L E A R N  P IA N O  TU N IN G  A T  HOME by  the aid o f  the TUNE- 
A-PHONE. A P rofession that can be converted into m oney  a t any 
tim e o r  place in  the civ ilized  w orld at an h ou r ’s notice . Earn 
$5.00 to  $15.00 p e r  day. Valuable illustrated b ook  FREE. Write 
JIILES BRYANT SCHOOL OF PIAS0 TUNING.33MosicHall,BattleCreek.Mich.

18 I
i 
fc
<i
J

APPLIED ART PAYS
Study Applied Art a t hom e.

P ersonal Correspondence System .
Eminent. Instructors. More than tw elve 

y ea rs  successfu l teach ing. P ra ctica l re
sults guaranteed. Our students In demand by leading

says Grenville Kleiser formerly of Yale Fac
ulty). He rids you of timidity—gives you 
confidence in yourself — develops your 
power and personality. Just give him fif
teen minutes of your time daily—at home 
—and he will speedily teach you how to

Sell Goods — Make Political 
Speeches—Address Board Meet
ings — Deliver After Dinner 
Speeches—Propose Toasts—Con
verse and Tell Stories Entertainingly.

If you can’t talk to the point, you can’t carry conviction 
—yon can’t win!  Don't you want to be a winner ? Then 
write to-day. Let ns tell you all about this helpful Course 
and prove its value.
FUNK & WAGNALL8 COMPANY, Dept. 304 NEW YORK

G E T  T H I S
FREE BOOK

ABOUT
____________  BOOKS
A RE you a book lover ? Then you will 

enjoy this book about books.
Y ou w ill send fo r  it  because it will g ive you 

m  ore live inform ation about authors, titles, 
bindings, and editions than you ever saw be
fo re , in  such concise form .

Y ou  w ill want this book too  because i t  quotes

CLARKSON’S Cut Prices
on  any book or set o f  books you m ay desire.

I watch out fo r  bankrupt sales, publishers* 
overstocks, e tc ., and m y prices are frequently 

below  cost o f  production, ard  always below the 
prices o f  my com petitors. Y ou  will be surprised a t how 
little good books cost when you order them from  m e. I 

r ship on approval. Get this Free book about books first 
then you will be glad to  buy.

D A V ID  B . C LA R K S O N , 1148 Clarkson Bldg., Chicago, III.

lerclal
______  ____________________________, ___  . Letter-

Founder and Art |nc and Design, Cartooning, Photo Retouching, Architec- 
Dixector tural Perspective, E tc. Endorsed by  h igh  authorities.

Residence Finishing School for Advanced Students,
Artists' outfits furn ished enroled students. Year B ook  free.

8C1IOOL OF APPLIED ART,
■ 642  Applied Art Bldg., Battle Creek, Mich,

“Deliver this magazine to me each month.”

employers of artists. Applied Art Courses in  Com 
■.8. Pilswohth Drawing, Illustrating, Teachers Normal, Fashion,

Tell your newsdealer:

Join the Better Paid Class!.
Y o u n g  m e n , le a r n  a  p r o fe s s io n  th a t  is  

, c le a n , f a s c in a t in g  a n d  p r o f i t a b le .  H e r e  is  
y o u r  o p p o r t u n i t y  t o  f o r g e  a h e a d  o f  t h e  m e d i

o c r e  c la s s .  W e  o f f e r  a  p r a c t i c a l  a n d  c o m 
p le te  c o u r s e  in  A r c h i t e c t u r a l ,  S tr u c tu r a l 

a n d  M e c h a n ic a l

DRAFTING
B Y  M A IL

Y ou  study from  blue prints o f  buildings and m a
chinery actually  being erected. Y our lessons are 
approved by  C hicago ’s best know n architects 

and engineers. F u ll or partial courses to  fit your need. 
NO text-books to  buy. W e assist you  to  a  position 
—hen qualified. Reasonable tuition, easy payments, 

course and w rite fo r  fok ler today. 
C H IC A G O  T E C H N IC A L  C O L LE G E  
6 6 9  Athenaeum Building, Chicago. Illinois. 

Short resident courses in the same studies at our 
school in  Chicago. Low tuition. Dag and 

evening clauses. /Send fo r  catalog X

I f  you w ill study a d v ertis in g , 
by  m ail w ith this sch o o l4 you 
can positively  increase you r 

------  earning- power. Ad w riters re
ce ive  from  # 3 .*  t o  8 11 00  a week. Send fo r  
ou r beautiful prospectus: it tells you how F r e e
PAGE-DA VIS SCHOOL.

L  E  A  R  IN J E W E L E R S *  EL IN G  R  A  V I IN G
A high salaried and easily learned trade, taught thoroughly by mail. We will 
teach the beginner better engraving than he can gain in years o f rigid appren
ticeship. We will also improve the skill of any engraver. Send for our catalog.
T h e

ip. VVewil 
E n g r a v lilog  S ch o o l, 171 Page

ay eng 
Bldg., Michigan Ave., Chicago, 1

A l l  C A N  W R I T E  A  S H O R T  S T O R Y . Beginners 
V /  KJ learn thorough ly  under our perfect m ethod; m any sell 

V their stories before completing- the course. W e help those 
■  w ho w ant to  sell their stories. W rite  fo r  particulars. Sehool of Short-Story Writing, Dept. MU Pago Bnllding, Chicago

BE AN ILLUSTRATOR, 
by m ail how to  draw  fo r  i 
magazines and newspapers. J 

Send fo r  Catalog.

Learn to  draw. W e w ill teach you ]
School of Illustration, /  

V c b ic a g o ,I il . .
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The Make-good Tobacco
Take it from any angle, Prince Albert simply measures right 

up to every idea of what a smoke should be.
Pack in your old jimmy and it opens up a new delight in 

pipe-smoking.
Roll up a cigarette and you have the finest paper=coated smoke 

ever compounded. Burns evenly with none of that die-out-between- 
whiffs habit. And doesn’t burn up in flash like dried-out, powdery 
tobaccos. P. A. is long-burning and holds its fire close in either 

cigarette or pipe.
Now, Mr. Man—you who think you can’t smoke a pipe 

—give P. A . the third degree in YOUR jimmy pipe. You’ll 
find all its promises right in bloom.

Y ou  can  bank on on e  thing, dead certa in — P rin ce  A lbert 
w o n ’ t bite you r tongue. T h e  b iter is taken  ou t by  the patent 
p rocess  that w e  spen t th ree  years and a fortune to perfect.

All live tobacco shops, in ioc tins, 5c bags wrapped in weather
proof paper, pound and half-pound humidors. Pound ones of glass 
with a sponge in the lid. Pound and half-pound ones of tin with 
moistener pads in top.

R. J. R E Y N O L D S TOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C.

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.'



“IN THE DARK,” By W . B. M. FERGUSON
Complete Novel In Month-end Issue

D E C E M B E R  1 ,  1 9 1 1

COVER DESIGN.......................................................................... H. J .  Soulen

THE GOLDEN MOCCASINS. A C om plete N ovel, . Roy Norton .
The gold seeker in the frozen North. The prospector found the reef of red gold, but the 

quest ran threads of white through his hair and “ stole twenty years from the sluice 
boxes of his life.”  A dread picture; terribly real.

WHOSE TURKEY? A Short Story, William Hamilton Osborne
A Thanksgiving story about the strange conduct of a shadowed bird.

AN UNSUNG HERO. Verse, . . Berton Braley .

THE DARRAGH CLURICHAWN. A Short Story, . Francis Lynde
The unique experience of an Irish engineer who was still in thrall to the mysticism of the 

Celtic race.
Charles E. Van Loan

pass to the race track and , little
FOOL FOR LUCK. A Short Story,

The bore who is always demanding free tickets gets s 
game is “ cooked”  for him.

THE BIG FISH. A Serial Story, . H. B. Marriott Watson .
• Adventures in the defiles of the Andes where the law of the Wild holds sway.

SWEENY’S DUMB-WAITER. A Short Story, . Charles R. Barnes
Dan Sweeny couldn’t keep away from that dumb-waiter. He “ hung round it like old 

maids to the new minister.”

HIS MOTHER’S DOUGHNUTS. A Short Story, Ralph D. Paine
A remarkable instance of how doughnuts figured on the training table of a football man.

THE BUHL CABINET. A Serial Story, Burton E. Stevenson
The dangerous search for poison in the death cabinet. A startling story of the detection 

of crime.

BELOW THE JAM. A Short Story,
In the woods with the lumberjacks. '

THE BRASS GOD. A Two-part Story, . Henry C. Rowland
Tile conclusion of a romantic yarn in which the destinies of two young people are ruled 

by a little squat deity with jade eyes.

“ WINDY”  WIGGINS. A Short Story, . . . Robert V. Carr
Here’s Billy’s experience of trying to do business with the talkative “ Windy:”  “ My 

head’s a-ringin’ yet, like I’d slept in a shingle mill. The man hain’ t a man; he’s an 
annual report.”

THE RULING PASSION. A Short Story, . Morgan Robertson .
Tile mystery of the coffin ship.

A. M. Chisholm

7 3
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Twice-a-month Publication Issued by STREET & SMITH. "9-89 Seventh Avenue, New 
OKMoND G. Sm it h  and GEOIttiE C. Sm it h , Proprietors.

Copyright. 1911, by Street & Smith. New York. Copyright, I9tl. by Street & Smith, Great Britain. AH Rights R>
* 3 Publishers everywhere are cautioned against using any o f the contents o f this Magazine either wholly or in part. 

Entered at New York Post Office as Second-class Matter, under Act o f Congress of March 3,1879.
W LRNINU— Do not subscribe through agents unknown to you. Complaints ore doily mode by persons who hove been thus victimized.
IMPORTANT__Authors, lieerory agents and publishers are kindly requested to note that the firm only receives M SS. for consideration on
t ie  understanding that it shall not be held responsible for their accidental loss from fire or any other cause while in its offices, or la  transit.

Y B a b i v  s u b s c b i t t s © C O P IE S  I S  C e r r f J -

DECEMBER MONTH-END POPULAR ON SALE NOVEMBER 25th
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ASST. SUPERINTENDENT 
S2500A YEA R J

DIVISION SUFE 
$3000 A YEAR

MASTER MECHANIC ' J T c iv il e n g itT e r !!
$ 3 5 0 0  AYEAR I I  $ 2 0 0 0  a  y e a r ”

1 M l i i S d t

YOU can do
what others do!

You can— if you really want to. You can fit 
yourself to earn more than the other fellows. For 
they are not naturally any smarter than you. They 
haven’t any more brains or ambition than you. 
They don’ t work any harder than you. They are 
simply trained men —  that’ s the difference. They 
have special knowledge that you don’ t possess —  

special knowledge and training that makes them worth more to 
their employer than you can possibly be until you  equip yourself 
with special knowledge and training.

The American School is training hundreds of men to become draftsmen, 
engineers and architects. It is training hundreds to fill executive positions, to 
earn good  salaries, to play a man’s part in the business game. A n d  what the
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A reef of gold, red gold, gold the color of blood, as if the blood of all those 
who sought it had stained it deep down into the frozen soil. This i& the story 
of the mad quest for that gold, the gold that put a curse on all who sought it. 
Roy Norton has done many splendid stories of Alaska, but none with the grip 
and strength of this one, in which he tells of the grim struggles of those who 
went on this most desperate search for fortune In the frozen North.

(A Complete Novel)

A N D  the gold was red— red as 
blood— like as i f  the blood o f 
them that had died fo r it on 
the long, long trail had stained 

it clean down into the frozen m ud! And 
I  had some of it in my hands— so ! In  
these hands! And It ran between my 
fingers like little frozen drops of b lood! 
A nd then I  lost it, and 'I'll never find it 
again! N e v e r!”

I  heard a thin, cracked voice above 
me, and, leaning on my shovel, looked 
up to where sat an old man with hands 
held out, lifting them up and down, 
clawlike, with the palms upward, and 
fingers opened as i f  still scooping up and 
letting fall through them the streams of 
gold, red and hard, like frozen blood.

I  had not seen him before. I  did not 
know when he had come. H is  hair 
hung in long gray strands from  under 
his mink cap, and the cap was so old 
that the fu r was worn away to show the 
black, greasy skin beneath. H is  hair 

iA

dropped to his shoulders, and covered 
his ears, and joined the straggling, 
white, unkempt beard that covered his 
face. H is  parka was too large for him, 
and had apparently been worn to the 
verge of uselessness. N ow  the sleeves 
were rolled up, to expose the skinny old 
arms, which were more like the scaly, 
attenuated legs o f a bird than the mem
bers o f a humafn body. H is  trousers 
were patched with anything that had 
come to hand until the original color 
was lost. H is  mukluks, the skin boots 
o f the old Alaska, wrere patched, also, 
and frayed until they no longer pro
tected his feet.

H e  did not notice me, but reached his 
withered hands downward, made an im
aginary scoop between his feet, held 
them up again, and repeated:

“ G o ld ! Red g o ld ! Red as blood !’’
H e  did not look at me until my curt 

“ H e llo !”  aroused him, and then his 
hands; held themselves poised, and he
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shifted his bleached blue eyes toward 
me, and appeared to be try ing  to recall 
me to his recollection.

“ I  don’t know you,”  he said soberly.
“ I  don’t suppose you do,”  I  answered. 

“ I  just came in. I ’m from Cassiar.”
Some remnant o f sanity seemed to 

control the faded eyes, hnd the withered 
hands dropped again to their normal 
position o f rest.

“ Cassiar ? I  used to work there. So 
y o u ’re no chechahco, eh ? A nd I ’ve been 
to K illisnu. K now  K illisnu  and old B ill 
Joyce, him they called K illisnuish? A nd  
Bevins, and Sinclair, and Chapman, and
--------- ” his voice trailed off into a list o f
inarticulate names, as his mind reverted 
to the past.

“ Th a t’s old B ill W ilton. Touched he 
is, poor old cuss!”  said a soft, growling 
voice behind me, and I  turned to the 
man working with me, through whom I  
had come from  Circle C ity , far up on 
the lazy stretches o f the Yukon R iver.

H e  put a finger on his lips, and 
added: “ D on’t pay any attention to him. 
Get Cavanaugh to tell you about it when 
old B ill isn’t  around. B ill’s got ears like 
a "burro, a§d he’s— well, he’s sensitive.”

H e resumed his shovel again, and I  
did likewise, knowing that the day was 
waning, and that we must try  to get 
the last o f the pay dump we had bought 
shoveled in before our scant supply o f 
water, impounded in the dam above, 
had exhausted itse lf; but I  thought of 
the little information my partner, Dan 
H illye r, had vouchsafed me, and won
dered at the strange old man who still 
sat above us on the bank, and still 
reached his hands down now and then, 
scooped up the dried gravel, and let it 
run through his fingers with that mo
notonous singsong o f gold— “ Red g o ld ! 
Red as blood!”

I  looked up in time to see a g irl come 
behind him, and lay a gentle hand on his 

.shoulder. M y  work was forgotten in  
the instant. M y  partner called to her, 
and lifted his hat, and she smiled at 
him gravely, and with friendliness. 
Then she leaped down the bank with 
nimble grace, and met him as, still hold
ing his hat, he advanced.

“ W hy, Bessie,”  he said, with his slow

drawl, smiling at her, “ you ’ve grown to 
be a woman— all in a couple o f  years! 
A nd  prettier’n ever. H o w  are you, any
way ?”

She laughed, and I  noted that her lips 
were red, her teeth white and even, and 
that I  was enchained by her eyes. They 
were like those one dreams of sometimes 
— eyes that are not quite plain in  their 
message, but deep, and soft, and intelli
gent. H ers were tempered by some 
suggestion o f  lasting sadness, and I  
wondered if  it had anything to do with 
the wreck o f a man on the bank above", 
still sifting pebbles. I  was to have this 
answered by H illy e r ’s introduction.

“ Tom ,”  he said, turning to me, “ this 
is Bessie W ilton. Th a t’s her daddy up 
there on the bank. Bess and me’s been 
friends since the day she was born, and 
that’s pretty close to twenty year ago, 
ain’t it , Bess?”

She did not smile when she shook 
hands with - me in acknowledging the 
introduction, but gave me a long, steady 
scrutiny, as i f  wondering who I  was, 
and what my character. I  felt the need 
to answer her unasked question, but was 
spared the trouble by Dan.

“ Tom  Amann’s his fu ll name,”  he 
said, “ and we hooked up together down 
in the Cassiar. H e ’s from the Mother 
Lode mines, and is all right. H e ’s an 
old friend o f Cavanaugh’s. Came on 
down here after I ’d come ahead to see 
whether she was any good in this camp. 
Cassiar was petered out.”

“ But you must have made something 
from  it,”  she said, addressing her re
marks impersonally to both Dan and me, 
“ o r you couldn’t have bought Markam ’s 
pay dump.”

I  did not feel called upon to answer 
o r explain that the purchase had been 
a gamble, pure and simple, and that 
Markam, hurrying out to the States with 
gold from  another claim, had made a 
mistake when he sold us this part of his 
w inter’s w o rk ; fo r we were cleaning up 
ten times as much as we had paid for it. 
M y  partner laughed, with his long- 
drawn, soft rumble, and his next words 
diverted her from  the topic.

“ H o w ’s the old man making it ? Is  he 
getting any better?”
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H e r face became more grave as she 
turned and looked at her father, on the 
bank.

“ I  don’t know,”  she answered hesitat
ingly. “ There are days at a time when 
he seems better, and says nothing of—  
o f what he suffered. Then there are 
other days when he rambles on continu
ally. Once, last spring, when the river 
broke and the green came out on the 
trees back on the hills, I  was disturbed 
in the night. I t  was a sort o f  stealthy 
noise. I  got up and looked in his part 
o f the cabin. H e  was making a pack, 
and his old, mildewed pack straps were 
spread out on the floor, with the ragged 
old canvas laid over them, and he was 
laying bacon and beans, and baking 
powder and flour, in parcels on top of 
it. ‘I t ’s spring,’ he said; ‘it ’s spring, 
and I  must be off. I 'l l  find it fo r you 
this time, g irl.’ A nd it was all I  could 
do to get him to postpone his trip. 
Sometimes I  give up hope. Then again 
I  have more courage, and think perhaps 
he w ill get well.”

She stopped speaking, and I  saw that 
my partner’s face was grave with sym
pathy, which she appeared to appreciate.

“ But what are you doing?”  he asked 
directly, and with the frontiersman’s 
camaraderie which prompted him to 
speak o f her financial affairs as if  they 
were public.

“ Oh, I  am working fo r M r. Cavan
augh,” she answered easily. “ I ’m in the 
trading post n o w ; keep the books, when 
he will let me, read his books, which he 
always volunteers, and so— well— we 
get along. O n ly , sometimes, I  get tired 
o f it all.”

There was a slight note o f rebellion 
in her voice and words, and I  knew, in 
a flash, that, creature o f the wilderness 
and the edge of the world as she was, 
she still had vague longings to pass out 
into that life whose tales o f glamour 
and unrest had reached her here, more 
than a thousand miles from  the nearest 
place that could be called civilized.

She turned away from us, calling 
back an invitation to Dan to come and 
visit her cabin, and wishing me a mere 
good-by, and spoke to her father, who 
obediently rose to his feet and followed

her away toward the mouth of the creek, 
which poured its shallow waters into the 
Yukon.

W e did not speak as we began shovel
ing in again, hurrying to make up fo r 
lost time, and the sun crept across un
til it was low in the west, lacing the 
broad rive r with threads of shifting 
gold, and permitting the purples of the 
Jong A rctic  tw ilight to fasten themselves 
and grow upon the hills.

I t  was a familiar, brooding poem to 
me, this tw ilight of the North, for I  had. 
striven .for gold in British Columbia and 
Alaska fo r three years, with varying 
success. Sometimes it had promised 
largely, and I  had dreamed of what 
greater ventures I  should assume when 
the spring dumps were cleaned, and at 
other times, hungry, cold, and tra il- 
wearied, I  had cursed the white pallor 
which had beckoned me with pale, illu 
sive fingers, into its heartless depths, to 
whisper madness into my ears. But 
now it was summer, and I  loved it.

Cassiar had not treated us ill. W e 
had no fortune, but we had enough to 
move on, and to keep from owing the 
trader fo r supplies. W e had enough to 
buy Markam ’s dump, and T had come 
down the river, in response to a letter 
from  my partner of three years’ time, 
on a real steamboat, which had churned 
around bars, perilously threaded the 
sloughs of the Yukon Flats, and dumped 
me, the night before, at Neucloviat, the 
new camp, that, so far, had promised 
more than it had yielded.

Dan had taken a cabin from  another 
old sourdough we had known at Circle 
C ity , and who was going “ outside" to 
pass a winter in a warmer climate— “ to 
thaw out his bones,”  he said.

“ W ell, she’s d ry  again.” M y  .part
ner’s voice aroused me, and I  looked at 
him wThere he stood at the head of our 
little string of sluice boxes, and then 
climbed up and saw that the stream was 
running so low and slow that it refused 
to pass the mud over the riffles. “ Guess 
we’d better knock off. L e t’s go up and 
shut down the sluices, so that fool dam 
w ill fill up again. N o  use in try in ’ to 
clean up with what water’s left running 
in from the overflow.”
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He threw his shovel on the bank, 
wiped his forehead with the back o f his 
shirt sleeve, and we trudged up the 
creek beside our little ditch. A t  the top 
we noted that the creek was daily run
ning lower, at an almost alarming rate, 
and discussed this as we retraced our 
steps and started along the pebbles o f 
the river beach fo r the camp, which lay 
almost two miles up the Yukon.

“ She looks like business, all right, 
don’t she ?”  Dan asked, waving his hand 
toward it as we came closer, after a 
long, silent tramp, in .which each had 
been occupied with his own thoughts.

I  studied the long range o f high bank 
facing the river, which at that point was 
a fu ll half mile broad. Here and there 
it rose into high cliffs, cut away into 
sheer lines by the ferocity of spring rav
ages of flood and ice. Across from  the 
camp it stretched away into long, gradu
ally ascending slopes, timbered in a 
heavy green. The camp itself was on a 
bench fu ll s ixty feet above the low - 
water mark, and, back o f that again, the 
mountains climbed abruptly upward, 
clad in somber firs, and lightened by 
patches o f silver birch, among which the 
evening shadows seemed lingering in a 
soft, hazy good night.

More than two hundred cabins were 
there, including the straggling row  o f 
dance halls, trading posts, “ stores,”  sa
loons, and “ outfitters”  which fronted 
the river as if  inviting it to stop and 
view the grandeur of pioneerdom.

From  some of the cabins, which scat
tered without pretense of street back 
toward the hills behind, pale wreaths of 
blue smoke crawled lazily upward, and 
the ring o f an ax as some miner, loafing 
fo r the summer, chopped barely wood 
enough for his evening meal, mingled 
with the soft cry of the waterfowl 
speeding here and there in quest of 
night feeding grounds.

In  the strange, vibrant stillness of a 
summer’s night on the arctic circle, all 
sounds were magnified. The  “ squawl- 
ing” of a baby from the native village 
on the far side of the river, the bawling 
song of a boatman coming across, the 
barking of the Malemutes as they tore 
up and down the shingle beach in front

o f the native village, and the fierce cre
scendo o f howls-and growls when they 
engaged in  a fight; the guttural cries o f 
a squaw as she put an end to the alter
cation with a club, and drove the com
batants, yelping, to the igloos o f their 
ow ners; a bellow o f laughter from  the 
front o f one of the riva l trading posts 
where some man told a story that 
sounded as i f  meeting with the approval 
o f his auditors.

Somehow, in its w ild freedom, it was 
inspiriting, and I  was glad to be alive, to 
be a part o f it, and to forget that win
ter was coming again inexorably. But 
as I  walked I  thought of Elizabeth W il
ton, and wondered why she was there; 
who she was; where she had gathered 
that cultivated speech ; and what brought 
the sadness and longing to her eyes as 
she turned them on the man who re
iterated the drone o f gold that was red 
as blood!

C H A P T E R  I I .

The lights o f the kerosene lamps were 
dim and low when I  strolled into Cav
anaugh’s that night. H e  was leaning 
across his rough wood desk, oilcloth 
covered, and totaling a column of fig
ures. Th e  lamp above him, the shad
ows behind, accentuated the white
ness o f his hair, until it was rendered 
a halo o f silver. The  smell of the 
trading post was around him, from the 
damp, pungent odor o f seal oil hang
ing from  bladders in his loft, the acrid 
scent o f furs, native cured, the sweet 
fragrance of sugar, freshly opened, the 
lower aromas o f rice, aqd the salt 
smokiness o f hams and bacon sus
pended from  the rafters above. The 
shadows o f light, playing across the 
lurid  labels of canned vegetables and 
meats, and the gaudy prints which the 
Indians loved, and the strings o f beads 
hanging to the shelf junctures, rendered 
them all a mellow setting, as they stared, 
harmonized, from  the gloom.

“ H ello ,”  he greeted me, lifting  his 
head, and then, “ O h, it’s you, is it, Tom  
Amann? Glad you dropped in. Flow 
do you like our camp ? Looks like C ir 
cle used to tw o o r three years ago, 
doesn’t it?”
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H e drew away from  the desk, and 
came back to the counter, where he 
threw his weight across it, leaning on 
his elbows, as i f  inviting conversation.

I  studied his face as I  answered with 
ordinary, courteous conversation. I t  
was a strange face, fu ll o f strange com
plexities. I t  had the forehead o f the 
student, and the thoughtful eyes o f the 
student; yet its chin was aggressive, and 
the mouth clean-cut and decisive. I t  
was that chin which must have bropght 
him to Alaska fu ll th irty  years before, 
when to so venture was to make a 
greater essay than had been the reckless 
sailing o f Columbus in quest o f a new 
world.

I  had heard tales o f his past, that told 
o f a fiery youth, o f sudden brawls in 
Pacific coast camps, and o f a flight 
after a fight when his enemy had lain 
white and still at his feet. Men reiter
ated that he was an Irish  gentleman by 
birth, and spoke respectfully o f his at
tainments. H e  was said to have known 
the shadows o f Magdalen College in 
that glorious seat of learning, O x fo rd . 
A nd yet here he \vas, white and old, 
running a trading post that was as iso
lated as any in the world.

I  was so absorbed in listening to his 
comments that I  had almost forgotten 
my desire to know more of old B ill W il
ton until he referred to it himself. I t  
was when I  suggested that I  was keep
ing him from  his bookkeeping. H e  
laughed at that.

“ W ell, it  really doesn’t amount to 
much,”  he said, “ and can wait. I  have 
a bookkeeper in my clerk, Bessie W il
ton ; but I  must give her a lesson in 
Greek to-m orrow, and so thought I  
would make it a trifle easier fo r her.”

I  suStained a distinct emotion o f sur
prise at his words, and wondered how 
far his educational efforts with the girl 
I  had seen on the bank had led him. 
The idea o f a g irl so advanced in her 
studies as to be w orrying over Greek 
verbs, in that most isolated spot of the 
wilderness, was incongruous. H e  must 
have read my thought, fo r again he 
laughed, with that low, musical, amused 
note.

“ I t  has been rather a recreation of

mine,”  he said, “ ever since she was a 
mere slip o f a g irl. She’s never had a 
chance, and she was so bright, that I  
began it rather as an amusement, kept 
it up until I  found that it was excellent 
mental training fo r myself, and, upon 
my word, she is a wonder!”

H is  voice betrayed considerable pride 
in his pupil. H e  swung his legs over 
the counter w ith such ease that his years 
were belied, and sat on the outer edge 
by my side.

“ I t  must be something in the prim i
tiveness o f her surroundings,”  he went 
on, “ that makes her so intelligent. N oth 
ing to distract her attention, you know. 
N o  fol-de-rols o f civilization, no pink 
teas, pink parties, o r pink young men to 
flirt with. W hy, Tom , I  believe that 
pupil o f mine could pass with honor al
most any university examination that 
might be put up to her. I  know. I ’ve a 
degree or two myself.”

I t  sounded almost like a boast, this 
pride in his pupil and his own education. 
The  student was speaking again.

“ I t  seems rather a pity that a man of 
your attainment should be buried here,” 
I  blurted out, and for an instant he 
frowned and fixed his eyes on me 
harshly, as if  satisfying himself whether 
or not I  was im pertinent; then, evi
dently deciding that my words veiled 
nothing suggestive, his face relaxed, 
and he gave something approaching a 
sigh.

“ Perhaps,”  he replied slowly. “ But 
fate does for us all. N ow , therfe’s that 
g irl. I f  fate had not thrust me into»the 
out-of-the-w ay places, she might have 
grown up in the worst ignorance, and 
an intelligence would have been wasted. 
She might have reverted. The call of 
that eighth of Indian blood might have 
made itself heard, and lured her back 
to the barabaras.”

“ Indian b lood! A n  eighth Indian 
blood!”  I  exclaimed.

“ O h, I  didn’t think. I  supposed you 
had heard the fam ily history, and about 
poor old B ill. ‘Red Gold W ilton ,’ 
some of the boys call him. L e t’s see! 
W hen you were in Circle, they were up 
the river with Prevost.”

“ W hat about W ilton?” I  asked
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eagerly. “ I  saw him to-day, and I  was 
curious about him— about what brought 
him to that condition.”

F o r a moment Cavanaugh sat quietly, 
looking out through the door at the 
growing tw ilight, and I  thought he was 
not going to gra tify  my curiosity ; then 
he thrust his hand into the pocket o f his 
mackinaw, pulled out a well-seasoned 
pipe, filled it with the black “ sheepdip” 
o f the N orth , and lighted it.

“ B ill W ilton ,”  he said at last, “ has 
gone through enough to have killed 

’ more than one man out of every ten. 
H e  was one o f the handsomest men I  
ever saw when I  first came into the 
North. Th a t was th irty years ago. I  
had found a position with the old H u d - 
son’s Bay Company up on the Stewart, 
when he came there fo r supplies. I  
made up an outfit fo r him, and enjoyed 
watching him.”

Cavanaugh’s voice had dropped to a 
reminiscent vein, and I  settled myself to 
a more comfortable position.

“ H e  stood at least s ix  feet and an 
inch in his moccasins, had eyes like hot 
steel, and the grace o f a jaguar. B y  
heavens! I  saw that man stand flat- 
footed, and, without any preliminary 
effort, or raising his hands, jump clear 
over a counter higher than this, just to 
stretch his muscles, apparently! H is  
strength was prodigious. H e  could 
carry anything he could get on his back. 
H e  could outlast any native that ever 
lived on the trail, and go farther on 
snowshoes than any one I  ever knew. 
H is  endurance was incredible. H e  was 
a wonderful man, and it was a jo y  to 
hear, him talk, because he enjoyed liv 
ing. H is  voice wasn’t like it is now. 
Y o u ’ve heard him?”

I  nodded my head, recalling that 
cracked, quavering monologue o f “ Red 
gold.’;

“ H is  voice was big and round, and 
like— like— ever hear the big bell in 
Moscow? N o? W ell, it was like that, 
anyway. One o f those voices that you 
could hear in your mind long after he 
had finished speaking. I ’ve heard him 
come singing down the tra il nearly a 
mile away, on a still evening, like this, 
and you can bet we all used to listen.”

Cavanaugh shook his head, and was 
silent fo r a moment, as i f  absorbed in 
his own memories. I  was about to ask 
him a question, when o f his own vo li
tion he resumed.

“ I  don’t suppose you ever heard the 
sto ry ; but there is a legend, among the 
natives, dating back to I  don’t know how 
long ago, and certainly known to the 
old H . B. factors fo r more than a hun
dred years, that somewhere, far up in 
the N orth , there is a deposit o f gold 
that is enormous. I t  is red, and the In 
dian sagas and iyun es  w ill shudder 
when it is mentioned. They say it is 
accursed. I ’m not superstitious; but 
there may be something in it. I  don’t 
know ! There are lots o f things in this 
existence, fourth dimension, perhaps, 
that men, puny and blunt of intelligence, 
may not comprehend. I ’m less asser
tive and contradictory about those inex
plicable manifestations than I  used to 
be, th irty  years ago, when I  came in 
here, and believed that anything I  
couldn’t explain, didn’t e x is t!”

I  was surprised at this evidence of 
mysticism, superstition, o r whatever it 
might be classed, coming from  his lip s ; 
but I  held silence, waiting fo r him to 
continue.

“ Probably B ill W ilton paid small at
tention to legend, although he must 
have heard o f it,”  he continued, “ until 
after he married the daughter of old 
MacCulloch. Mac was the factor of 
the H . B. post, where I  worked when I  
came in  from— well, that doesn’t matter. 
Mac had married a half-breed Cree 
klootch . Daughter o f another H . B. 
factor, upcountry she was, and she 
might have been handsome when he 
met he r; she wasn’t when I  got ac
quainted with her. Gone to fat, a 
screeching tongue, and he had to keep 
the post rum under lock and key. But 
she had a g irl that was more Scotch 
than Cree. I ’d have married her m y
self, i f  I  could have done so, but B ill 
W ilton , with everything about' him tq 
command a woman’s affection, got her. 
I  couldn’t blame her. H e  was W ilton 
the magnificent, with his big laugh, and 
his big voice, and his big strength.

“ Y o u  can see what kind o f & man he



THE GOLfDEN MOCCASINS 7

was when I  tell you that on the day she 
promised to m arry him he first went to 
old Mac, and told him that he was going 
to m arry his daughter, then came di
rectly to me, and put out his hand, and 
said: ‘S o rry  fo r you, Cavanaugh, but 
it’s luck, and you ’re our best friend. 
Shake!’ Th a t was his way. A nd I  
danced at their wedding when the little 
missionary from  Shebalath came up and 
performed the ceremony, and old M ac- 
Culloch broached a keg of brandy that 
had been in the post for fifty  years.”

He knocked the ashes from his pipe, 
and, after rubbing it, with a ruminating 
attitude, on the tail o f his mackinaw, 
slipped it back into his pocket, crossed 
one leg over the other, clasped the up
raised knee with his hands, and again 
spoke.

“ B ill had a couple o f seasons of bad 
luck working the bars, which was about 
all the mining that was done in that part 
of the country at that time, and one day 
he came into the post, and sat and talked 
to me fo r a long time about his plans. 
He wanted to know if  I  had ever heard 
anything about the red gold. I  laughed, 
and told him it was about as reliable a 
tale as any other that the natives told, 
and that probably it was about as true 
as the story o f the first fire, and the 
first boat, and the intervention o f the 
Great Spirit when the seven tribes went 
to war ; but W ilton didn’t laugh. I  re
member yet how he sat there, staring at 
the light through the crack o f one of 
those big drum stoves, and smoking, and 
sometimes not winking his eyes fo r a 
long time, as if  he were absorbed in 
some dream.

“ ‘The old woman,’ he said, referring 
to Mac’s wife, his m other-in-law, ‘has 
been telling me about it, and I  got into a 
native kashim a  coming down the trail 
the other night, and heard more of it 
from  an old buck that wanted to be 
friendly. I  believe there is such a ledge, 
and, Cavanaugh, I ’m going to try  to find 
i t ! ’

“ You  may be sure I  tried to talk him 
out of the notion ; but you see the man 
had lived so long among the natives, had 
wandered over so many thousand miles 
o f wilderness, was so unafraid, and so

down on his luck, that he was ready to 
believe and to try  anything. I  don’t 
think old M acCulloch was super- 
sitious when it came to go ld ; but he, 
too, tried to dissuade W ilton, who grew 
more stubborn each day as he made his 
plans. H e  left his w ife at the post, 
loaded up his dog sled, and slipped away 
into the N orth  one brisk December 
morning, following some idea of his 
own, gathered probably from  whaf he 
had gleaned from  the native gossip.

“ A nd  the Indians? He offered all 
sorts o f inducements to get one to go 
with him, because no man, no matter 
how brave he is, likes to pull out that 
way, alone. I t  gets on his nerves. But 
there wasn’t an Indian could be induced 
to go with him for money or promise.

“ I  shan’t forget the morning he left. 
The  sky was cold and dusky, as it al
ways is at that time of the year, when 
he straightened his dogs out and bade 
his wife good-by in front of the post. 
There was one withered old squaw there 
who looked like a native W itch of E n - 
dor, who abandoned her stolidity, shook 
her skinny, d irty old claws in the air, 
and told him he was going into the land 
o f the accursed; that the end of his trail 
would lead him to the devil, and that 
God Alm ighty had set H is  seal on those 
barrens where the gold was supposed to 
be waiting, tempting and red. *

“ W ilton ’s w ife cried a little, and 
weakened at the last, and clung to him, 
with her arms around his neck, out 
there under the cold morning dusk, and 
begged him to give it u p ; but he pulled 
her arms loose, tenderly but determined, 
and laughed, with that big, reckless, bell
like laugh o f his, ran out to the handles 
o f his sled, yelled ‘Mush on !’ to his 
leader, and tore away down the rive r’s 
face, with the frosted snow skirling up 
behind him in a little cloud. He was a 
brave figure o f a man as he turned, just 
before taking the bend, waved a gOod- 
by to us, and blew a kiss off his m it- 
tened fingers at his w ife, who was cling
ing to her father’s arm, with tears run
ning like drops o f ice down her cheeks.
' “ I t  was late in the spring when he 

came back. H e  staggered into the post 
one day, so lean, and thin, and bony,
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that one could scarcely recognize him, 
and fell across the steps of the store
room where we were working. I  ran 
over and picked him up where he had 
fallen inside.

“  ‘G ru b !’ he croaked. ‘I ’m starving!’
“ I  got it fo r him, and ran across to 

tell his w ife and old M ac that he was 
home again. I t  took him at least ten 
days to recover, he was so fa r gone. 
H e  had traveled so fa r that he had lost 
count o f distances, and when his sup
plies ran out, ate his dogs, one at a time 
— ate his mukluks, boiled his fu r parka, 
tried to eat the leather o f his pack 
straps! A nd there was nothing but the 
iron nerve, and the iron body o f B ill 
W ilton  that brought him back alive.

“ A ll the summer long he worked the 
bars and got poor pay. H is  strength 
came back, and once in a while he 
laughed; but he was not the same B ill 
W ilton. H e  worshiped his w ife, and 
when she was around appeared to have 
a sort o f content; but when she left him 
he would sit and brood, and there was a 
light in his eyes that wasn’t nice to see; 
a something o f a shadow, as if  he had 
seen something, o r his sufferings on that 
trip  had branded his soul with a red 
iron— red as the gold he sought.

“ In  the second winter he was restless, 
and would have gone again, I  believe, 
had it not been fo r the protestations and 
pleadings o f his wife, who was none too 
well. 'A n d  another summer went by, 
and his moodiness and nervousness 
grew. H e  wasn’t the cool, laughing B ill 
W ilton any more. H e  was a man mad
dened by a dream. A nd  the dream 
was not fo r himself, but fo r what he 
might do if  he found that ledge, and laid 
its riches at his w ife ’s feet. I  credit 
him with that. H e  was a fo o l! H e  
thought that it took gold to make her 
happy, and her happiness was his great
est ambition. Yo u  see, it had got on his 
mind, with its curse.

“ December came again, and he had 
nothing to do. M ac wanted him to 
work fo r the H . B ., but he had an 
idea that his going to work would 
mean m y discharge, and perhaps he 
was right. I  never quite knew, 
save that I  fancy old Mac would have

let me go as coolly as if  I  were a 
condemned dog if  it served his own 
aims. I  wish I  had reasoned it out 
sooner, and quit. I  would have lived 
w ith the natives in an igloo to have 
saved either B ill W ilton or his wife 
what followed. Yes, I ’d have walked 
into the storeroom, stripped a boot, and 
found the trigger of a rifle with my toe, 
to have saved her the suffering that 
came. F o r  B ill W ilton grew more rest
less day by day, and went ! Th is  time 
she nearly fell to her knees on the snow, 
in a sort o f hysterical agony, to restrain 
him. She sobbed, and patted his cheek, 
and clung to him, until he almost tore 
himself loose from  her hands, and ran 
away after his yelping dogs as if  the 
devil were driving him on, and without 
looking back.

“ H e r father and I  picked her up, and 
old Mac cursed his strange Scottish 
oaths, and told her not to make a fool 
o f herself, and almost dragged her into 
the house. Th a t is another day I  shan’t 
fo rge t!

“ In  eight months after the dogs tore 
away over the snow, B ill W ilton was a 
father, and a w idower! A nd on that 
dreadful night the withered old crone 
squatted on the doorstep of the pelt 
house, and rocked to and fro , and mut
tered : ‘G o ld ! D evil’s g o ld ! Red go ld ! 
The  white man’s curse is come,’ until 
I  drove her away. I  was half mad 
myself. I t  was horrible! I  had heard 
those agonized cries in the night, sound
ing through log walls, hour after hour, 
w ith no doctor w ithin five hundred 
miles, and her life  going put! Going 
out when it might have been saved, if  
any one had known how. A nd thus was 
Bessie born, off up there on a winter 
night when the stars seemed near and 
listening.”

Cavanaugh’s voice had dropped until 
it was scarcely audible. H e  seemed to 
be talking to himself, rather than to me, 
and fo r a long time he sat there, with 
his head drooped forw ard on his breast, 
and his hands hanging listless and inert 
by his sides. I  respected the sorrow 
that I  knew bridged in the unspoken 
sentences when he spoke o f that woman 
whom he had loved, and who had so
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painfully parted soul and body on that 
far-gone night. H is  voice was dead 
level and old when he again took up his 
narrative, and he did not look at me, 
but rather into the shadows o f the room, 
as i f  seeing ghosts of his youth.

“ W ilton  did not return. A  native 
brought a letter which had been passed 
from  hand to hand, running around by 
the way of Point Barrow  on the north
ern coast o f Alaska to St. Michels, then 
up the Yukon, by slow stages, and, as 
i f  in travesty, it was addressed in its 
worn handwriting to his w ife ! T o  the 
wife that had been dead almost s ix  
months when it came. O ld  M ac and I  
tore it open, and read it together, one 
night in the trading post. H e  had suf
fered God only knows what, but was 
now fighting against fate. H e  had wan
dered, and starved, and been rescued by 
some hunting natives when almost dead, 
taken to Point Barrow , got another out
fit from  the whalers after he had recov
ered his strength, and was going back. 
H e  said he thought he knew where it 
was, the red gold. A nd that he would 
either die o r get it.”

H e  suddenly leaned toward me, 
frow ning through the gloom, and held 
me with his eyes and the suggestion of 
awe in his voice.

“ D o you know what happened ? Th a t 
post had a barricade around the build
ings. The  gates had been locked that 
night, because some o f the natives had 
taken to pilfering. I t  was almost mid
night when we opened that letter and 
read it, and yet, when we had finished, 
the door opened, and into the room 
came that old squaw witch, with the 
frost falling around her in a shower as 
the warm a ir fought the draft o f cold 
from  without, and raised her hands! I t  
is true!

“ Clairvoyance you may call it, or 
something else. I  don’t know. I ’ve 
never told this before to any liv ing  man, 
because most of them wouldn’t under
stand, or would think me a lia r ; but I  
tell it to you because I  believe you are 
ready to listen to some things that one 
doesn’t often mention. She was there 
in the doorway. H o w  she got in, or 
over the stockade, I  don’t know. But

she was there! She stood fo r a fu ll 
half minute, and although I ’m not 
superstitious, I  felt the hair raise on 
m y head. O ld  M ac sort of stood, with 
the letter in his hands* as if  paralyzed, 
and he scowled at her' w ith his hard, 
weather-beaten Scotch face.

“  ‘A n d  he says he’ll get it or d ie !’ she 
croaked in her native tongue, which was 
as clear to us as our own. ‘A n d  he shall 
d ie ! N ot with the body, but with the 
m ind! H e  w ill find It, and it is cursed. 
I t  shall be red, like blood, and it w ill 
burn his heart to a red ash.’

“ O ld  Mac made a rush fo r her, white, 
cursing, and distraught. She spat at 
him venomously, held her hands ug.-tp 
ward him off w ith a dignity that*i3jaffe 
him cower back, and then the door shut 
w ith a bang, and she was gone. F o r a 
half minute we stood there looking at 
each other, and then, together, ran to 
the door, and pulled it open. The moon 
was in the fu ll, and shone so bright, and 
cold, and white, that every building 
stood out.

“ But the stockade was empty! The 
gates were shut, and we ran out to them 
to find them locked. I  tore a key from 
my pocket, and m y fingers shook as I  
sprang the lock. W e ran outside. There 
was nothing in sight save the unbroken 
snow. W e ran round the stockade to 
see where she had gone. She had dis
appeared as if  she had been a spirit, and 
I  was glad to return and lock the gates.

“ I t  got on my nerves. Mac, I  think, 
was a little affected, also, fo r I  saw that 
his fingers were not steady when he un
locked the old strong tp x  in the corner 
o f the post, and laid B ill W ilton ’s letter 
away with the other papers in the final 
drawer.

“ Th e  next day I  asked a native, who 
came in, where the old crone was. 
‘Gone,’ he answered. ‘Been gone three 
months. Down rive r, maybe. Maybe 
dead.’

“ I  don’t know about that, either. 
Perhaps he lied. Perhaps it was the 
truth, and what we saw was something 
else! Some spirit o f the night. Some 
hallucination. But we saw it, M acCul- 
loch and I .  Th a t I  swear.

“ A nd we forgot about it, as men w ill
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forget, when the months went on, and 
we heard nothing more from  B ill W il
ton. Then one evening, in December 
again, two years after he had run down 
the trail after his dogs as if  driven by 
the devil himself, a sled came jingling 
up to the door, and I  saw the dogs come 
round the corner o f the post. Th ey 
were strange dogs, trail worn, and the 
sled they dragged was different from 
the upcountry sleds. I t  was a coast 
sled, such as the Inuits use, out on the 
Bering coast, more than a thousand 
miles away.

“ Behind them ran a man whose stat
ure was such that I  gave an exclama
tion, and hurried to open the door. I t  
opened before I  could reach it, and in
side he stepped, ice-bearded, and shout
ing a boisterous welcome. B ill W ilton 
had returned.

“  ‘I t ’s me, Cavanaugh,’ he called, and 
then he suddenly stopped and said: 
‘W hat’s the matter, man? W hat ails 
you ? I ’m no ghost!’

“ I  suppose something in the way I  
was standing there warned him. I  sup
pose the knowledge o f the blow I  must 
deliver was mirrored in my attitude. 
H is  hands, which had evidently been 
badly frosted, and were heavily band
aged, fell to his sides, and he leaned 
his head forw ard, and stared at me. 
The  sounds o f his team, outside, and the 
voice o f a native, guttural, harsh, and 
tired, driving away the dogs of the post, 
came faintly through the door. The  old 
H . B. clock, ticking on the wall, had be
come a hammer beating a steel gong re
morselessly.

“  ‘M y  wife ?’ he whispered, and his 
voice had the soft sharpness of death 
itself whispering in a listening ear. 
‘M y  w ife ! W here is she? I  thought I  
might find her here, w a itin g ! Is she in 
the cabin?’

“ I  stood there fo r a long time, and 
then shook my head. I  hated to give 
him his deathblow, and I  was so sur
prised by his arrival, by his unexpected 
appearance, there in flesh and vigor, that 
I  could not find words. Something must 
have told him. H e backed, step by step, 
tottering, until the logs of the wall 
stopped him, and his poor, bandaged

hands went out until they rested wide 
behind him.

“  ‘D ead! She’s dead!’ he said, and 
Heaven knows I  hope never again to 
hear that profound agony in a human 
voice. -  '

“ I  nodded acquiescence dully. Then 
suddenly he tore the bandages from  his 
festering fingers where the skin had 
been killed by the icy cold of December, 
and lifted his maimed hands high up, 
and shook them at tlje blackened rafters 
above. I  shuddered when I  heard him 
curse life, Omnipotence, and high H eav
en itself. H e  was a living fu ry, vent
ing his bravery on fate, and challeng
ing the thunderbolts to blot out his life.

“ H e  begged (Jod to grant him death, 
and then abruptly reached up those 
grasping, hideous, bleeding fingers, and, 
with one fierce, tearing clutch, tore his 
parka, mackinaw, and shirt wide, and 
dragged out a buckskin bag, sweat- 
stained. H is  fingers did not pause to 
untie it, but with maniacal strength ap
peared to rip  the bag open, and with one 
sweeping throw of his arm he sent it 
and its contents out and over the floor.

“ H e  had burst into cynical, bitter 
laughter, and now suddenly collapsed 
down the wall, a broken, wilted wreck 
o f a mighty man, sobbing aloud with 
great, heart-rending moans. A nd I, 
starting toward him, saw what he had 
thrown. The  floor was littered with lit
tle nuggets of g o ld ! And they glowed 
dully, malevolently! For- they were red ! 
Red as blood wrung from  a tortured 
heart!”

C H A P T E R  I I I .

Cavanaugh hajgl arisen to his feet, 
and, after a broad gesture with his 
hands, held them extended, as if  seeing 
there, before him, on the rough floor of 
that older trading post far away, glob
ules o f gold, accursed. In  the gloom 
of the post his eyes blazed and stared, 
and the muscles o f his neck seemed 
tensed and drawn. H e appeared to Re
cover himself, gave a foolish, mirthless 
little laugh, and began pacing up and 
down the room, with slow, aimless foot
steps. I  shuddered a little, fo r the spell 
of his story was still on me, and thought
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of the wreck o f a good man, B ill W il
ton, whose reason had been unbalanced 
by privation and a succession o f blows, 
incomprehensible and deadly.

M y  memory appeared to find new de
tails in his attitude as I  saw him sitting 
on the bank, with the pebbles falling 
through his maimed fingers, the fingers 
that had cast away all that he had 
found. V iv id  and clear, he stood be
fore me there in the H . B . log post, 
stricken to the heart, and perhaps re
morsefully believing that had he not 
made the great quest, his w ife might 
have survived.

“ So, you see, it had a foundation in 
tru th !”

Cavanaugh had halted in front o f me, 
and was again undisturbed.

“ He had found a deposit of red gold. 
He had lived to bring some of it back, 
as tangible evidence o f its existence. H e  
had traveled over hundreds o f miles, 
buoyed up by hope and the belief that 
he was to throw in his w ife ’s lap the 
m agnum  opus  of man’s striving, wealth 
— wealth to buy ease, comfort, and 
travel, time to gain knowledge, means 
to make a home somewhere in a less 
inhospitable clime. A nd she was riot 
there to greet him, or to forgive him the 
feverishness of his rude, half-mad de
parture.

“ I  left him huddled there against the 
foot of the wall, still moaning, and ran 
across to bring MacCulloch, telling him 
in broken, breathless sentences that B ill 
W ilton ’s reason was ebbing, that it was 
at stake, and that something must be 
done fo r him. Mac snatched the baby 

.from  its rough, homemade crib, and we 
ran back and into the post.

“ Mac shouted to W ilton, who looked 
up, and slowly got to his feet, where he 
stood, wavering, and his fingers worked, 
shutting and unshutting, and his lips 
twitched, and his eyes were blank and 
filmed, as if  Death were invading him. 
Mac held the baby, Bessie, toward h im ; 
and she, recovering from the shock of 
her awakening from  sleep, suddenly 
held her hands, out toward her father, 
and smiled and gurgled with her sweet 
little voice.

“ Fo r an instant we thought the man

was affrighted. H e  cowered back still 
farther, and then, as if  we were wolves, 
and he feared fo r our hold o f the baby, 
he seized her feverishly in his arms, and 
walked up and down the post. W e 
hoped to see him break— hoped that the 
tears would swim in those fierce, g lit
tering, d ry  eyes; but none came.

“ H e  began to quaver in  a far-aw ay 
voice, as if  detached from  him, and 
bearing no relation to the big bell booms 
o f sound that used to bubble from  him 
in  the old days, an Indian song from  
the southern coast. Y o u  know it, that 
coarse chant of

“ Konwusky nouka.
Tinki omlatuch!
Tinki omlatuch.
Konwusky nouka!

“ The song of money in plenty, ask 
w here!”

I  nodded my head, and Cavanaugh 
walked slowly down to the end of the 
room, around some of the piles o f mer
chandise that were heaped, dim and mis
shapen, in the lower end, and back up 
behind the counter, where he leaned 
against a string of beads that clashed 
and rattled. ' The  light above shone 
more fu lly  on his face, and it seemed to 
me to have become more sad in its lines.

“ Th a t’s about all there is to it ,”  he 
said, as if  his tale were finished. “ W e 
never quite understood, for a long time, 
whether he realized that he was Bessie’s 
fa ther; but he used to growl like a beast' 
i f  any one attempted to take her away 
from  him, or to care fo r her. H e  used 
to sleep with her in his arms, and one 
night, when I  had wqrked late on the 
monthly report^, and come into the big 
liv ing  cabin, ana passed his door, it was 
open, and he was there beside her, rest
ing on his elbows, and staring down into 
her face, as if  try ing  to solve that puz
zling problem o f existence. In  the sum
mer he would carry her, fo r hours, in 
his arms. F o r two or three years he 
scarcely spoke to any of us, then he be
gan to work a little, doing chores around 
the post.

“ O n ly  once a sign o f the old feverish
ness came over him in fu ll force. That 
was after I  had left the post, and was 
working a patch of poor placer ground
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up above. But I  happened to be there. 
H e  had been restless fo r days, and on 
this afternoon came out into the open, 
with a huge pack before him, which he 
laid down, as if  thinking of something 
forgotten. I  tried to find out where he 
thought he was going, and all he did 
was to mutter that incoherent gibberish 
about red gold— red as blood.

“ I  didn’t want to hurt him, and I  
knew that an attempt to overpower a 
man of such prodigious strength as was 
his, and especially as it might prove 
when fanned by madness, meant that I  
might have to wound him. So I  ran 
back up past the post, and called fo r 
Bessie. She came toddling toward me, 
and I  picked her up in my arms, and 
ran almost blindly, in haste, back to 
where I  had seen her father.
. “ ‘You  must put your arms around 

his neck and say, “ Stay with Bessie. 
D on’t g o !”  ’ I  kept telling her, and she 
learned her little lesson. I t  worked. 
B ill W ilton rubbed his hands across his 
eyes, bewildered, as if  the words had re
called something o f his past, some other 
day, when he had been asked to stay, 
and had refused. I  don’t think he could 
grasp that intangible m em ory; but he 
suddenly cried— and Heaven knows it 
is pitiful to hear a strong man cry— car
ried his pack back inside the cabin, and 
was docile again.”

I  sat fo r a time thinking o f the trag
edy o f the mind, and was prompted to 
ask of the trader, still leaning against 
the partitions, and staring off into 
space: “ D id he have much of the gold—  
the red gold?”

“ Yes, a fa ir sum— such as a man 
might escape with after such hardship. 
About three thousand dollar’s worth, I  
suppose. I  have an idea that he tried to 
carry away more, but dropped it, little 
by little, as his strength failed in his 
flight to save his life. MacCulloch and, 
I  swept up about a hundred and forty  
ounces o f it, and sent it away. W e took 
the money and brought the best alienist 
from out in the States that our money 
would command, that he might say what 
was best to be done with B ill.”

“ And what did he say?”  I  asked, 
filled with pity.

“ That it was no earthly use fo r us to 
send him to a sanitarium o r asylum, and 
that none but God Him self could re
store the mind o f B ill W ilton. H e  
thought it might come by accident, but 
even that hope has died as the years 
have advanced; for he is now about 
sixty years of age, and the brain cells at 
his time o f life  are almost indurated.”

Cavanaugh stopped speaking, shifted 
on his feet, and then walked around the 
counter again, and looked out into the 
long tw ilight o f the night. Then, as if  
satisfied that we were still safe from 
intrusion, leaped over the rough pine 
boards, polished by contact only to a 
lumpy smoothness, and stooped over his 
safe.

“ I ’ll show you something,” he said, 
standing erect. “ But I  don’t want you 
to mention it to any one. Sleeping dogs 
must be left to sleep. Look at this.”

H e  fumbled through the contents of 
the drawer he had removed from the 
safe, and I  saw a priceless gem tossed 
carelessly to one side, a bow of faded 
ribbon, a coin cut in half, a miniature in 
a yellow frame, and then, with an ex
clamation— “ Here it is !”— he picked up 
a small wad of paper. H e  unrolled it 
carefully, and held something in the 
palm o f his hand. I t  was a single nug
get of gold, not heavily washed, for its 
edges were still sharp in' places, and it 
glowed a dull and somber red.

“ Th a t’s one of them,”  he said sen- 
tentiously. “ I  have never seen anything 
like it. Have you ?”

I  did not answer. I  was interested 
in its curious color. I t  wa^ as if  it had 
been permeated with blood. Iron  oxyd i- 
zation, perhaps, fo r such deposits have 
been found, though rarely. I  recalled 
that down in Eldorado County, Cali
fornia, there was one small place where 
miners of the olden days tossed nuggets 
out o f the sluice boxes because they 
were coated with red, to afterward learn 
that they had thrown away gold im
pregnated with iron in oxydization. But 
I  had never seen that gold.

Perhaps this might be the same. I  
was not certain. A nd  for some reason, 
it seemed to me that the nugget was evil, 
and that it burned the palm of my hand,
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and fascinated me, and was sentient. I  
gave it back, and caught myself fu r
tively wiping my hand on my trousers 
leg, as i f  it had been stained by contact 
with that symbol o f tragedy. I t  was as 
if  there were truth in the Indian legend 
that it was accursed, and that it brought 
grief to all who came in contact with it.

Quite as carefully as he had removed 
it, the trader replaced it. H is  voice 
came to me as he knelt down, and locked 
the inner compartment o f the safe.

“ MacCulloch handled some of it. I t  
set him to brooding over the heavy blow 
dealt his family. H e  neglected his- busi
ness, and left it to a young fellow sent 
out from the head offices. When that 
boy was shot by one o f the Northwest 
Mounted Police, who found him in his 
own home with a w ife betrayed, the 
boy’s defalcations came to light. I t  
cost old Mac every dollar he Had saved, 
fo r the H . B. is unbending. H is  half- 
breed wife went out one night with 
heart disease, and Mac, poor old chap, 
was drowned try ing  to save a crippled 
dog.”

Cavanaugh suddenly stood up, and 
blew out the light above— his face ap
pearing old and distressed as its rays 
shone on him, standing tiptoe, to ex
tinguish its flame. I  knew that he was 
dismissing me, and walked slowly out
side, and stood by the door. H is  move
ments were subdued until he stood be
side me, and turned and fumbled with 
the big iron key that locked his fortress. 
The camp was still, and the air was still, 
with the long, hazy, gentle stillness of a . 
summer’s night in the Northland.

Fo r a time we stood there, and looked 
at the river winding below us toward 
the buttresses o f the Ramparts, and it 
seemed to me that the water was 
smoothing itself fo r that sw ift rush 
through the rock-bordered channel. I  
was filled with a strange love o f the 
country which could be so hospitable in 
its lazy summer mood, and such a fierce, 
rigid contestant in its winter solstice. 
The voice o f old Cavanaugh aroused 
me:

“ Pretty, isn’t it? Does it hold you, , 
entice you, enthral you, as it does me?”

I  told him that it did, and for another

minute he stood and looked around him, 
and drew deep inhalations, as if  clearing 
his lungs of the mingled odors emanat
ing from  the storehouse where he 
passed his days. Evidently he was in 
no mood fo r further words, fo r he bade 
me a curt “ Good night,”  and turned 
away toward the cabin, which huddled 
in  the rear o f the big log structure over 
w'hich he presided. H e  suddenly turned 
and called to m e:

“ O h , Am ann! Am ann! Just a min
ute.”

I  had started along the trail leading 
past the rive r-fron ting  row, but halted. 
H e  came toward me with his long, 
sturdy step, and laid a hand on my 
arm.

“ D on’t forget to say nothing about 
the nugget,”  he cautioned. “ Men be
lieve it a mere childish legend, and that 
B ill W ilton never found anything to 
prove it otherwise. D on’t be so reckless 
as to start a stampede to unknown 
places, even i f  there is nothing in— well 
— in the native superstition. I t  is best 
that men, especially these tenderfeet, 
continue to believe, it a m yth.”

I  agreed with him, and gave my word, 
even as I  gave my hand in good night. 
H e  turned and walked away, and I  re
sumed my march to the cabin where my 
partner, honest and tired, doubtless 
slept the sleep o f the hard-worked.

Here and there along the row the 
lights still flared. From  the Honolulu 
came the steady click of the white ball 
chasing itself languidly across the brass 
partitions o f the roulette wheel, and I  
heard the bang of a dase as a faro deal 
was finished, and the casekeeper flipped 
his little buttons back for a fresh start. 
Farther down the line a woman’s voice, 
drink-coarsened, attempted a song, and 
the remnant of her contralto broke dole
fu lly  when she came to the changes in 
her meager register. A  door o f a cabin 
on the hillside opened and shut, and a 
man with a pack on his back plunged 
out, and started into the trail leading off 
toward the diggings, which lay three 
miles back o f the rive r camp, his fry ing  
pan and coffee pot clanking as he went.

I  halted when I  came to the front of 
our cabin. M y  four dogs barked me a
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greeting, and Malicula, m y big gray 
leader, jumped up and put his paws on 
my shoulder fo r a caress. The  cabin 
door was open, as i f  my partner scorned 
its fra il barrier against any one who 
cared to invade it. I  started to enter, 
and then had a sudden disinclination for 
sleep. The  story of the red gold was 
still overpowering my fatigue, and I  
turned down and loitered along the river 
bank, passing slowly, farther and fa r
ther, until I  was near the place where 
the M arook came brawling across its 
shallows to empty its limpid waters into 
the yellow current of the Yukon. The 
light was turning again from  a heavy 
dusk, somnolent and soporific to the 
paler gold of an arctic dawn— and there 
is nothing in the world more beautiful.

From  up the river I  saw something 
shaping itself upon its breast. I t  forged 
ahead, and I  saw that it was a boatman 
in a native canoe. The paddle rose and 
fell with steady, dignified deliberation. 
Evidently the man was in no haste, and 
was not familiar with his landing place. 
H e  was almost abreast o f me, when he 
appeared to evince curiosity as to who I  
was. He swung his paddle vigorously 
on the far side, and the canoe’s nose, 
supple, turned toward me, and halted 
almost when the pebbles o f the beach 
threatened to rend its lower hull.

A  native o f splendid stature leaped 
out, his mukluks splashing the water, 
and with paddle retained in one hand, 
with the other he caught his craft by its 
upturned nose, and held it secure. H is  
denim parka, o f a common cut, whose 
resemblance to a short shirt I  had long 
ceased to be interested in, was without 
trimming, and open at the throat, and 
hoodless. H is  pillarlike legs, standing 
firmly, were surrounded by the waters 
which rippled and fought against them 
in little swirls.

H is  face was turned toward me, and I  
saw that the nose was high and strong, 
that the eyes were sharp and inquiring 
in their somber depths, and that his 
cheek bones were rounded rather than 
abrupt. H is  hair had been shorn away 
until it fell in an even line at the base 
of his neck, and he was bareheaded, 
with a parting line distinctly outlined up

to the crown o f his head. There was 
something aggressive about him, some 
primitive dignity different from  the 
ordinary pose o f the arctic native.

“ Neucloviat?”  he asked.
“ Yes.”
“ G ood!”
H e  stepped back into his canoe, and, 

with one heavy, deft stroke, sent it clear 
o f the shore, and, without looking back 
at me, began paddling diagonally across 
the river. I  knew that he was heading 
fo r the Indian village on the opposite 
bank, and smiled when I  thought o f his 
sparse conversation; but there was 
something about him that caused me to 
be more thoughtful, to treat our inter
view as of more importance. I t  was as 
i f  he were a force commanding some
thing from me, and from  that primitive 
country o f which he was a part.

A nd as he disappeared I  went back to 
our cabin, to drop to sleep, exhausted, 
in my bunk, and to dream of tragedies, 
nameless and overpowering, in all of 
which there gleamed the ruddy nug
gets.

C H A P T E R  I V .

I t  comes back to me now, as i f  it all 
occurred in a flash, the happenings of 
Neucloviat; and yet summer waned, the 
brief fall came, and winter was on us 
before they were complete, and I  felt 
myself an integral part o f the new 
camp hanging there on the rive r’s brim. 
I  see the forgotten faces, I  laugh over 
the humorous lights, I  frow n at the 
somber ones.

The taciturn Indian, Pitkoh. seems al
ways present in those months, as he 
stalked gigantic and sullen across the 
scene. Sam Barstow is there, taciturn 
also, unlucky, dangerous, and credited 
with being an honest w olf, if  such an 
anomaly may be. I  see the iron gray of 
his hair, the conquering nose, the sweep
ing mustache, the hard eyes, and the 
lithe, nervous swing o f his shoulders. 
Spider Riggs, the gambler, suave, rapa
cious, crafty, and insolent, a camp L o 
thario who prided himself on escapades 
which add to a blackguard’s reputation 
fo r conquest. Marie Devinne, of 
doubtful ancestry', vivacious, French
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Canadian, and silly, flitting as a cheer
fu l butterfly across the days, dancing as 
a cheerful w ill-o ’-the-w isp at nights, 
elusive, fickle, and tempestuous. A nd , 
most important, but not lost to life o r 
association, the irrepressible Kentucky 
Smith, boyish, reckless, and handsome, 
with a laugh that won hearts, a smile 
that conquered, and a fearlessness that 
commanded respect.

“ Th a t’s Pitkok,”  Dan said to me on 
the day after I  saw the arrival o f the 
native voya geu r , pointing a grim y finger 
at the Indian. “ The  devil’s in that S i- 
wash. They say he’s a Koyukuk, and 
that he’s got the trail fever. Looks like 
it to me. I  saw him down at Juneau 
one fall, when I  was on the Treadwell. 
Then he was at Cassiar before you came 
there. I  reckon that was where he 
learned the two wickedest things in the 
world— what gold is worth, and how 
hutch  makes you feel if  you can get 
enough of it. H e  gambles with the 
other bucks, and a sealer told me he 
hunted with a schooner one year, and 
gambled away all his wages. W in d y 
Jim  says he met him one season down in 
the hop fields of Oregon, and B illy  
Blatchford says the Kings Islanders 
know and hate him. So he’s sure trav
eled some!”

“ But what brings him here?”  I  won
dered, taking another look at the man I  
had seen land.

“ Because he can’t go back to his own 
trib e !”  chuckled my partner. “ H e 
knows too much and— well— he’s a bad 
egg. H e ’s up to something, you can 
be sure.”

I  forgot that conversation as the 
weeks passed, until the night when Bes
sie W ilton brought Pitkok back to my 
mind. I  had got into the habit of visit
ing her cabin every night, and looking 
forward to the evening through every 
day’s work. W e had arrived at terms 
of warm friendship, at least, and so 
were sometimes confidential.

“ That Pitkok was in at the post to
day,”  she said, one evening, “ and he 
was just as ugly as ever. H e  was right 
angry with me because I  wouldn’t trust 
him fo r an oufit, and was angrier still 
with Uncle Cav because he wouldn’t let

him have about a year’s supplies. Uncle 
Cav almost put him o u t; but he is a 
dear, and scarcely ever loses his temper, 
so it all passed over, like a summer thun
der shower.”

I  don’t know w hy it was that a piece 
o f gossip so triv ia l impressed itself on 
me, but it did, and afterward I  had bet
ter cause to remember it. I  sat think
ing of it  when Bess rallied me on my 
silence,'and demanded that I  tell her 
what studies were pursued by young 
ladies who passed through Wellesley, or 
B ryn  M aw r.

“ N ot that I ’ve any idea of going, fo r 
a while,”  she said, laughing. “ I t  takes 
money, in the first place; and, in  the 
second, I  don’t think father would like 
it.”

H e r voice broke with a little, pathetic 
laugh, which hurt, and she looked out 
into the other room, where B ill W ilton  
was laboriously adding another patch to 
his summer parka.

“ Yes,”  she sighed, as if  answering 
my curious question at his needlework, 
“ that is one o f his peculiarities. H e  w ill 
neither permit me to do his sewing, nor 
to buy new clothing for him. W hen he 
wants anything he appears down at the 
post, refuses to do business with me, 
and buys from  Uncle Cav, assuring him 
that sooner or later he is going to pay 
his bill, as soon as he feels well enough 
to go prospecting again.”

I  wanted to change the subject, fo r I  
knew that it was a constant wound to 
her, a constant sorrow.

“ But about some college?”  I  said. “ Is  
it so hopeless that you can never go ter 
one ? I t  doesn’t require so much m<$s€y, 
in these days.”

H e r face brightened, and she laughed 
tolerantly.

“ I  don’t know w hy I  should give you 
any confidence,”  she replied, “ but, on 
the other hand, I  don’t know why I  
shouldn’t. I  don’t even know how much 
money I  have. A nd I  can’t find out. I  
asked Uncle Cav once, as he stands like 
a guardian— almost like a father— to 
me, and he said for me not to bother 
my head about it. H e  explains that 
there is just income enough so that all 
the bills are always being paid, and that
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I  owe nothing, and once in a while he 
insists that if  I  need any more money 
than I  am getting, he can arrange to get 
it from  the estate, whatever it is.”

H e r face took on that all-too-frequent 
reflection of sorrow as she paused fo r a 
moment, and said softly, as i f  fearing 
the sound might be audible to the ears 
o f  her fa ther:

“ Y o u  see, it  can’t amount to very 
much, fo r it is simply an investment o f 
the gold father brought back on that 
last expedition, and he couldn’t have 
carried much, from  all that can be 
learned o f that trip. I  know from  what 
he has said at times that he was starv
ing when he was rescued, and that the 
triplet peaks, as he always calls them, 
lay fa r behind.”

I  nodded my head, and fell to silence 
again, a mood which she seemed to 
share, fo r she, too, sat staring vacantly 
at her open books. I  was filled with a 
sudden increase o f admiration fo r Cav
anaugh, the trader. I  understood at 

-once, from  her words, that he had. lied 
to her like a gentleman through all the 
■years o f her life, and kept from  her the 
knowledge that both she and her father 
were absolutely dependent on him fo r 
every dollar they had ever had since 
that unfortunate end to the quest for 
gold. H e  had preserved fo r her, deli
cately, her independence, even while he 
educated her, and directed her mind, 
and, as a last thoughtfulness, had found 
work for her in his trading post, so that 
she might have no time to brood.

I  comprehended more fu lly  that the 
white-headed gentleman o f the wilder
ness was no ordinary man, and mentally 
I  blessed him. I  wondered then, and 
have often done so since, at the great 
love he must have sustained fo r the 
g ir l’s m other; but that was, and is, a 
closed chapter; fo r Cavanaugh, fa ithful, 
never referred to it further than the 
suggestion conveyed when he told me 
that night in the post that he loved the 
daughter o f old MacCulloch.
“ There was an ole nigger an’ his name was 

Uncle Ned,
An’ he died long, long ago-o-o.” ,

A  careless, singing voice, musical and 
happy, floated through the closed door,

followed by the clumping of boots over 
the frozen hummocks of the tra il, and 
Bessie lifted her head and smiled.

“ There comes Kentucky,”  she ex
claimed, and rose to her feet, and hur
ried to open the door— too eagerly, I  
thought; fo r the irrepressible Kentucky 
Smith was too popular with her to suit 
m y own ideas.

“ Shrieking as usual!”  she laughed.
A nd  I  heard his hearty : “ S u re ! 

W h y  not, honey ? I t  makes folks know 
you ’re happy.”

“ But the song is doleful,”  she re
torted. “ F o r instance, the line about 
taking pills through his nose, and his 
inability to masticate hoe cake because 
he was sans teeth.”

H e came stamping into the outer 
room o f the cabin, gave the patient old 
W ilton a slap on the back and a kindly 
greeting, and then stood in the doorway 
looking at me.

“ Hello , T o m !”  he said heartily. “ Yo u  
here again. Say, man, I ’m gettin’ jeal
ous o f you-all. I  sure am! I f  I  don’t 
look out this Miss Bessie w ill be falling 
head over--------- ”

She brushed past him, and put her 
hand on his lips, and he tore them away 
to vent his fine, free laugh, then came 
forw ard and put his hand out to me. 
There  was a splendid exuberance about 
him, a splendid youth, that was com
pelling. H e  was lithe and well set, his 
movements were graceful, and his face 
was winning. H e  had fine brown eyes, 
and heavy brown hair that, when 
“ mussed up,”  as he called it, never ap
peared less becoming to the well- 
rounded forehead and good brow.

I  had come to regard him with a cer
tain jealousy, and yet I  liked him. M y  
own inability to hold light conversation, 
my own seriousness, I  knew, made me 
anything but a pleasant chance compan
ion, and the foolish little name bestowed 
upon me by Miss W ilton  in the first 
weeks o f our acquaintance, “ O ld  M is 
ter Sobersides,”  I  felt bitterly was well 
merited.

“ Everyth ing’s goin’ to the bad in this 
camp,”  he said dolefully, as he dropped 
into one o f the rough chairs, comfort
ably blanketed' with a white bearskin.
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“ O ld  Cavanaugh had to bust in at the 
H o rn  Spoon, and spoil what promised 
to be a lovely fight. Sam Barstow was 
about to lam some fellow from Dawson 
for dancin’ too many times w ith  M arie 
D evinne! H a , ha, h a !”

H e threw his head back, and laughed 
with loud enjoyment.

“ That little M arie certainly leads Sam 
something o f a hurdle race, all right. 
She knows that Sam’s crazy about her, 
and I  reckon she thinks a heap of him, 
right down in her silly little insides; so 
she leads Sam up to the fool trough 
every once in a while, and then laughs 
when he drinks.”

“ Care for Sam? H er?  Pshaw !” 
Bessie exclaimed. “ W hat big fools men 
can be! That g irl is the silliest, most 
heartless, frivolous g irl in  any dance 
hall in the North. D idn ’t she stick to 
Panamint Jones, up at Circle C ity , only 
as long as his money lasted ? D idn ’t she 
promise that Norwegian to m arry him 
after he came down from  Stewart 
R iver, and every one thought he had 
made a strike, and then, when it proved 
worthless, drop him as if  he were hot 
iron ?”

Kentucky laughed tolerantly.
“ But my-oh, how she can dance!” he ' 

exclaimed enthusiastically, as if  to 
arouse Bessie to further argument. 
“ Lordee! I  certainly do love to waltz 
with that g irl.”

“ H um ph!”  was all the answer he got, 
and she turned to me, and began ad
dressing all her conversation in my di
rection, as i f  purposely ignoring the 
enthusiasms of the Kentuckian, who 
winked at me gravely, and in pauses o f 
the conversation continued to deliver a 
panegyric on the dance-hall girl.

She finally drove us away, with the 
assertion that she had to study the 
books given her by Cavanaugh, and at 
the door somewhat pointedly gave me 
a warm invitation to come up any even
ing when I  chose, and again ignored 
Kentucky, who stood shaking with sup
pressed laughter by my side.

“ Y o u -a ll don’t need to invite me,”  he 
said. “ I ’ll come anyhow, unless you 
lock your doors. I ’m certainly too
much in love with this fam ily to--------- ”

2A

Th e  door banged shut, and he dou
bled over hilariously, and then said: 
“ W o w ! Th a t ends my sweet discourse 
fo r this evenin’, bretheren!”  and led the 
way down the hillside. The  lights were 
beginning to flame in the north, and the 
crisp air o f the early fall season was 
around us as we walked down toward 
the squat cabins below us, resting like 
distorted shapes, asleep, under the stars.

“ I  like to get a rise out o f her,”  he 
said, after we had stumbled halfway 
down the hill. “ But she’s right. That 
M arie Devinne is a little devil. And 
she’ll make Sam Barstow look like a 
sucker yet, before she’s through with 
him. Poor cuss! Th a t feller’s got too 
many dark horses runnin’ in his head, to 
stand fo r too much. H e ’s a simple sort, 
but I ’ve noticed that when his kind go, 
they go hard. E ither mighty bad, o r 
mighty good. I ’m right shy o f him, my
self, and yet they say he’s on the level.”

H e  had almost voiced my own 
thoughts, and I  was still thinking o f his 
careless summary, when we turned into 
the H o rn  Spoon, to see what it held o f 
interest. I t  was smoke-filled, and man- 
filled. The  bar in front was doing its 
fu ll share o f  business, and the glasses, 
piled in front o f . the American flag and 
the m irror, which had done more than 
its share o f service on some cheap 
dresser top, were diminished in number.

The  bartender, wearing a white hat 
and blue glasses to shade his eyes, was 
steadily twisting the hutch  bottle back
ward and forw ard, and his arms were 
wet up to the point where his blue flan
nel shirt sleeves were rolled below his 
elbows. H is  long, black riecktie had be
come untied, and was trailing forlorn 
ends downward until he could find time 
to adjust them.

Back on the left-hand side of the 
room two faro layouts and a wheel were 
also liberally patronized, and in front 
o f one o f the faro tables M arie Devinne, 
with her white hat, dented, and banded 
by a red ribbon, was keeping the cases. 
B ig  Jim , a familiar character, with a 
crude eyeshade pulled over his fore
head to protect his eyes from  the glare 
of the smoke-clouded oil lamps above, 
was dealing, and Frank Smith, calm and
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unmoved, sat in the “ lookout”  chair, 
smoking and watching the play to arbi
trate errors.

Behind Marie, and leaning across her, 
to place his bets as his fancy dictated, 
towered Sam Barstow, black-faced, and 
evidently playing in poor luck. Appar
ently the unpleasantness of the evening 
had passed away.

A t  the other table sat Spider Riggs, 
chalk-faced, furtive, immaculate; and 
watching the game were camp friends 
of mine— Sturgis, and Coen, and" A t 
kins, Hopkins, Beaton, and Bucking
ham, W elch, and Crowley, and McCabe. 
W here are you all now ?

A nd  back in the far corner, leaning 
against the logs, and with folded arms, 
as if  watching the whole scene disdain
fu lly , stood Pitkok, the Indian, with his 
bright eyes flashing here and there, a 
picture of devilment and jealousy. I  
was caught by his attitude and scowl. 
The man envied these white trespassers 
for their cloak o f masterfulness, and yet 
hated them all.

A  guitar, a mandolin, and a flute, 
took up a dismal attempt at the Zenda 
waltzes, the sound coming in a jumble 
from  the other far corner o f the room, 
and the fou r women in the place sud
denly got to their feet, and accepted 
proffered partners, and went whirling 
around the room in the cleared space re
served fo r dancing.

The games went on monotonously, 
the click o f the ball on the wheel rising 
to a sharp clatter, and then dying away 
to slow, diminishing, and individual 
thuds. The  chips clicked as they 
changed hands, symbols o f changing 
money, and the smoke continued to rise 
and cloud the lamps as it wreathed itself 
spirally upward through the chimney 
openings o f the bright tin reflectors. 
The clink o f glasses and bottles thrown 
deftly along the bar continued unceas
ingly, and the only punctuations were 
the muttered exclamations o f the losers 
or winners, and the rising voices o f 
some of those who had imbibed.

Fam iliar as it all was, I  had a sudden 
premonition that underneath all its reck
lessness there was an undernote o f 
tragedy— a tragedy o f  the Northland,

that was to involve me in its diapason 
when it came.

C H A P T E R  V .
W inter seized us. M y  partner and I  

worked the claim we had bought on 
L ittle  Marook, and yet, three times a 
week, I  made the long trip  to the camp; 
fo r the greatest ambition* I  had con
ceived, the greatest hope in life, lay in 
having Elizabeth W ilton tell me that she 
loved me. T h ir ty  years o f age, ma
tured, unscarred, I  had been drawn into 
the vortex o f love, where everything but 
the ultimate is lost sight of, and paltry. 
Three  times a week I  made that long 
trip  over the trail, that I  might hear her 
voice, and watch the shadows in her 
hair, the light in her eyes, and the grace
fu l mobility o f her lips.

A n d  many events had happened, 
triv ia l in themselves, but distinct and of 
note to one living in a camp so far re
moved from  the outside world that let
ters came but once a year, and every
thing was bounded by what could be 
seen on the horizon, and the day’s work.

E a rly  in the fall the constant com
panionship o f Sam Barstow and Pitkok 
had been observed, and commented on. 
I t  was an unusual thing fo r a white 
man to take up with a native in those 
days.

“ I  tell you,”  Dan was wont to assert, 
“ there’s somethin’ back o f it all that we 
ain’t on to. That Pitkok’s a d e v il! I  
know him. Sam was all right, as far 
as anybody knows, until he came down 
the river. H e  works, and he wants to 
get ahead. But what does he m ix up 
w ith that big buck for ? W h y, the 
Koyukuks won’t have nothin’ to do with 
him, and when an In ju n ’s own tribe 
throws him out, there’s somethin’ 
mighty bad about him. Y o u  just wait! 
Y o u ’ll see!”

But the strange companionship had 
continued, and it had ended by their go
ing away together one night, in  which 
direction no one knew— not even the na
tives o f the low -ly ing village across the 
river. That they went together I  knew 
from  something that Bessie told me on 
one o f my visits.
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“ Sara Barstow has gone away with 
Pitkok,”  she said, as i f  she, too, had 
noted the strange partnership. “ You  
remember I  told you, one time, oh, 
months ago, that he came into the post, 
and wanted credit fo r a big outfit? 
AVell, it  was right after that he and Sam 
Degan to be seen together. N ow , it was 
Sam over in  the Indian village, and 
again it was Pitkok living in Sam’s 
cabin. F ina lly  Sam came in and bought 
supplies, and Pitkok was with him. 
Th ey  stood there together, and dis
cussed what they wanted, and it was 
light stuff, such as men would use on a 
long, hard trip. A nd they went away 
together, and— well, that’s all there is to 
it. I  wonder what that dance g irl, 
M arie, thinks o f i t !”

She had ended her information in a 
feminine way, by a feminine specula
tion as to the member of her sex left 
behind.

In  the usual meeting places, the trad
ing posts, the saloons, and the dance 
halls, men had smiled, ,and ventured that 
Sam had gone away on a foolish pros
pecting trip, such as had been made by 
a half dozen men in  search of “ T o o - 
much-gold Creek,”  a mythical stream 
in the Mackenzie border told o f by the 
natives, but never found.

Men worked more, gambled less, and 
played infrequently now that the busy 
season was on in force, and the fires 
from  the pits shone dully on every 
gulch, every night. Th e  ring  o f the 
ax, the creak o f the windlass, and the 
clashing o f overturned buckets, formed 
a threnody too irresistible to be dis
placed by idle wonder as to the goings 
and comings o f one man. L ife  was pal
pitating, and wriggling, as i f  the loss of 
any camp character were unw orthy o f 
note. I t  followed its course.

Kentucky Smith, swinging down the 
trail and whistling, as he passed from  
his claim above ours, Bevins saunter
ing over to our cabin in the evenings to 
tell us that the pay on Number Tw elve 
looked better, Sinclair stopping on his 
way up to give us camp news, were the 
only breaks in the steady grind of work, 
fed by hope.

A nd it was Sinclair who, on the way

up, one night in  early January, paused 
to tell us Siat Sam Barstow was back. 
Th a t was all, he had returned.

“ A nd  Pitkok ?” asked Dan, who stood 
on the edge o f the dump, looking down 
to the blackened path leading past it, on 
which our fellow prospector had halted.

“ Pitkok’s dead!” was the reply.
W e gave exclamations o f surprise.
“ Sam says he got scratched up by a 

bear as they were coming out,”  Sinclair 
went on. “ Sam got there too late. P it
kok cashed in his chips, in spite of all 
that Sam could do. A nd it ’s a small 
loss, according to my reckoning. That 
buck gave me the willies. He was too 
much o f here, there, and everywhere, to 
suit my taste.”

H e  plodded off up the trail, and we 
laid o u r fires fo r the night, and I  took 
my part with some haste. M y  partner 
noticed it, and growled as he stooped 
over and thrust short logs against the 
face o f clay and gravel that was to be 
thawed out to expose its contents.

“ I  suppose,”  he half groaned, in an 
amused voice, “ that I ’ve got to make the 
trip  with you again to-night. Let me 
see. Yes, this is the regular night. I t  
looks to me as if.1 stand to lose any way 
it ’s fixed up. I f  you get the g irl, I  lose 
a real partner. I f  you lose her, you ’ll 
be worse than a bear with a sore head, 
and I ’m out. But I ’ll go with you, just 
the same.”

H e  grinned up at me, knowing that 
I  was too embarrassed and annoyed to 
retort. But it was m y night to visit the 
camp, and even his gibes could not de
ter me.

“ I'm  not even going up to say 
‘H ow d y’ \his evening,”  Dan said, part
ing from  me at the beginning o f the 
row. “ I t ’s a long, cold walk up there 
fo r a feller that ain’t been sent for. 
M ercury’s all frozen, everywhere. Da
vis Pain K ille r bottle busted this after
noon, and I ’m plum’ anxious to dance 
some. , I ’ll be here, somewhere. So 
long!”

H e  turned, and dodged into the 
Honolu lu , from  which issued hilarious 
sounds, and I  hastened on up the trail. 
I  was late, and Kentucky was already 
there, and this time he had brought a



20 THE VOVULA^ MAGAZINE

banjo with him, and was singing when 
I  entered. H e  stopped long enough to 
grin a welcome, and then went on shout
ing a negro song in his inimitable drawl
ing voice.

B ill W ilton appeared saner than I  had 
seen him in some time, and was venting- 
hoarse cackles o f  laughter. N ow  and 
then he wotild look bewildered, and ap
pear intent on try in g  to remember some
thing, perhaps some familiar strain that 
he had heard in the old past. Kentucky 
brought his hand across the strings with 
a heavy sweep, as he finished the dole
fu l chant o f “ H o w  the Possum Lost 
H is  Ta -a -a il,”  and tossed the banjo over 
on top of the skin-covered couch.

“ Beat you in to-night, Tom ,”  he 
grinned. “ H ad to come down to relieve 
my feelin’s. I ’m as happy as a coon, 
when he finds three dogs and a nigger 
under his home tree.”

I  surmised that his words covered 
some other feeling than elation.

“ W hat is the matter now?” I  asked.
H e  looked grave for an instant, and 

then said: “ Nothing, except that our 
claim’s a dead one, and we’ve decided to 
abandon it, and look fo r a lay.”

I  was genuinely sorry fo r Kentuck, 
because I  liked him.

“ A re  you certain ?”  I  asked.
“ Yes. W e ’ve crosscut the gulch from  

rim to rim , and never had a pay pan. 
W e’ve proved that we’re too high fo r 
the feed of the pay streak, wherever it  
may be.”

H e  sat there and frowned fo r a mo
ment, and I  knew of what he was think
ing— the best part o f a season wasted; 
the long hours of hard work in the sav-r 
age co ld ; the hopelessness o f  try ing to 
get a lease at that time o f the year on 
any ground that was worth while, and 
the fu tility  o f striking out on a pros
pecting trip. H e  glanced up, and read 
the sympathy in my eyes.

“ Thanks,”  he said soberly. “ Y o u ’re 
all right, Tom . Just keep me in mind, 
won’t you? A nd  if  you hear o f any
thing, let me know.”

Bessie was fu ll o f suggestions, but 
they were not altogether practical. The  
most promising venture was merely a 
little better than prospecting— the pos

sibility o f logging farther up the river, 
and running the timbers down to the 
camp when the spring floods were over 
to sell to arrivals. H is  ill fortune so
bered our visit, and we started away 
earlier than usual, walking down the 

T ra il together, after bidding Bessie good 
night.

“ I ’ve got to drop in  along the line 
here to find Dan,”  I  said. “ Suppose 
you come with me, and we’ll isee if  he 
knows o f anything. H e  usually has a 
card or two up his sleeve.”

W e turned into the Honolulu, and 
found it strangely deserted.

“ W hat’s up?”  Kentuck asked H op
kins, the proprietor, who was sitting 
gloomily by his stove.

“ A ll right up to an hour ago,”  he 
said, as if  we had referred to his busi
ness alone, “ and then somebody came 
in and said that Sam Barstow was up 
at the H o rn  Spoon try ing  to break the 
bank, and every one stampeded.”

“ Then that’s where we must go,”  
cheerfully responded Kentuck, leading 
the way toward the door.

W e went into the H o rn  Spoon, and 
almost as we opened the storm door 
knew that something unusual was tak
ing place. There was an air o f sup
pressed excitement in  its ve ry atmos
phere, an undercurrent o f tensity. The 
wheel was not running as usual, and 
the back end o f the room appeared de
serted. A round the center table there 
was a crowd, the outer edges on tip
toe. There  was scarcely a word being 
said, and the place was filled with that 
ominous silence which comes when big 
stakes are being played. Its very lamps, 
with their tin  reflectors, seemed looking 
downward to one spot. W e got to the 
edge o f the crowd, and looked over oth
ers’ shoulders.

A t  the table but one man was play
ing, and that was Sam Barstow, who 
sat with his hat down over his eyes. 
M arie Devinne was clicking the case 
buttons, and Spider Riggs, immaculate 
and immobile as usual, was dealing the 
cards, his long, slender fingers slipping 
back and forth as he drew them from 
the case, o r reached over and . raked in 
the chips. Evidently Barstow was
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playing recklessly, fo r  his bets were 
large in blue chips, whose value I  
knew was five dollars each. H e  was 
shoving stacks o f  them over, and his 
customary coolness appeared to have 
deserted him, fo r at each successive loss 
he swore volubly. Dan was there, and 
our eyes met. H e  winked at me w ith 
gravity, and edged around to my side.

“ Th a t idiot is locoed,”  he muttered. 
“ H e ’s lost at least seven o r eight thou
sand dollars already, and is about to 
dip into his last thousand. Been play
ing on Cavanaugh’s receipt fo r money 
in the A . C. safe. H e  acts half mad. 
W atch him.”

Barstow was playing a combination 
of cards, and Riggs was asking him if  
his bets were all down.

“ Yes,”  he said, “ go ahead.”
Slow ly the cards came out. I t  

seemed as if  every “ coppered card”  
won, and every one without the little 
tablet lost. H is  luck was reversed. H e  
sat motionless and gloomy, as pile after 
pile o f his chips were drawn in and 
slipped back into the chip rack with the 
sharp, timed clicking, as the slender, 
manicured finger of Spider Riggs 
snipped them into place. Fo r an in
stant he sat there and swore softly, and 
Riggs waited.

“ W ell,” he challenged, “got enough? 
Anybody else around here want to try  
his luck?”

H e stared with insolent triumph at 
the faces girdling the table, and no one 
moved. E ve ry  one was watching Sam 
Barstow, whose drawn brows and set 
lips told o f his rising anger.

He suddenly thrust all his remaining 
chips across on the table.

“ I ’ll make a stab to call the turn,”  he 
growled, and Riggs, after another de
liberate pause, slipped the last cards 
from  the box. H e  laughed a little as 
he raked in the chips, and M arie D e - 
vinne lifted the sides o f the case rack, 
and let the buttons go slipping back.

Barstow gave a last oath, and, 
jumped to his feet so suddenly that his 
stool was overturned. H e  glared at 
Spider Riggs, as i f  undecided what to 
say, and then almost shouted: “ You  
got me! I f  it hadn’t been that M arie

had the cases, I ’d ’a’ thought the game 
was crooked. I ’m through with you. 
Y o u ’re good and welcome. Le t me out 
o f  th is !”

H e  broke through the crowd, and el
bowed his way toward the bar.

“ H o w  much o f a stake have I  got 
left?”  he demanded, and the bartender, 
calmly looking up at him, called across 
the room to Spider R ig g s : “ W hat’s the 
ta lly?”

“ Seven thousand five hundred,”  
Riggs called back, with a certain note 
o f gloating satisfaction in his voice.

“ F ive  hundred left,” the bartender 
answered Barstow. “ You  don’t seem 
to have much luck to-night. Have 
something ?”

The miner stalked to the bar, and 
seized a bottle of hutchnu, the soul and 
body-destroying liquor of Alaska, filled 
a glass to the brim, and drained it at a 
gulp. H e  put the glass down again, 
and refilled it, and Kentucky Smith at 
my side nudged me, and whispered: 
“ T rave lin ’ a few, isn’t he?”

The room was beginning to reek with 
sound again, and the wheel had started 
its rounds, while the man behind it 
shouted: “ T r y  your luck here, gentle
men.”

The  lure o f the clicking ball ap
peared to attract Sam Barstow, and he 
banged his heavy fist down on the bar, 
and whirled around.

“ I ’ve got five hundred left,”  he as
serted belligerently, “ and I ’ll take a 
chance on busting the wheel.”

He shoved men aside as he made his 
way over to it, and stood.

“ W hat’s the limit here ?” he de
manded.

“ The bank ro ll,”  was the calm re
sponse. “ I t ’s worth more than your 
five hundred.”  *

“ Give me the chips,”  Barstow 
growled, and did not trouble to seat 
himself, but stood erect at the end of 
the table.

Again the room was silenced, and 
men surged toward the gambler. Dan 
and I  found ourselves jammed up 
against the side, where we could not 
fo r the moment extricate ourselves. 
P laying a hundred dollars at a wager,
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the angry victim  of ill fortune threw 
his chips out, selecting the number 
fifteen as a favorite. I t  lost. Three 
times he tried it, and each time be
came angrier as it failed to appear. 
W ith  a sudden gesture of defiance, he 
shoved all his remaining chips on the 
red. M arie Devinne had crowded 
through to his shoulder, and tried to 
get him to change his wager.
-  “ Don’f-t be a chump,”  she insisted.

* -“ i t ’s a feol’s play.”
*" But he turned toward her, and 
frowned.

“ Yo u  let me alone,”  -he said, and she 
shrugged her shoulders, and watched 
the ball start its course, as i f  fasci
nated.

There was a tense moment as it 
dropped downward from the rim , and 
began rattling and bouncing across the 
partitions. Slower and slower it ran, 
and then poised itself as the wheel 
slowed down, and appeared to be bal
anced. Barstow’s fu ry  was in sus
pense. H e  leaned forward on his 
knuckles at the ‘end o f the Table, and 
fixed his staring, excited eyes on it, 
with a hard, glittering frown.

The ball wavered as the wheel went 
round, and then slowly, and as i f  ma
liciously, it fell from  the partition with 
a soft click, and swam slowly around. 
The wheel man did not touch it, but 
stood with folded arms, appreciating 
the danger o f appearing too eager to 
announce the result. I t  had fallen into 
the green o f the “oo” , and the house 
had won.

It  seemed to me, standing there by 
the side, and feeling a sort of sympathy 
fo r the fool, that every one in the place 
had held his breath up to that moment, 
and now gave a sigh. But the silence 
held as we waited to hear what B ar- 
stow would say.

I  had a vague impression that the 
bartender had climbed to the top of his 
bar, and was looking down over the 
cro w d ; that Spider Riggs was standing * 
on a chair behind, and that B ig Jim  
was grinning over the shoulders of 
Kentucky Smith. I  had witnessed 
other and heavier gambling than this, 
but none where there seemed to be so

much concentrated fu ry  in the. loser. I t  
was as if  Barstow had been restraining 
himself all the evening, and now that 
his last savings had been swept away, 
broke loose.

H e  suddenly thrust his elbows back
ward, rudely making room fo r himself, 
and jerked the tails o f his blue shirt 
loose from  under his mackinaw. H e 
tore at the belt around his waist, and 
fumbled beneath, then there was the 
sound of a harsh sweep and his oath, 
intermingled.

“ Th in k  you’ve got me, eh? W ell, 
you ain’t. T u rn  her for that, and may 
the curse o f the devil take you if  it 
doesn’t w in !”

H e  swung something high in the air, 
and brought it smashing down on the 
table, with a dull, heavy, crunching 
sound. I t  was a gold belt that he had 
carried over his hips, its pockets bulg
ing w ith weight. The  force of its 
heaviness and the blow broke it open, 
and I  gave a gasp.

From  its burst apertures rolled out, 
across the table, over the numbers of 
the cloth, and to the very floor itself, 
nuggets o f gold. And they were red—  
glowing dully, red as the single nugget 
o f ill omen I  had seen in Cavanaugh’s 
fingers, and held in my palm, unmis
takably the reel o f the gold that had 
cost poor old B ill W ilton  his reason, 
his happiness, and his wife.

There was a sharp gasp o f indrawn 
breaths, as men, though unfamiliar 
with the legend, leaned forward and 
stared at that strange gold. They 
knew in a flash that Sjam Barstow’s 
mysterious trip  had not been without 
results. I  doubt if  there were more 
than two men in the room, however, 
beside myself, who understood to the 
fu ll what that red gold meant. It  filled 
me with a strange horror, and, half 
faint and sick, I  backed away from  it, 
and crowded my way to the door, 
jerked it open, and stepped outside into 
the clean night air. One man followed 
on my heels, and I  whirled to face 
him. I t  was Cavanaugh, and he met 
my eyes with a long, meaning stare.

- “ P itk ok !” he said hoarsely, in a 
strained voice. “ Pitkok went with him,
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and showed the way. Pitkok, poor 
devil, learned the secret o f it from  
some of the sagas o f his tribe, and took 
that man to it. A n d  I  know how P it
kok d ied!”

I  held myself rig id as I ,  too, sur
mised the tragedy, the murder, when 
the red lust had cankered the mind o f 
Sam Barstow, honest up to that fateful 
hour.

Cavanaugh knew that I  understood. 
H e  suddenly turned, and hurried away 
down the white trail, with his hands 
thrust deeply into his pockets, and his 
head bent low, as i f  grieving over this 
exposure of a fellow being’s cruel cu
pidity, and I  looked up at the door, 
which opened, to release my partner 
into the arms of the night.

C H A P T E R  V I .

W e did not see the end of that night 
of gaming, for we were depressed, and 
hurried back to the gulch, running now 
and then between the long slopes, and 
up that stretch of trail which lay along 
the white surface of the river. But we 
heard of the outcome two nights later, 
when Kentucky came down to our 
cabin to learn if  we had any news for 
him.

“ I  reckon you-all heard what hap
pened after you left the H o rn  Spoon 
the other night?”

“ N o ,”  we chorused, looking at him.
“ W ell, that Sam Barstow sure had 

the devil’s 'ow n  luck from the minute 
he banged" that queer-lookin’ gold o f 
his on the wheel. H e  broke the wheel 
in one turn, and B illy  Abram sky pulled 
the cloth over it. Then he howled like 
a timber w o lf with joy, and went back 
to the layout. H e  grabbed up that belt 
he had around him, put the gold back in 
it, buckled it under his shirt, and 
started in to play with what he’d got 
from  the wheel. In  just two hours 
he’d won his eight thousand back, and 
at seven in the mornin’ he walked out 
of the H orn  Spoon with eighteen thou
sand dollars of its money, and a bill of 
sale f$>r the place.”  x

It  was astonishing news, and our ex
clamations betrayed our surprise.

“ Yes, sir, the H o rn  Spoon’s got a 
new proprietor now. I t ’s Sam B ar
stow, and he’s runnin’ the place. The  
boys that owned it are workin’ fo r 
him. H e hasn’t got time. T o o  busy 
payin’ his fond respects to M arie De- 
vinne. I  reckon, too, that he’ll get her. 
H e  looks pretty good to her, with all 
the wad of dust he has, and with that 
red stuff that makes folks believe there 
might be plenty more where that came 
from. I  reckon Sam Barstow’s due* to 
make a home stake.”

Kentucky was sitting with his elbows 
on his knees, and his moccasin heels up 
on the rungs of his stool, and his eyes 
looked thoughtfully at the little round 
hole in the end of the Yukon stove, that 
seemed to be watching him. I  fancied 
I  read a trace of homesickness in his 
boyish eyes, and a despondency that I  
had never before seen in them.

The  country and its round o f mis
fortune appeared to be telling on him.
I  was sorry that all our efforts had 
failed to develop any chance for him 
that was worth taking. A ll the ground 
worth leasing had been let out long be
fore that time, and there were but few 
claims working where men were hired 
for day’s wages. W e tried to talk * 
cheerfully to him, but he must have felt 
that we had nothing to offer, and that 
our encouragement was hollow, when 
he left us that night to tramp back up 
to his cabin at the head of the gulch.

I t  stands out, quite clear to me in the 
light o f after events, the peculiar 
amazement I  felt on the following 
morning. Y e t in the telling it seems 
nothing. '

I  had got up early, it being my week 
to build the fire and cook the break
fast, a simple, primitive task; fo r our 
larder was scant as measured by c ivil
ized standards. It  was still dark, and 
the candles, stuck in homemade brack
ets in the corner by the stove, writhed 
and twisted as the heat waves eddied 
upward, and the room was choked with 
the fumes of bacon frying , and desic
cated eggs simmering on the back of 
the stove, and the blubbering of the 
oatmeal pot.

Dan threw his legs out o f the bunk,
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gasping, and called sleepily: “ H ey, 
Tom ! Y o u r bacon’s going too hot. 
Give us a breath of air, can’t you ?”

I  choked, and laughed, and went to 
the door and threw it open. Coming 
up the trail, fa r down the hillside, was 
a sled drawn by straining Malemutes, 
who looked like the wolves o f death in 
that pallid hour. I  stood w ith the f ry 
ing pan in hand, looking at them when 
they stopped, and their d river turned 
up the trail leading to our cabin, leav
ing his team behind. H e  advanced un
til he was close to me.

“ Chim oy!” I  called the native greet
ing, and then, still in the tongue: “ W hat 
do you want?”

He answered in English :
“ W ant moose meat ?”
“ Moose meat? S ure !”
I t  was like the voice o f an angel, the 

proffer o f any one offering fresh meat 
to men who had lived on tinned stuff 
and bacon fo r so^many months. Dan 
came hurrying to the door with the 
strings of his moccasins dangling and 
trailing behind him, and his hair still 
ruffled.

“ H ow  much you take? Heap good 
meat, huh?” he called.

The visitor stood quietly fo r an in
stant, and then approached until he 
stood in front o f us. I  saw that he was 
not of any tribe with which I  was fa
miliar. There was less of the Oriental 
squattiness of face, less of the Oriental 
squattiness of figure. H e  was lithe and 
straight, and his nose was the high, fine, 
w arrior nose o f the red-Indian tribes—  
the nose of the hereditary fighter and 
hunter. H is  eyes were frowning, and 
with a certain defiant dignity.

“ Y o u  needn’t trouble to talk pidgin 
English to me,”  he said, with perfectly 
correct pronunciation. “ I  can speak it 
as well as you can. I  am a S io u x ! N o 
dog-trotting, fish-eating mongrel o f a 
Siwash. I  have moose meat to sell. I t  
w ill cost you a dollar a pound.”

There was an instant’s silence, and 
then I  tried to soften his indignation 
with a question. “ A  Sioux? And 
away up here ? W h y ?”

“ T o  hunt. T o  make a living.”

H is  voice sounded as i f  he were 
slightly mollified.

“ W here did you go to school?”  I  
asked, still feeling that strange curi
osity.

“ Carlisle. But do you want fresh 
meat?”

H e  had repulsed our overtures again, 
and was all S ioux, ugly and a loof; so 
we bought from  him what meat we 
could use, and saw him start up the 
creek on his journey without regret. 
W e talked o f him after he had gone, 
and I  think in a measure I  sympathized 
with him, the descendant of a race of 
warriors and hunters, who had refused 
to live anywhere except in the condi
tion o f his heredity.

“ I t  was easy to tell he’d been some
where with white men,”  Dan com
mented. “ D id  you notice his tooth?”

“ N o ,”  I  said, interested.
“ W h y, one o f his front teeth had 

been broken off, and fixed with silver. 
Shows he knew what dentists were for, 
but thought silver good enough for a 
S io u x !”

I  did remember something about his 
crooked lips when he spoke, but had not 
been as observing as my partner.

Kentucky and I  talked o f the Sioux 
when we visited the camp and Bessie 
W ilton , together, on the following 
night. She scoffed at any sentiment.

“ I  saw him,”  she said. “ He came 
into the post to buy some stuff. I  don’t 
see him as you do. H e  is treacherous, 
and a savage still, more savage than 
any Alaskan native, in spite of his Car
lisle education. There is cruelty in him, 
and it peers from his eyes. U g h ! He 
makes me shiver! H e  stands so im
movable ! H e  stares at one so steadily, 
and with a sort o f contempt. A nd that 
isn’t a ll!”

She threw her hands upward, and 
shook her head.

“ D idn’t try  to bite you, did he?”  Ken- 
tuck drawled, in a teasing voice.

She ignored him, and spoke to me.
“ H e wanted the best string o f beads 

in the post. I t  was part o f a rosary, 
and there was a cross on it. H e  bought 
it, and then, what do you think he did? 
Wrenched the cross loose, and ground it
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under his heel! A nd he sneered at me 
when I  expostulated.”
• “ Sneered? Sneered at you? W h y, 
the first time I  meet him I ’ll tw ist his 
d irty neck!”  Kentucky burst forth in 
indignant, boyish wrath. “ The  scrubby 
scoundrel! T o  show his blasphemous 
impertinence before a white g irl. I ’ll 
teach h im !”

I  cannot but admit that I  shared his 
anger, although I  said nothing, when I  
thought o f the S ioux’s insolence. Y e t 
I  knew that perhaps there had been no 
intention to affront one whom he saw as 
a mere person, behind a counter in a 
frontier post.

“ The natives call him the Hatchet,”  
she went on, without noticing Ken
tucky’s outburst. “ I  believe they are all 
a little afraid o f him ; but he is smart. 
They say he can speak their language. 
Oh, but say! Have you heard o f the 
camp courtship? Sam Barstow has in 
fatuated your friend M arie.”

She looked at Kentuck mischievously.
“ They are to be married. Th ey say 

he is loading her with presents, and he 
has bought that cabin that Sturgis and 
Buckingham built, the one back toward 
the gulch, and has four or five men 
making it suitable fo r the residence of 
the charming M arie. Th is  camp is not 
without society, you know.”

She ended with a drawling laugh, and 
Kentuck took advantage of the pause to 
say that he wished he could have got the 
job of carpentering for the cabin. W e 
did not laugh at that, fo r I  think we 
both surmised that Kentuck’s financial 
outlook was w orrying him more than he 
cared to mention.

“ And the wedding,”  Bessie went on 
hurriedly, as if  to arouse Kentucky 
from  his brooding, and rally him to bet
ter spirits, “ takes place day after to
morrow— that is, the night after to-m or
row night. Had you heard that yet ?”

The Kentuckian came gallantly to a 
recovery.

“ No, we hadn’t heard that,”  he as
serted. “ Now , what other news is there 
hereabouts, Miss W alkin ’ Newspaper?”

She laughed, seeing that he was in a 
better mood, and for an hour subtly en

couraged him, told o f  camp rumors, and 
o f native gossip, until we went away.

A nd  we, w ith every one else on the 
gulch, attended the wedding o f Sam 
Barstow and M arie Devinne. The  
H o rn  Spoon was its setting. Th e  para
phernalia o f chance had been removed, 
and the floor cleaned and waxed to a 
glistening white, and no man might buy 
anything at the bar. A  United States 
commissioner, from  Taninaw, per
formed the ceremony, and it was some
what oratorical, inasmuch as the gentle
man was from  Texas, and loved flowers 
o f  speech. There  was a good deal o f 
the “ grand old flag”  business, and a lot 
o f talk about the hardy pioneer, and 
the wealth o f the nation being in its off
spring, and Sam Barstow caught his 
bride in his big arms, held her up, and 
kissed her, threw a bag of dust in the 
commissioner’s hands, and invited 
everybody to “ have somethin’.”

I t  was while standbys in front o f the 
pine bar that he made nis wedding pres
ent. H e  winked at .the bartender, and 
called in a loud voice: “ Give me that 
package fo r M rs. Barstow, w ill you?”

The  bartender handed him a bundle, 
and from  it Sam took out something 
that made' us stare— that is, it made 
Cavanaugh and me interchange glances. 
I t  was a pair o f  moccasins, absurd and 
heavy. T h e y  were literally covered 
with gold, and it required no second 
glance to see that the gold was re d ! H e  
had taken the gold he had gathered 
from  that Northern trip , and selected 
and hammered nuggets enough to pre
sent his bride with a pair of gold moc
casins.

Pierced, and laid thickly over the 
buckskin, they were cumbersome, and 
showy, and red. H e  insisted on putting 
them on her feet, and she shambled less 
lightly in the dance as she carried their 
weight. But one round of the room she 
made when the wretched attempt at an 
orchestra began, and then, panting, she 
exchanged them fo r her others, and re
linquished them to the care o f the bar
tender.

A  native from  across the river, who 
had tim idly entered the door, looked at 
them with wide eyes, and abruptly
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turned and vanished into the night. A  
prospector from the Hootalinqua peered 
at them, started to test their weight in 
his hand, and then drew back. The  
music went on, and above it all rose the 
boisterous shouts o f Sam Barstow, urg
ing his guests to “ H it  her u p ! Step 
liv e ly !”

“ Them ’s some moccasins,”  the bar
tender remarked, as he threw them back 
on the bar. “ Th ey weigh an even fo rty  
ounces, and that spells about seven hun
dred and fifty  dollars, the way gold’s 
runnin’ now. Some golden shoes, eh?”

The  men standing in front o f his bar 
assured him vociferously that they were. 
O n ly  Cavanaugh and I ,  standing there 
at the end, and not participating, failed 
to wonder, whence came the gold.

“ Come on. L e t’s go home,”  a voice 
sounded behind me, and I  turned to see 
my partner, who was apparently satis
fied with the night’s entertainment, and, 
with a curt good night to the trader, I  
went.

I  did not see the moccasins o f gold 
again fo r some time. A t  least a month 
went by, in which my partner and I  con
tinued to work, with always alluring 
and never satisfying prospects. A nd in 
that time the news o f the camp down on 
the river, with its small happenings, 
drifted upward to our gulch with more 
or less veracious details. N ow  it was 
that the Hatchet had been away on an
other hunting trip , and returned without 
meat, the game having run toward the 
east; now that some one had struck pay 
on Hoosier Creek; and again that Sam 
Barstow had gone down to the mouth o f 
the Taninaw— two days’ hard travel—  
to buy some extra furnishings and sup
plies from  a steamer which had laid up 
there for the winter.

I t  was in the early days o f February 
when the most exciting news broke, and, 
as fate would so have it, it was on an
other night when I  was in the camp. 
F o r three days no one had seen M arie 
Barstow, and— coincidentally, the camp 
believed— no one had seen Spider Riggs. 
In  that time Sam Barstow had wan
dered backward and forw ard in the 
H o rn  Spoon, glowering at any one who 
spoke, and muttering to himself.

I t  was the talk o f  the camp on the 
night when I  went down alone. I  was 
in no mood fo r the divided companion
ship o f Bessie, and Kentuck was there 
in  her cabin, gay and musical as ever. 
A fte r  a short visit, I  excused myself on 
the ground o f  my partner’s anxiety to 
return quickly, and went down the hill 
with a certain bitterness in m y heart. 
I t  was not late in  the evening, but the 
night was gloomy and lighted by the 
stars alone.

I  looked in at the H o rn  Spoon and 
the Honolulu. In  neither place did I  
see Sam Barstow. I  turned fo r the 
long, lonely walk over the trail leading 
to the mines, fo r I  had misled— plainly 
lied— to Bessie W ilton  and Kentucky, 
when I  intimated that I  had been accom
panied by my partner.

I  stopped fo r an instant where the 
trail entered the low -lying and scraggly 
pines and firs shutting off the view of 
the camp. From  that site it was black, 
a gathering of low -built log cabins, with 
windows fronting the white expanse of 
the rive r only. I  was almost beyond the 
sound o f its night voice. Nearest to me 
was the pretentious structure which Sam 
Barstow called home.

I  stood musing over the disappear
ance o f Marie, and wondering if  she 
were there, when suddqptly, as if  from 
all sides o f  it, belched sound and flame. 
Th e  spot was a lu rid  mass o f light. I  
surmised that it had been blown up, and 
ran toward it. Men were running from 
other directions, also, and the night had 
become a pandemonium.

W e began hurrying toward the cabin, 
to save its contents, when a voice bel
lowed commandingly, from  the outer 
darkness, rendered more dense by the 
flames: “ Le t it alone! I t ’s mine. I  
want it to burn !”

W e who were there, and others run
ning toward us, turned in the direction 
o f the voice, arrested by its savage or
der. In to the edge o f the light stalked 
Sam Barstow, and in his hand was a 
gun. The  light played dully on its blue 
barrel and his knuckles, fo r he gripped 
it tightly.

“ I  blew it u p !”  he said, so loudly that 
his voice could be heard above the
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crackling o f the flames that were gain
ing headway, and the sound o f mocca
sins crunching over the frozen snow as 
other men arrived, panting, and formed 
a circle around him. “ I t  was mine. I ’m 
through w ith it .”

H e  stood and cursed fo r a moment, 
and I  stared closer at him, wondering if  
he had been drinking to excess; but the 
light that was in his smoldering eyes 
was not that o f drunkenness.

“ I  built that cabin fo r her,”  he said, 
still speaking in loud vigor. “ Yo u  know 
who I  mean. I  did other things fo r her, 
and after that I  wasn’t an honest man. 
I  went after it, and got it— the red gold. 
I  even gave that to her. Y o u  saw the 
moccasins! A nd  what did I  get in  the 
end?-- W hen I  came back from  T a n i- 
naw, I  trailed till late in the morning to 
be with her. She was there, all righ t! 
A nd  that sneaking-faced Spider Riggs 
was with h e r! W ith  my w ife ! D o you 
know what I  did with them ?”

H e  shook his hands in the air, one fist 
clenched, and the other still holding the 
gun.

“ I  drove ’em before me on the trail 
fo r a fu ll tw enty-four hours, without 
blankets o r tent to shelter ’em, and grub 
enough fo r only a day’s rations. Then 
I  told ’em if  they ever came back, o r I  
ever saw ’em again, I ’d kill ’em like the 
Judases they were. A nd  they’re gone! 
I  knew they wouldn’t come back. I  
knew they’d die together out there in 
the cold, and that it beat killin ’ ’em then 
and there. She could go out with those 
cursed moccasins in  her hands. They 
were all I  gave her. And I ’m through 
with it all. Get out of my w a y!”

He had swung with his last words on 
the men nearest him, and they opened 
out to give him passage. H e  walked 
with steady steps toward the river bank, 
and plunged down it, and out upon the 
white expanse. H e  did not pause or 
look back, and we thought he was head
ing fo r the native village on the oppo
site bank. H is  steps led him toward 
the one dark spot on the rive r’s face, 
where the camp water hole was kept 
open throughout the winter season. 
Against the snow and under the bright
ening stars, he was plainly visible as he

halted by it, and then his voice came to 
us across the stillness:

“ G oo d -by! I ’ll save you a burial.”
H is  arm seemed waving toward us, 

and then there was a short, white flash 
o f yellow, and his figure appeared to 
crumple forw ard and plunge into the 
dark spot.

“ Shot h im self!”  several men ex
claimed, as we ran down the bank, and 
out toward the water hole. There was 
nothing there but the black water rush
ing fiercely and smoothly toward the 
ice-bound Ramparts. The  thin coating 
o f  ice that had formed since the last 
bucket had been dipped into it in the 
evening had given way' beneath the fall
ing weight, and Barstow’s last words 
had proved true. H e  had saved us the 
trouble of burying him.

C H A P T E R  V I I .

Th e  water ran so black and co ld ! I t  
was gruesome to remember that but a 
minute before a man, a strong man, in 
the flush o f life, had stood there, and 
then deliberately chosen it  as his rest
ing place! The stars shone as they had 
in  that minute before, and the rive r’s 
surface was as white, and off on the 
bank the lights o f the cabins glowed, 
and the fire of the cabin that he had 
fitted for his bride burned higher and 
higher, as if  it were a funeral pyre.

“ H e ’s gone, all r ig h t!” some one said, 
and we turned back toward the camp.

I  tramped homeward after the moon 
had come up, thinking o f the whole sor
did tragedy. I t  did seepi as if  coinci
dence, or something else, had been at 
work. I  could not share the supersti
tion o f the red gold. I t  was beyond 
reason that it should have played any 
part in  this melodrama of the w ilder
ness. And yet there it w as!

E ve ry  one,- so far as I  knew, who had 
ever had anything to do with it had paid 
a price. B ill W ilton his reason, Pitkok 
his life, Sam Barstow, first his honesty 
and then his l i fe ; and the lure of it had 
led M arie Devinne, the silly little dance- 
hall g irl, to m arry him. Perhaps the 
moccasins had led Spider Riggs to her 
side, and her undoing. A nd Sam Bar-
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stow had driven them out to a linger
ing death, w ith .the  moccasins in their 
hands, then blooded over it , and been 
his own executioner.

I  laughed at myself fo r  fancying that 
the gold was the cause o f it all as I  went 
wearily up the trail, to be met by the 
dogs, to stumble into our cabin, and 
awaken Dan to tell him o f the tragedy. 
I  was ashamed of myself when I  put 
the question to him, as he sat there in 
his bunk smoking and listening:

“ Do you suppose there is anything in 
that story o f the gold being cursed?” 

“ Cursed, nothing!” he rumbled. “ I  
only wish I  had some o f it, and knew 
where it was. I ’d take the curse off it. 
Th a t’s a squaw’s yarn, and nothin’ 
more.”

I  pulled off my damp moccasins, and 
opened the ventilator in the roof. I  was 
sick of the whole sordid sorrow, and of 
the camp itself. I  was also jealous and 
discouraged, because Kentucky Smith, 
buoyant and lovable, appeared to have 
the lead in the good graces o f the only 
g irl I  had ever loved. Yes, I  admitted 
i t ! She was all there was in life to me, 
and I  hungered fo r her, and wanted her 
more than I  wanted anything, even life 
itself.

M y  last words, as I  crawled into my 
bed, and pulled the fu r robe up around 
my ears, were: “ I  shan’t go to that 
camp again fo r a week.”

I  fancied that I  heard a soft chuckle 
from  the bunk above mine.

“ W ell, I  mean i t !” I  asserted angrily. 
But I  was mistaken in my forecast, al
though not in  my resolution.

It  was the very next afternoon that I  
heard a cheerful voice from  the trail 
that wound past our ever-grow ing and 
ever-worthless dump. I t  was that o f  
Kentucky.

“ H ey, Tom ,”  he shouted, “ the mail’s 
in. W in d y Jim  brought it down from  
Dawson. Come, go down with me ?”

In  that glorious excitement I  forgot 
that I  had said I  should not return to 
Neucloviat fo r a whole seven days. The 
arrival o f the first mail in s ix  months 
was too much o f a temptation. I t  
meant letters from  home, news from  the 
vast outside world from  which we were

shut off by thousands o f miles o f forest 
and mountain, o f ice-clad rivers and 
snow-bound plains.

Dan came up the windlass rope hand 
over hand, and shouted: “ W hat’s that ? 
D id  I  hear the word ‘M a il’ ?”

“ Y o u  did,”  was Kentucky’s answer. 
“ Some of the boys told me it came in 
this morning.”

“ Then  here goes,”  Dan jubilated. 
“ U p  to the cabin fo r ours, to get on 
some d ry  moccasins and a fresh parka. 
Come on up, Kentuck, and we’ll all go 
down together.”

Before he had finished speaking, he 
was running up the path leading to the 
cabin on the shoulder of the hill, and we 
followed after. N o  one can appreciate 
the eagerness w ith which mail is greeted 
unless he has lived as we lived in 
those fa r-o ff days. The  earth now 
has but few places where one could 
find such isolation. N o one who has not 
so lived can understand that Presiden
tial campaigns might be fought and new 
Presidents elected, installed, and in 
power, without the citizens knowing 
that he existed; that kings or queens 
might die and their successors step in 
to become public among the w orld’s fig
ureheads, wdthout intelligent men being- 
aware of their elevation; that earth
quakes might destroy cities, and wars 
be waged and fought to the bitter end 
without patriots hearing, even vicari
ously, the thunder o f the guns.

So we hurried away over the trail, 
whose shadows were rapidly deepening 
into the afternoon darkness o f that time 
o f the year, and entered the camp. W e 
passed the still-smolderifig ruins of what 
had been Sam Barstow’s home, with no 
more than a sw ift, grieved thought, and 
hurried onward, forgetful of the man 
who would no longer look fo r the mails, 
to the trading post. A  crowd was there. 
I t  seemed as i f  every man in the hills 
had heard the news as it passed from 
mouth to mouth, and had gathered into 
the smoky shadows of the post.

“ M ore dust for you, Jim ,”  shouted 
some one, as we opened the door, and 
the little man o f the trails looked up at 
us over his frost-blistered cheeks, and 
grinned.
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“ About seven dollars’ w orth  from 

you, M ister Kentucky Smith,”  he said, 
shuffling over the letters from  the box 
in front o f  him. “ A  dollar apiece is 
what I  haye to tax you fo r ’em. I t ’s a 
mighty long trail, and the weather’s 
none too summerish.”

Kentucky looked troubled, and I  saw 
that he was embarrassed. I  surmised 
that he had not that much money left in 
the world.

“ Give me Dan’s and mine, with his,”  
I  said, shoving myself forward, “ and 
tell us how much they all come to, and 
I ’ll trip  you my poke. I t  saves so much 
weighing.”

Jim  yelled a welcome to me, shook 
my hand, and as he began to gather the 
other letters together, said: “ Good! 
That goes. Fo u r fo r you, I  think.”  

Kentuck smiled his gratitude at me, 
and I  was glad that I  had saved him 
the humiliation, fo r my experience has 
taught me that Kentuckians, even the 
most humble, have a rare sensitiveness, 
the sensitiveness o f gentlemen.

W e took our letters into the fa r cor
ners to read them. Some o f them were 
too sacred to be read in the midst o f 
other men. Some o f those in the room 
watched us curiously, fo r the day had 
witnessed emotions. I t  had seen men 
break down and cry, men who would 
not have cried i f  condemned to death 
within the coming hour. I t  had seen 
other men almost hysterical with hap
piness, and others who hurried away 
to their own cabins to ponder over the 
outcome of affairs left behind. I t  had 
seen men saved from  financial wreck by 
the extension o f a friendly d ra ft; and 
so they watched us.

I  had a letter from  my mother, clos
ing with its “ God bless you, my boy,”  
and one from  a brother who besought 
me to abandon the quest, and come back 
to the soft life o f the beaten tracks.

“ Cleaned o u t!”  I  heard my partner’s 
voice behind me. “ Busted like an egg. 
Got nothin’ left except what’s here! 
A ll I ’ve ever saved and sent out has 
been wiped up by the Ocean Bank, of 
San Francisco, where I  salted it away.”  

M y  own happiness at the news that 
all was well was blurred by his words,

for he was my partner, and good, and 
loyal, and true. I turned to sympathize 
with him. I had never heard him speak 
of his other life, left behind, out in the 

.States, even in his most confidential 
moods; but I saw that he Was hard hit 
for some reason I could not fully under
stand.

“ Cheer up, old man,”  I  said, laying a 
hand on his shoulder. “ W e’ll make 
more, some time.”

H e  looked at me fo r a long time, and 
his eyes were those o f a sufferer.

“ Y o u  see, you don’t understand it 
all,”  he said. “ I t  ain’t exactly me alone. 
I ’ve got two sisters. I  never had no 
chance, and I  wanted them to get the 
best there was. T h e y ’re in a sort of 
young ladies’ school back East, and—  
well, I ’ve paid their expenses, and now 
they’ll have to try  to go to work. You 
know what that means fo r girls who 
don’t know h o w !”

I  nodded my head, and felt how much 
it meant to him.

“ A nd that ain’t all,”  he added, speak
ing in a lower tone. “ 1 only had one 
brother, and he was white, clean 
through. A nd he helped me, always, 
when I  was busted, so long as he lived. 
I t  wasn’t so much, you understand, but 
when he died, and left no money, be
cause he’d always helped me along, I  
swore I ’d keep his w ife and three kids 
from  ever starvin’. A nd I ’ve done it, 
up to n o w ; but here we are on a claim 
that ain’t made an ounce o f dust, and 
the bank’s gone under! The  Ocean 
Bank, that everybody said was all right, 
and which was supposed toisend money 
out of my eleven thousand every month 
to— well— to care fo r them other 
th ings!”

The magnitude o f his loss overshad
owed me, and I  felt the far-reaching 
effects of that distant failure which 
might change the current of so many 
lives. M y  admiration for this silent, 
self-sacrificing man blazed fervid ly, as 
I  thought of all that he had borne, but 
never mentioned, in the two years o f oiir 
companionship.

I t  seemed to me, standing there by his 
side in the dimness of the trading post, 
that all the world, that world outside,
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depended on money— on the gold that 
we dug from  the earth. H is  very help
lessness, his inability to even send them 
a word o f encouragement, the months 
o f anxiety he must endure until he could 
know how they had fared, and what 
had become o f them, were appalling. 
H e  loomed large and noble in m y esti
mation as he stood there in the corner, 
perturbed and gripping himself, and I  
would have sacrificed much to have re
lieved him.
/ “ Nothing but good news, I  hope?”

Cavanaugh’s voice claimed our atten
tion.

“ O h, so-so!”
Dan was still try in g  to bear a brave 

front and conceal his wounds.
“ Yes,”  I  said, answering fo r myself, 

“ I  have no complaint.”
The  genial trader passed on, and I  

saw that he stepped wide to pass the 
saturnine S io u x ; fo r the Hatchet was 
there, sneering at the emotions o f the 
white men around him. H is  eyes met 
mine, and he conveyed to me a flash o f 
dislike. W e had met but once, and then 
had engaged in neither dispute nor con
flict; but I  saw that in his look which 
was malicious. Some grim  prescience 
told me that we were not through with 
each other, and that his fate line ran 
with mine.

A  group o f men near us were discuss
ing Sam Barstow’s death, and in the 
other end o f the room a man was read
ing a newspaper, months old, aloud, fo r 
the benefit of his hearers. W in d y Jim  
was still serving out his letters, and 
weighing the gold dust from  the buck
skin bags thrown across to his hands.

Some one opened the door, and 
through it I  saw that the day had given 
place to the blackness o f night. A  man 
came up and began to talk in  low tones 
to my partner, as i f  intrusting him with 
a confidence, and I  felt that I  was an 
intruder.

“ Pardon me,”  I  interrupted. A nd 
then, to D a n : “ I ’ll find you when I  am 
ready to go home. I ’m going up on the 
hill fo r a few minutes.”

H e nodded at me, and said I  should 
find him there, and again turned a sym
pathetic ear toward the other man, his

own worries suppressed under the mask 
o f his face. I  threaded my way toward 
the door, and pulled m y parka hood up 
over m y earsr and m y mittens on my 
hands, and prepared to face that outer, 
deathlike c h ill; but m y heart was warm 
as I  thought o f Bessie W ilton  up there 
in  the cabin on the h ill, the g ir l whom I  
loved, and who I  had reason to believe 
returned m y affection.

Th e  stillness o f a world - frozen 
brooded over the camp as I  turned away 
from  its turbulent front to the well- 
known path in the snow, that would 
take me to her door. M y  heart leaped 
with exultation as each step carried me 
nearer, and I  dismissed from  my mind, 
as much as I  could, all other things but 
a memory o f her face. A  Malemute 
barked at me as I  walked in  front o f 
one cabin, and I  called to him, and held 
out my hand. Once the tra il was lost in 
the dimness, and I  stepped off, hip deep, 
into the yielding snow, and laughed 
aloud at my own hasty clumsiness.

I  came around by the path leading to 
the rear, knowing that at that hour her 
father might be asleep in the front 
room. The  light shone boldly through 
a window which I  passed in going to
ward the door, and the blind was not 
drawn. I  glariced in, and then came to 
an abrupt and withering halt.

Kentuck was standing there looking 
at her, and in his hand was a letter. 
She was standing before him with 
clasped hands upraised, and a look on 
her face such as I  had never seen be
fore. The  light was so clear and fu ll 
from  the hanging lamp above, that I  
could catch even the strdy glints in her 
hair, the soft sparkle o f her eyes, her 
half-parted lips. T h e ir ve ry attitude 
made me pause, tense, and leaning for
ward, on the worn trail. I t  seemed 
fraught with significance, the entire pic
ture, he standing there so clean cut, and 
handsome, and youthful, and she, so 
radiant and beautiful.

Suddenly, w ith lips that expressed a 
cry  o f happiness, although the sound 
did not reach me, she stepped across to 
him, and threw her arms about his neck, 
and pillowed her face contentedly 
against his breast. H is  arms infolded
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her, the letter falling in fluttering, er
ratic circles to the floor. H e  bent his 
head over and kissed her on the waving 
hair, and his lips moved as his arms 
went round her. She looked up at him 
and spoke, with a face that betrayed her 
happiness.

M y  knees were weakening as I  stood 
there on the cold snow outside, and it 
was no colder than m y heart, which had 
turned to ice and frozen in m y bosom. 
I  clutched it with my hand, and gasped. 
The stars above had sharpened to leer
ing, penetrating lights o f mockery. The  
very trees o f the forest behind seemed 
leaning forw ard to jeer at my distress. 
L ife  itself was an illusion, bitter and 
cynical 1

I  turned and staggered away down 
the trail, and that I  stepped repeatedly 
from  it and into the chilling drifts now 
gave me no thought, fo r I  was miser
able, and hope and ambition seemed to 
have been killed in one sw ift, unmis
takable discovery. Elizabeth W ilton 
would never be more to me than a 
friend, and the youth and brilliancy o f 
Kentuck had won. I  was but an old, 
old man, without the grace o f speech or 
accomplishment, and with nothing to 
offer to the one fo r whom I  would have 
gladly surrendered life itse lf!

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

I  believe that uncommunicative men 
suffer more than others. I  sometimes 
felt in the week following the discovery 
that Elizabeth W ilton and Kentucky 
loved each other, that if  I  could only 
find words to tell Dan, I  should feel bet
ter ; fo r I  knew that he surmised that 
something had gone amiss, for he ceased 
mentioning trips to the camp, o r Bessie. 
And at times I  felt my own selfishness 
for not extending to him in his troubles 
more thought.

M y  pride made me pull myself to
gether enough to make one more visit to 
her home, and explain that we were 
working so hard I  could not find time to 
come as frequently as I  had, and I  could 
not tell from  the expression of her eyes 
whether she was pleased or not. I  con
jectured that she would be happier

through my absence, and, as fo r myself, 
knew that I  should be, fo r to look at her 
stabbed me with hopeless longing.

T o  my own credit I  affirm that I  sus
tained no bitterness toward my success
fu l rival, and was but glad that, i f  I  
could not win her love, he was the fo r
tunate one. But it was more difficult to 
hide my wound from  him than any one 
else. H e  had secured a week’s work 
windlassing on a claim but three above 
ours, and whenever he went to the camp 
unfailingly stopped and asked me to go 
with him, and was unfailingly refused 
on the pretext o f hard work. I t  was 
just eight days since I  had been there 
that he insisted so vigorously that I  was 
hard put to find pretext fo r not going.

“ Y o u ’ve just got to go with me to
night,”  he said, “ because i f  you don’t 
Bess w ill think you ’re sore over some
thin’. Y o u  really ain’t, are you?”

I  saw that the preservation o f my 
secret demanded the trip, and I  went. 
I t  was an evening o f agony. From  her 
very attitude I  felt that she was out
doing herself to be pleasant and agree
able to me, and to conceal what I  knew 
o f her relations with Kentucky, which 
were not mentioned. I  appreciated that 
delicacy, fo r it is sometimes policy to 
permit wounds to heal, and I  thought 
they must have surmised that I  had 
some inkling of conditions. I t  was one 
o f the most bitter evenings I  ever 
passed, and I  was glad when we turned 
down the hill toward the camp.

The H o rn  Spoon was running as 
noisily as if  its owner had not killed 
himself, after condemning to slow death 
tw o o f those who had been its em
ployees. But to me it offered nothing 
to relieve my mind of gloom.

“ Hello , boys!”  W in d y Jim  greeted 
us, as we stood near the door.

H e  came toward us, and then stepped 
to a row o f pegs at the end of the bar, 
and took down an elaborately thrummed 
and beaded squirrel parka, and stood 
doubling the big “ sunrise”  hood so that 
it would muffle his neck.

“ Haven’t seen you since the mail 
came in, Tom m y,”  he said to me, talk
ing as he prepared to go outside.

“ No. W orking,”  I  replied.
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“ A nd where in the name of old Solo
mon and his g lory are you going with 
all that fancy rig?”  drawled Kentucky. 
“ W hat’s up ? Celebration o f some 
sort? I t  ain’t the Fourth  o f Ju ly , is 
it?”

Jim  laughed, and stood facing us as 
he pulled on his mittens.

“ N o ,”  he said. “ Just goin’ to see 
some fun. B ig  squaw dance over 
across the river to-night. Some kin 
folks o f old Singer has come down 
from  up above. Say, come on, go over. 
I t ’d please the old man a whole lot, and 
you’ll see the real swell Taninaw  so
ciety there a-shakin’ its light fantastic 
feet. Come on ove r! Y o u  got time. 
W e ’ll come back and sleep in my cabin. 
I t ’s too dark to mush out to the gulch 
to-night.”

I  was eager fo r some change— any
thing to get away from  myself. I  hesi
tated, and Kentuck added his insist
ence, with a boyish fervor.

“ Let’s go, old Sobersides,”  he said. 
“ Dan knows you are liable to stay in 
the camp if  the notion takes you. H e  
won’t w o rry .”

A nd in an impulsive mood fo r any
thing out o f the ordinary, I  consented.

Singer was a squaw man, who be
lieved in corporal punishment for his 
better half, but was usually unable to 
carry it  through. H e  had been a 
whaler, and in his youth was probably 
a hardy customer in a rough-and-tum
ble fight; but his youth had gone, and 
nothing save his valor and conviction 
that a man should be master o f his own 
house remained. The  lady of his devo
tion, Black Ellen, weighed about tw o 
hundred pounds, while he was a dried- 
up little wisp o f a man, and when he 
began to exercise his prerogative o f 
punishing her, she usually bore it pa
tiently fo r about so long, then “ turned 
loose,”  and hammered him into a state 
o f  submission.

Th ey told the story that after one o f 
these family affairs, when passing 
prospectors, attracted by the din, came 
to his rescue, and revived him to con
sciousness by dumping a pail o f water 
over his “ bloody but unbowed head,”  
he sat weakly up, blinked his swollen

eyes, and then said to E lle n : “ I  guess 
you ’ll be good now, won’t you? I f  
you don’t I ’ll have to beat you up 
again!”  A nd Ellen, unscarred, and not 
even breathing hurriedly, meekly said 
she would.

Th e  lights o f his cabin, the most pre
tentious on that bank, glowed v iv id ly  
as a beacon when we followed the worn 
tra il across the river. Long before we 
reached that side we heard the brazen 
note o f  a cornet played by a man who 
had once been a trumpeter in  the regu
lar army, but had forgotten even that 
accomplishment. The  steady, finish
ing notes o f “ T a — da— da-a-a!”  pro
longed and descending, told that he was 
doing his best to. put an artistic finish 
to each measure, and that a waltz was 
in  progress.

The  smoke o f the stovepipe was curl
ing straight upward, a distinguishable 
gray, and told us that Singer’s big 
cabin was superheated fo r the event. 
The  dogs outside were squatted at a 
distance from  the cabin, and howling a 
melancholy and disturbed accompani
ment to the music from  within. Bois
terous shouts, rendered faint by the log 
walls, exuded outward, and the major 
population o f the village seemed to be 
in attendance.

“ Sounds as i f  they were raisin’ Cain, 
don’t it?”  W in d y Jim  said, as we came 
to the door. “ Singer’s ball is certainly 
doin’ itself some proud.”

H e  opened the door without knock
ing, and we stepped inside. The  noise 
was coming almost entirely from  the 
white men who were participating, and 
the natives sat stolidly, on the floor at 
the foot o f the wall around the room. 
Some o f them grinned laboriously in 
an effort to adopt the white man’s ex
pression o f  enjoyment, and Singer 
himself was just calling “ partners for 
a square dance.”

Kerosene lamps borrowed from 
every available source rendered the 
room fa irly  light. Th ey exposed the 
bark-covered roof poles above, the 
heavy ridge log, the logs at the sides, 
and the peeled poles which formed the 
partition fo r a back room. Th ey 
showed the curling whorls o f smoke,
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the pictures cut from  old Sunday news
papers and pasted decoratively on the 
wall, and a lu rid  picture o f the V irg in  
and Child brought from  some mission. 
W hite men and bucks began to make 
the circle o f  the squaws and k lootch es  
squatted on the floor in their ludicrous 
finery, fashioned after the few white 
women’s costumes they had seen, and 
soon there were eight couples waiting 
fo r the music to begin.

“ B y  g o lly ! I  didn’t see you come 
in !”  Singer exclaimed, discovering us, 
and hurried over to shake our hands. 
“ Pretty nice o f  you to come, Tom . 
Never saw you go to no dance before. 
E lle n ! O h , E lle n ! W h y  don’t you git 
up, and come and shake hands with 
your guests?”

-E llen  waddled over to us obediently, 
and shook hands in a limp way, that be
lied her strength. She interrupted her
self to seize a dog that had nosed the 
door open, and entered. She caught 
him by the scruff o f  the neck with those 
same limp fingers, and he let out an 
expostulatory howl o f  agony as she 
dragged him to the door, and adminis
tered a kick with her moccasined toe 
that sent him flying out into the snow.

“ Y o u  talk to Ellen,”  Singer said. 
“ I ’m callin’,”  and signaled to the so- 
called orchestra, which sawed into the 
strains o f “ Buffalo Gals, A in ’t Y e  
Cornin’ O ut To -n ight.”

Th e  feet beat rhythm ically on the 
rough slab floor, and the white men 
lugubriously executed jig  steps on the 
corners when called upon to “ Balance 
all,”  and lifted the screaming squaws 
from  the floor, and whirled them bodily 
when admonished to “ swing your pard- 
ners.”  The bucks danced sedately, as 
usual, and appeared to accept the 
amusement as extremely hard work, 
and a white man’s innovation.

O ve r in one corner an old man 
threatened to disrupt the orchestra with 
an alarm clock he had evidently traded 
for, and which he kept winding, to set 
off the bell. N o  sooner would its 
clangor die away than he would gravely 
start it going again, as if  he regarded 
himself a most valuable adjunct to the 
musk. And I  am not sure but he was, 
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fo r no caterwauling o f  sound could 
have been worse than that which ema
nated from  the band.

“ See those.two fellers dancin’ ?”  Jim  
asked, catching my arm, and holding 
his head closer that he might speak in 
my ear direct.

H e  pointed at two white men who 
were in one o f the sets, and I  have 
looked upon few harder faces. I  had 
never seen them before, although I  
thought I  knew every white man in the 
district.

“ Yes. W hat about them?”
“ Th a t’s Royce and Sparhawk. E ve r 

hear o f  ’em before?”
The  names meant nothing to me, and 

I  said so.
“ W ell, they’re two o f the men tried 

fo r dynamitin’ in the Coeut d ’Alene 
riots. Th ey got off because there 
wasn’t evidence against ’em ; but every
body knows they was guilty. Bad 
medicine, both of ’em! Rob anything 
from  a stage to a sluice box, and a 
man’s life wouldn’t stand between them 
and a dollar.”

The  music had stopped between two 
numbers, and Jim  waited patiently for 
it to renew itself, as if  fearing that his 
comments might be overheard. The 
instant it began he again mumbled rap
idly in my e a r:

“ There ’s been a k illin ’ or two on the 
trail out o f  Dawson, and while I  don’t 
say these fellers did it, they found it 
mighty convenient to get out and across 
the line, where there ain’t no Mounted 
Police. I  passed their camp on the way 
down, and you can bet I  didn’t let ’em 
know I  was cafryin ’ mail. I ’m afraid 
o f ’em. T h e y ’re up to somethin’, you 
can bet!”

I  watched them more closely after 
that, and was impressed by two things 
— their swaggering bravado, and their 
shifting eyes. Th ey were heavy men, 
with the shoulders of those who have 
worked much underground, stooped, 
and heavily muscled about the deltoids, 
and their movements were heavy and 
sure. One o f them stopped after the 
set was over, made His way outside, 
and returned with a jug  of hutchnu, 
which he passed around, boisterously
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insistent that every one should have a 
drink with him.

T o  avoid offense, Kentuck, Jim , and 
I  each lifted the ju g  to his lips. I  
turned to see who would follow us in  
this participation o f hospitality, and 
saw behind me the Hatchet. I  had not 
observed him before. H e  did not un
fold his arms, and shook his head, 
scowling from  his fierce black eyes at 
Royce, who had proffered it.

“ Y o u ’re the first In ju n  I  ever saw 
that wouldn’t drink when it didn’t cost 
him nothin’,”  the Coeur d’A lener 
snarled, as if  looking fo r trouble. “ You  
ain’t too cussed good to drink w ith a 
white man, air you?”

“ N o ; but that doesn’t imply that I ’d 
drink with you.”

I t  took a long time fo r the signifi
cance o f that answer to penetrate the 
befuddled brain o f Royce, o r else he 
was surprised at hearing such perfect 
English from  an Indian. H e  suddenly 
flared up, and, holding the ju g  fo r
ward with one hand, put the other be
hind him.

“ Y o u ’ll drink with m e, and do it 
n o w !”  he roared.

W hat the outcome might have been 
cannot be told, fo r the S ioux stood 
there without wavering, his arms still 
folded across his great chest, and his 
eyes unflinching and baleful; but the 
only man in the room who would per
haps have dared to thus interfere, 
Sparhawk, jumped behind his partner, 
caught the hand behind, and gave so 
sharp a jerk that Royce was whirled 
squarely around. A  heavy gun rattled 
to the floor, and Sparhawk calmly 
picked it up and slipped it into his own 
shirt.

“ You  fo o l!”  he growled, in a hoarse 
monotone. “ W hat ails you? Take a 
fall to yourself. N o  trouble o f any 
kind here! See ? Go on, and shut your 
tra p !”

A s  i f  brought to his senses by some
thing suggestive in the speech, Royce 
lowered his hands, and started to the 
next guest.

“ I t ’s a good thing fo r you I  didn’t 
put it over,”  he said, over his shoulder, 
with a wolfish grin at the Hatchet.

“ Perhaps,”  the latter sneered, expos
ing the silver tooth. A nd  there was that 
in his tone that made me believe it was 
fa r better fo r M r. Royce, fo r I  be
lieve the Hatchet would have killed him 
before he could have drawn a breath 
had that hand with a gun ever started 
to raise.

The villainous liquor appeared to 
warm the dancers to further exertions. 
O n  Singer’s insistence, we danced. 
Kentuck’s partner was one o f the visit
ing “ kinswomen.”  She had the boldest 
eyes I  ever saw, and she was not w ith 
out a sort o f reckless, w ild beauty. She 
was tall, fo r a native, and danced with 
a grace that was almost pantherish. 
She wore what appeared to be a cast
off silk dress such as dance-hall women 
sometimes wore. Kentuck had her as. a 
partner in the waltz, and I  was sur
prised to see how well she succeeded. 
H e  came back laughing and panting, 
and said: “ W hat did you think o f the 
‘B ig  Chicken’ ?”

“ B ig  Chicken! Is that her name ?”
“ I  don’t k n o w ; but that’s what I  

called her, and she seemed to like it. 
She’s an educated k lootch — that is, in 
some ways. Been out at Juneau fo r 
three years. Long enough to have 
learned to believe that the mission 
teachers down at the H o ly  Cross are a 
lot o f fools, and that about the only 
thing worth having is plenty o f money. 
Look at that S ioux watching h e r!”

T ru ly  the Hatchet’s eyes were fo l
lowing her as she went round the room, 
and she, at least, had no objections to 
hntchnu, for she took th^ ju g  from  be
neath the fiddler’s chair, hoisted it on 
her arm in a manner betokening experi
ence, and took a long pull at its con
tents.

“ Good g i r l !”  boisterously applauded 
Royce, taking the ju g  from  her hands 
and following her example, while the 
Hatchet again backed against the wall, 
and held his unwavering eyes on him 
with a look that I  should not have cared 
to have bestowed on me.

“ That buck’ll get him yet, unless he 
gets the buck first,”  Jim  predicted in 
my ear. “ Begins to look like heavy 
weather. Maybe we’d better pull out.”
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I  think we should have done so had 
not some of the natives by the wall be
gun one o f their weird songs, called the 
“ Song o f the Canoe,”  and they inter
ested us, as they sat there swaying their 
bodies sidewise, and chanting in a mo
notonous voice. Others joined in, until 
the whole side o f  the room seemed 
bending in  that almost hypnotic regu
la rity  o f motion.

Th e  singing became more boisterous 
as they took up another song, and the 
B ig  Chicken suddenly got to her feet, 
and plunged into the little back room 
of the cabin. Slle was gone several 
minutes, and when she returned two 
couples had begun waltzing, humming 
as they went, fo r the musicians had 
fallen into a pan o f doughnuts, and re
fused to interrupt their feast. The B ig 
Chicken emerged, looking fu ll o f In 
dian devilm ent; and Royce, seeing her, 
stumbled across the room, and caught 
her in his arms.

“ Th is dance goes fo r m e!”  he vocif
erated, and they began to hum with the 
others, and circle, without reversing. 
There was some peculiarity in the 
sound of their shuffling feet. Some
thing that went “ clack, clack, clack!” 
Suddenly an old squaw at the side o f 
the room leaped to her feet, and 
shrilled: “ A h -h -h -h !”  Others sprang 
up, and drew back against the wall. 
The  other couples stopped, but Royce 
and the B ig Chicken went d izzily on, 
and the sound was more audible in the 
silence that seemed to have stopped 
other sound. A ll around me natives 
were straining forward, and, following 
their direction, I ,  too, looked.

In  the dull light, as she whirled and 
her short skirts lifted, something at 
her feet shone gleaming. I t  was my 
turn to be held spellbound, fo r she was 
dancing, heavily and noisily, in the 
moccasins o f red gold.

C H A P T E R  I X .

W e hurried back across the river, 
and stopped in the Honolulu to get 
warm. Cavanaugh was there with Doc
tor Sidebotham, and looked at me won- 
deringly as we came in.

“ The moccasins are back,”  I  said to 
him, and he looked up at me w ith ex
pressionless eyes.

“ W here did you see them?”
“ O ver at Singer’s dance. A n  up

rive r squaw had them on. T h e y  call 
her the B ig  Chicken.”

“ Th a t so ? B y  the way, you ’re in late 
to-night, aren’t you?”

I  explained to him that I  had planned 
to ro ll blankets on the floor o f W indy 
Jim ’s cabin.

“ O h, I  can beat that,”  he objected. 
“ Jim ’s got two good bunks. Kentuck 
can go with him, and you come over 
to m y cabin. I ’ve two good bunks, and 
it ’s cozy. I  want to have a talk with 
you.”

M y  companions agreed, and we bade 
the others good night, and hurried 
across the crackling snow to the cabin 
at the rear o f the trading post, which 
I  had never entered. Cavanaugh went 
in ahead o f me, and struck a light. It  
was from  a heavy library lamp, that 
seemed incongruous - so far from the 
outer world and its concomitants.

I  looked around. One side o f the 
room wras literally filled with books, 
the only open space being a square in 
the center, where a double window was 
let in. Everyth ing about the room be
spoke the artist. I t  was divided by a 
portiere made of shotgun wheels and 
cartridge shells, with pebbles of country 
rock clutched in with buckskin thongs. 
A  couch was covered with a polar-bear 
sk in ; and another skin o f the same 
kind, the most magnificent I  have ever 
seen, formed the rug, which was laid 
down over curiously woven native mat
ting, stained into patterns. The rafters 
above were stained to dark brown, and 
were carved with totem signs.

Beyond the hangings a dresser, evi
dently from  the outside, was littered 
with rare old silver toilet articles, and 
I  saw at the first glance that they bore 
an Irish  crest in raised gold. In  one 
corner was a baby organ, and I  won
dered how he had succeeded in im port
ing it all this distance. I t  was littered 
w ith music, and opened on it was a 
book of exercises, which he saw me 
staring at.
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“ Bess,”  he said. “ I  used to play a 
little, and so I  give her lessons as best I  
can. She is very musical. She is 
about the only person, besides the doc
tor, that I  ever invite here into my p ri
vacy, so you see you are honored. I  
had the bunk built in and fitted so that 
when Father Barnum comes through 
he can make this his home. H e  makes 
it up this way about once a year.”

A s  he talked in these disjointed sen
tences, he removed his mackinaw coat 
and moccasins, and pulled on a pair o f 
worn slippers, and then took my hat 
and parka, and set a box o f cigars on a 
taboret made from  caribou horns.

“ You  are comfortable,”  I  said, glanc
ing around his quarters.

“ Yes, I  am by nature a sybarite. 
W ait. I ’ve a new pair o f slippers at 
your disposal. A ll  fixed, are you? 
Here, let me give you this other chair. 
I t ’s a favorite o f mine. Gives you that 
rested feeling.”

H e lighted a cigar, and suddenly 
looked straight at me, and said: “ I .  
knew the moccasins o f gold had been 
brought back. I  know how she came 
to have them. A nd I  know all o f the 
end. I t ’s not pleasant. Y o u  may laugh 
at me, but I  believe the curse still holds 
good.”

H e settled himself back farther into 
his chair, and the light of the lamp be
hind shadowed his face, but enlivened 
the silver o f his hair. A s he talked, he 
took the cigar from  his mouth, and ges
ticulated with it, watching, sometimes, 
its little spirals o f pale-blue smoke.

“ Both Marie Barstow— she that was 
the foolish little M arie Devinne— and 
Spicier Riggs, whose real name was 
something else, are dead. Th ey  paid 
the penalty, and Barstow executed 
them as cruelly as ever any man could 
conceive. H e  must have been as mad 
as any o f those who ever went after 
the red gold. The squaw you saw 
wearing them was given the name of 
M a ry  down at the mission. I ’ve 
known her and her brother, Constan
tine, for years. He worked fo r me two 
seasons. He doesn’t lie. H e  is more 
than intelligent. M a ry  came honestly 
by the moccasins. H e  told me so. H e

told me the story, and I  asked him to 
say nothing more about it, because the 
less said about the cursed gold the bet
ter. I ’ve seen men die like flies in the 
fall by the side o f the trails fo r less. 
A nd  there was but little more attention 
paid to them than as if  they were dead 
flies. There is nothing so heartless as 
a stampede. So Constantine w ill never 
talk.”

H e  got up, and brought out a de
canter o f brandy, and poured moderate 
drinks, then settled himself, and re
sumed :

“ Constantine and M a ry  were com
ing down from F o rty  M ile. Marook 
told him last fall that if  he came back 
here he would give him a lay on that 
H unter Creek claim o f his, and Con
stantine came down to work it. H is  
sister’s brighter than any squaw I  ever 
met, but she’s— well, she’s too civilized. 
I t  spoils them. Th ey get to know too 
much. Th ey want too much. Constan
tine has hard work to control her. U p  
this side o f the flats they heard a shot, 
and they naturally went to see what it 
was. I t  was off on the bank. I t  was 
what was left o f Spider Riggs. H is  
feet were frozen, and he had not waited 
to go to sleep in the snow. A nd  I ’ve 
no prayer fo r his soul, because he was 
bad, clean through. Constantine lashed 
him up in a tree, where the wolves 
couldn’t get at him, and left him there.

“ The trail was hard going, and the 
day was bad. Th e  wind had come up 
along the river, and you know what 
that means. About ten miles farther 
on they were just in time to see some
thing wavering and ' staggering along 
the edge o f it, and it fell before they 
got to it. I t  was Marie. She was wan
dering in her mind, as her poor feet had 
wandered through life, so they put up 
their tent in a clump o f trees on the 
bank, and made camp. Th ey did all 
they could for her before the end, but 
she couldn’t survive. The  cold and the 
exhaustion had got in their work, and 
fo r twelve hours she babbled along 
about what had taken place, disjoint- 
edly, and never had sanity until w ithin 
the hour she died.

“ P artly from what she said then, and
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from  what they gathered iro m  her de
lirium , they know what happened. And 
Constantine came here, troubled, to tell 
it all to me, when he found out that 
Sam Barstow was dead, and that he 
couldn’t deliver M arie ’s last message, 
which didn’t amount to much, being 
m erely: ‘Please find Sam, and tell him 
that M arie, his little Marie, is sorry, so 
sorry, and tired, so tired, and that she 
hopes he w ill forget, and will never 
again go after the red gold.’ That was 
ail. I  fancy I  can see her as she said 
it, gasping out her life  there in a tent 
on the Yukon, with the wind howling 
through the trees and around outside. 
She paid the price!

‘‘M arie Devinne never loved Sam 
Barstow. She was fascinated by that 
Spider Riggs. She had promised to 
m arry him long before Sam went away 
on that trip  to the north with Pitkok, 
who betrayed the secrets o f the old men 
o f his tribe, and led a white man to the 
place where the gold is red. She was 
no better nor no worse than any other 
dance-hall g irl in any other camp. She 
was not nearly so immoral as unmoral, 
and was what life and men had made 
her. She was a combination o f what 
was left o f the tenderness and sym
pathy o f a woman’s nature, and the 
mercenary woman o f the camps, seek
ing nothing so much as a home stake, 
and the gold to buy baubles, and silks, 
and gayety, and entertainment.

“ The remnant o f good left in her was 
nearly wiped away under the tutelage 
o f that blackguard Riggs, after she 
came to this camp and was fascinated 
by his outward varnish o f gentility. 
He undermined all the good in M arie 
Devinne as surely as the devil under
mines any o f us, i f  he gets us in the 
right condition. H e  made her think 
that all they needed to be married and 
to go outside and live that other life, 
was money in plenty, and he made her 
believe that life  was a joke, and that so 
long as one had money enough, every
thing went easily.

“ Sam Barstow was soured by ill 
luck; H e  had starved, and worked, 
and trailed in this country, frozen, and 
slaved, and hoped, until everything

hardened w ithin him except that one 
dream, the possession o f  M arie De
vinne. About the last straw with him 
was when his partner up on Birch 
Creek carried away all their stake from 
clean-up and sale that had been cached 
in the trader’s safe, and went out on a 
steamer, leaving Sam waiting fo r him 
on the creek. Th e  man wasn’t quite 
right from that time on, as far as his 
love o f humanity w ent; fo r he dis
trusted nearly every one, save the 
dance-hall girl.

“ H e  made love to her in his way, and 
I  hoped that he would m arry her, and 
keep on trying, because there was a 
whole lot o f good in Sam Barstow, as 
I  knew him a few years ago— the old 
Sam. H e was much of a man; but he 
had fallen in love with a heartless little 
fool, who couldn’t understand him any 
more than a fo x  could understand a 
lion. H e  asked her to m arry him, and 
she twiddled her fingers under his nose 
and told him she would when he had 
money enough to take her outside, and 
let her live like a real lady— whatever 
that meant in her estimation. Sjre 
couldn’t appreciate the honest love of 
an honest man, and a clean name, and a 
forgotten and forgiven past. A ll that, 
the cleanliness and decency of life, 
meant nothing to her. She was play
ing with him, because she wanted to be 
the w ife o f Spider Riggs, ex-race-track 
tout and tinhorn gambler!

“ So Sam Barstow was tempted by 
Pitkok, who had been tempted by the 
legend o f red gold, and couldn’t go 
after it alone because he couldn’t get 
credit from  anybody on earth for an 
outfit, and wouldn’t take the time and 
trouble to work fo r it. Pitkok told him 
about it, and the range o f mountains 
where it was said to be, away up there 
on the fa r edge o f the tundra, between' 
the strange landmarks, a peak thin as a 
needle, and by it, on one side, one which 
looks like a devil’s face, and on the 
other a third that resembles an eagle 
squatted with his head between his 
shoulders.

“ The sagas know, and have known, 
fo r hundreds of years, perhaps, where 
they w'ere— this spot that is accursed by
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God and eschewed by them. Not 
many of them, it is true, but one of 
them who did know had told Pitkok, 
and Pitkok, wanderer,, came to regard 
gold, any man’s gold, as the ultimate 
glory of life, for he had seen how white 
men struggled, and scraped, and 
worked, o r murdered, for it.

“ Barstow and Pitkok met at an un
fortunate time, it seems, when the na
tive was ready to sell his secret fo r an 
outfit and a half interest in what they 
might, get, and Sam was w illing to sell 
anything, his soul possibly, fo r Marie 
Devinne, the little g irl of the H orn  
Spoon hall. So they went away to
gether, and Pitkok didn’t come back. 
H e  had gone on his last wandering trip, 
and he, too, had paid the price.

“ Barstow returned, and no one knew 
that he had found it, not even I ,  with 
whom he had banked his money before 
he left— amounting to an even eight 
thousand dollars in dust at seventeen 
fifty  an ounce, which is what the com
pany allows fo r u p -rive r gold. But he 
told Marie, and exaggerated the amount 
he had brought back. She thought he 
had a fortune, not appreciating the fact 
that when a man walks away with 
about twenty thousand dollars’ worth 
of low-grade gold on his back, he has 
a mule’s load if  he wants to travel very 
many miles. She was one of those who 
didn’t know that it takes a freight car 
to' carry a fortune in that metal, and 
that the man who says he would be 
contented with all the gold he could 
carry doesn’t want m uch!

“ I t  was Riggs’ chance. People 
didn’t know it, but he practically owned 
that table and its bank roll. H e  leased 
the privilege. A nything that came 
across that table was his. He saw that 
this was his chance to win Sam B a r- 
stow’s discovery and his savings. He 
corrupted M arie’s last remnant of hon
esty and self-respect, as men have, from 
time immemorial, corrupted women—  
through love. She loved h im ! She 
would do anything for him. H e made 
black look white, only they must win, 
and probably he told her it didn’t mat
ter, because Sam could get more gold, 
and would not miss what they took

away from him.' So she joined forces 
with him, and ran to the lim it because 
she loved him, and wanted him, and 
wanted to get away from  it all, and 
didn’t love Sam.

“ That night, when Sam played in the 
H o rn  Spoon and she kept the cases, he 
was ‘rooked.’ Spider Riggs had taught 
her how, and practiced the signals with 
her so that the cases wouldn’t tabulate 
the crookedness; but Sam fooled them. 
H e  thought the deal was fair, because 
M arie kept the cases. Instead o f play
ing the fortune they supposed he pos
sessed, he only played, and lost the 
money he had in my safe. " Then his 
luck turned, devil’s luck, as it proved—  
the luck of the red gold— and he broke 
Abramsky, who was honest as the day.

“ Then he went back to Spider Riggs’ 
table, and M arie was not at the cases, 
and Spider couldn’t work a crooked 
deal, and the devil’s luck held, for he 
broke Spider Riggs, and went away 
that night worth about eighteen thou
sand dollars in money, and when the 
men who owned the H o rn  Spoon 
backed Spider out o f sympathy, and be
cause they had a percentage in the 
game, he broke them, too, and owned 
that estimable place of • gayety— that 
sodden place o f m isfortune!

“ But Riggs was well named. H e was 
a spider, and with webs broken, he 
calmly spun new and slimy coils. He 
talked M arie into m arrying Sam, ex
plaining to her that divorces were eas
ily  obtained and alimony abundant, and 
she fell again. She was ready to sacri
fice the last thing she had to give for 
the love of Spider Riggs. 1

“ And Sam, poor fool, blundered on, 
unseeing, undiscerning, and undis
mayed. H e  was happy in that last lap 
o f his course. Th a t g irl was an angel 
to him. N o matter what she was to 
any one else, to him she was the woman 
o f dreams, audacious, impertinent, fas
cinating w ife and companion. L ife  had 
not dealt softly with him, and it was a 
long cry  from  mud-floored cabins and 
trying trails and short rations to a 
home which he regarded as the ultimate 
splendor of lu xu ry , a w ife who was 
better than any that had ever lived, and
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the proprietorship o f two great things 
— the H orn  Spoon and the secret o f the 
red gold.

“ H is  fool's paradise was short-lived. 
He, too, must pay the price! H e  
wanted more lu xu ry , as you know, and 
went down to Taninaw to buy foolish 
furnishings and china plates, and car
pets, and table luxuries, from  the 
steamboat H ea ly  laid up there fo r the 
winter. H e  had money, and wanted to 
spend it fo r the foolish M arie .”

H e  paused fo r a moment, and rested 
with the tips o f his fingers touching be
fore him as he lounged in  his chair, and 
I  saw that his eyes were fixed on the 
ceiling.

“ N ow  I  don’t know all that took 
place, o f course,”  he said slowly, “ but 
I. fancy I  can conjecture it all, and fill 
in the blanks, from  what she told Con
stantine, and what he heard of her rav
ing. But it seems to me that she began 
to admire this rough, crude man, who 
believed in her, and had clean ideas, 
and would have died fo r her; but she 
had not the strength o f character to 
resist the Spider, who was patiently 
waiting, true to the name, in his outer 
den. H e  had not lost touch with her, 
and his ambitions were unchanged.

“ Sam, still blundering and believing, 
had laid his whole life bare to her w ith
out reservation. One can readily un
derstand how she asked him curious 
questions, for she must have had curi-- 
osity. And his mental processes were 
simple and direct, and she was entitled 
to as much or more confidence than a 
partner, fo r she was his partner fo r 
life.

“ And so she told Spider Riggs that 
she knew where the peculiar gold came 
from, and perhaps gloated over her 
knowledge, and Spider Riggs saw an
other lever to lift his aims. Could he 
but induce the girl who was faltering in 
her allegiance to him to betray her hus
band, he could get that secret, so he re
doubled his efforts, and added to his in
tentions, and became more smooth, in
sinuating, and slimy than ever.

“ O n  that night when Sam Barstow 
came home, vastly unexpected, and 
found Spider Riggs there with his wife,

the black truth stared him in the face. 
I f  ever a man went mad in a minute, 
it was he. Nothing could palliate the 
shock.

“ Madness lent him endurance. T ire d  
as he was, he drove them out on the 
trail— the cold, night tra il— unceas
ingly, tied together with a rope,- and 
carrying the red-gold moccasins as 
their only fortune, fo r a fu ll twenty- 
four hours. H e  gave them neither tent 
fo r shelter, nor food! H e  knew that 
he was driving them to their death as 
certainly as he knew that his life was 
a wreck.

“ Riggs was a craven in the last mo
ments after that discovery. H e  dropped 
to his knees and cried, as babies cry, 
and lied, as liars lie, laying the blame 
fo r it all on M arie. Poor g i r l ! M y  
sympathies are all with her as she saw 
that unmitigated poltroon prove his 
worthlessness, there on his knees, ha lf- 
clad, begging fo r his life  at her ex
pense, while over them stood a mad
man, with an unwavering gun in his 
hand, sternly condemning them to a 
torturous death. A nd from what I  
gather, even as this house of cards 
proved itself, her pride rallied, and she 
made no appeal.

“ Th in k  o f i t ! F o r  almost twenty- 
four hours they walked, this desolate 
trio, until in the end she had fallen so 
often that Barstow thought it was the 
end, and left them. Spider Riggs, the 
delicate, must have had more iron in 
his blood than she, for he was still on 
his feet. Once he had been off them, 
and that was when, after sobbing use
lessly, and murmuring appeals to the 
implacable Sam, he had faced about, 
and begged to be shot. The madman 
behind had calmly knocked him down, 
and said that he wanted to hear no 
more, or he would cut out his tongue.

“ The only mercy he showed him was 
when he left, and gave Spider Riggs an 
empty gun, and his insane cunning was 
displayed by the fact that after he 
walked a hundred yards down the trail 
he threw back one cartridge. Just one, 
mind you, not two, which would have 
spelled an end to both their miseries. 
H e  wanted them to think of that one
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cartridge, as they staggered ahead, wait
ing for hard and painful death. He 
wanted to prove to her, in the last offer
ing, that the man whom she had loved 
would be poltroon enough to use it on 
himself rather than speed her to a mer
cifu l and sudden end.

“ Th ey unlashed themselves when 
Sam turned back and began that dreary 
progress, hating each o ther; but the 
final contempt must have crept into her 
mind when Spider Riggs seized a rem
nant o f food they had secreted, and 
went away with the pistol. She fell on 
the trail repeatedly, but that strange 
after-facility and toughness of feminine 
endurance asserted itself, as time after 
time she made a fresh attempt. She 
clung to life more fervently than she 
had ever clung to anything else, and 
was big enough, in the end, to send back 
a brave message to dead ears! I t  was 
her only appeal.

“ The  foolish M arie was a woman at 
last, too late, and to me there is a splen
dor in that end— that uprising, new
born nobility which would not descend 
to speeding back a curse to the man 
who had driven her, unforgiving of 
frailties, to that lonely passage from  life 
on a mat o f fir boughs in a wind-swept 
teht. O f  the three she was the most 
noble, and met her end without whim
pering in the consciousness that she had 
earned it.

“ She had but one thing to give her 
would-be rescuers— the secret of the 
red gold, and the moccasins made of 
that gold that had been her temptation 
downward. And I  doubt if  that well- 
meant g ift does not prove a mistaken 
kindness. I  w onder!”

H e suddenly stood on his feet, smoth
ered the end of his cigar butt in a 
homemade ash tray, and pointed toward 
the bed I  was to occupy.

“ Th a t’s yours,”  he said. “ I ’m going 
to turn in. Good n igh t!”

C H A P T E R  X .
W hen we went out to the gulch, on 

the following morning, we overtook a 
heavily loaded sled, pulled by worn 
dogs. To ilin g  along, and floundering 
here and there in the snow at the side,

was a man with the gee pole in one 
hand, and a rope across his shoulder, 
dragging to -h is  fu ll strength; and be
hind, bent fa r forw ard, and planting 
her moccasins heavily on the snow to 
get solid foothold, was a squaw. W e 
came abreast o f them, and discovered 
that it was Constantine and his sister, 
M ary, the B ig  Chicken, taking their out
fit up to M arook’s claim on Hunter 
Creek. The  g ir l’s face had lost its 
cheerfulness of the night before, and 
she looked sullen and discontented. 
Constantine was grave and steady.

Remembering the story told me by 
Cavanaugh, I  eyed them with much in
terest, and paused long enough to ex
change a few words, and to tell Con
stantine where^ there was a short cut 
which would save him some work.

“ Gee! But doesn’t the B ig Chicken 
look ugly this mornin' ?”  Kentucky 
laughed, after we had passed them. 
“ Don’t blame her. I f  I  had gold moc
casins, and was a H ootch , I ’d want to 
dog it a while, instead o f slippin’ off my 
glad rags, gettin’ into a denim parka, 
and heavin’ myself against a sled.”

I  wondered i f  he suspected all that 
was told by the red go ld ; but, on 
thought, was certain that he did not, for 
I  doubted whether even Bessie W ilton 
was aware o f the details.

“ I  wouldn’t mind havin’ those golden 
shoes along about now, myself,”  he said, 
with a sigh, and I  felt sorry for him, 
knowing that money alone was all that 
prevented him from fulfillment of his 
happiness. M y  twinge of jealousy re
turned fo r an instant, and(I  had to fight 
it doum.

A s we plodded along in the bright
ness o f the morning and the bracing 
cold, we heard some one swinging 
through the turn of the trail coming 
from  the creek, and in a minute more 
a voice shouted: “ Hello, there ! Is that 
you, Kentucky? I ’ve been looking for 
you. Y o u ’re just the man I  want.”

I t  was the prosperous M cGraw , who 
had the best claim on our gulch.

“ W hat’s up?”  questioned Kentucky 
hopefully.

“ You  aren’t doing anything, are you, 
just now?”
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“ No. S o rry  to admit it. W ant a 
good, husky young feller like me?” 

“ Yes. I  want you to do some assess
ment work for me. I ’ve got two 
claims on H unter Creek, and you can 
do them both. Cavanaugh tells me that 
a native named Constantine is going to 
be on the creek with his sister. T h e y ’ve 
got a cabin there, and when they come 
maybe you could arrange to get in their 
cabin and save a tent and big outfit.”  

“ G ood ! Y o u ’re on,”  exclaimed K en - 
tuck, in  delight. “ A nd  they’re on the 
way out now, with an outfit. I ’ll go 
right back with you, and find out about 
the cabin. Y o u  don’t mind, do you, 
Tom ?”

“ M ind?”  I  laughed at his boyish 
question. “ No, I ’m glad you’ve struck 
something. Certainly it ’s best for you 
to go back and ask them.”

Th ey left me to finish my journey 
alone, and tell Dan o f the reappearance 
o f the gaudy footwear that had been 
connected with so much of tragedy.

Kentucky was not a laggard. Before 
the day was over he appeared, pulling a 
sled with some tools, food, and blankets, 
and announced that he had made his 
arrangements with Constantine, and was 
going over to begin work.

“ I ’ll run over and see you every even
ing or tw o,” he called back, as he went 
hurrying on down the trail.

And he kept his promise, fo r he was 
in our cabin but three nights later, and 
threw himself on the spare bunk to 
smoke and talk. H e  was in higher 
spirits, and was amused by his new 
quarters.

“ Funniest m ix-up I  ever saw,”  he de
clared. “ The B ig Chicken’s got a 
grouch that makes the candles smoky, 
and I  reckon that Constantine’s got a 
mighty big job to keep her from  de-'' 
sertin’ the ship, and goin’ back to the 
igloos. Th ey don’t know I  can under
stand ’em, and so I  just sit around and 
try  to look like a fool. A nd the fun
niest part of it is that the Hatchet 
showed up the second day, and he’s got 
the hypnotic eye on the B ig Chicken, 
and Constantine don’t like that; but 
can’t just see how to help himself. The 
Hatchet loves m e! Oh, ye s! Maybe he

thinks I  want to w in that squaw. And
sa y!”

H e  suddenly sat up on the edge of 
the bunk, and bumped his head against 
the one above it. H e  rubbed the bruise, 
but went on, without referring to i t :

“ I ’ve seen the golden shoes ! T h e y ’re 
peaches, all righ t! The  B ig  Chicken 
showed ’em to me, and Constantine was 
sore. H e  says there’s a cuss on the 
gold they’re made o f ; but the B ig 
Chicken thinks it’s a right good sort of 
a cuss, and I  agreed with her.”

“ W ouldn’t mind i f  this claim was 
cursed with it a while, myself,”  said 
Dan gloomily, remembering the fact 
that we were still without pay dirt, al
though we had crosscut more than 
two-thirds o f  the way across the gulch.

Doubtless he was thinking o f all 
those dependent on the remittances 
from the Ocean Bank that had failed 
and left them without means, and cut 
off from  communication with their pro
tector. A fte r that Kentucky’s cheerful 
remarks sounded like chatter, and I  
was not sorry when he left. I t  seemed 
as if  that night were the beginning o f 
more afflictions fo r Dan, fo r he woke 
up in the morning with a badly swollen 
face, and all indications that he would 
suffer from an abscess on his cheek 
bone.

“ Better go down and see Doctor Side- 
botham,”  I  said; but he insisted on 
working that day and the next, and even 
the dogs were neglected by him, though 
they leaped around him fo r the touch o f 
his caressing hand, and the sound of his 
caressing voice.

I  had heated hot-wrater bottles, and 
put them against his swaddled face, and 
was just preparing to blow out the light, 
when we heard a sound out in the still
ness o f  the night, where the solitude 
was so vast that even the fall o f snow 
from  a pine bough became a crash. It  
was some one coming hastily up the 
trail. W e waited fo r the visitor, who 
banged at the door, and then opened it. 
I t  was Kentucky Smith.

H e was breathless as he shut the door 
behind him, and leaned against it fo r a 
moment, then looked around.

“ Late, ain’t I? ” he said. “ But I
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couldn’t wait to tell you all what I  
heard. H e llo ! W hat’s the matter w ith 
you, Dan? Got toothache?”

M y  partner nodded, and I  explained 
in w ords; but Kentucky’s sympathy was 
overcome by his anxiety to explain his 
errand.

“ Say,”  he blurted out excitedly, “ I  
ran most o f the way here to tell you 
somethin’. Y o u  know I  told you that 
the Hatchet, that S ioux, was makin’ 
goo-goo eyes at the B ig  Chicken, and 
that Constantine didn’t stand fo r it very 
well, and that none o f ’em knew I  un
derstood their lingo? W ell, there’s big 
doin’s about to come off. Three o r 
four days, I  reckon. The Hatchet and 
the B ig Chicken are goin’ to gallop off 
together, and you cain’t calculate w here! 
T h e y ’re goin’ after the ground where 
that sorrel gold comes from ! T rue , I  
swear i t ! ”

H e threw himself on a stool, and Dan 
forgot his miseries, and lifted himself 
to his elbow, intent. Kentuck tossed his 
hat on the bunk, and wiped his fore
head, and pulled his blue parka over 
his head, and smoothed down his hair. 
H e  began talking again, pouring out his 
words in a far more rapid flow than his 
accustomed drawl, and rolled a cigarette 
as he talked.

“ I  don’t get all o f it, you understand, 
but I  get the run o f it— the conversa
tion, I  mean. I  had been up to fix  my 
fires, because I ’m mighty eager to give 
M cG raw  somethin’ more than assess
ment work. I  want to find somethin’ 
fo r him, so I ’m sinkin’ in what seems to 
be the best place in the draw. The 
trail around the cabin’s soft, because 
there ain’t been many people walkin’ 
over it.

“ Just as I  came to one side o f the 
cabin, it seemed to me I  heard some
thin’ on the other, and I  was right curi
ous. I  stood still. The  door opened 
after a minute, and out comes a black 
shape that I  recognized as that fool, B ig  
Chicken. She slips around the corner 
away from  me, and so I  just naturally 
slips around the other. I  had an idea 
Constantine, who is all right, and a 
good feller, was asleep.

“ There ’s another black shape out

there when I  pokes my head around, 
and it was the Hatchet. I  pulled back 
mighty sudden, because they were not 
more than three feet from  me, and I  
could hear everything they said. As 
far as I  can make out, whoever gave 
her those moccasins told her where the 
gold came from , and the Hatchet has 
talked her into goin’ after it. T h e y ’d 
have taken Constantine, but he doesn’t 
like the Hatchet. So they’re goin’ to 
leave him. She’d put it up to him be
fore, but he’s afraid o f the ghosts, and 
set his foot down, and said she shouldn’t 
go anywhere o r  tell any one if  he could 
help it.”

H e  paused to ro ll a cigarette fo r Dan, 
and then went o n :

“ The  B ig Chicken’s some soft on this 
Hatchet man, because he’s different 
from  a Siwash. She’s agreed to go 
with him. T h e y ’re goin’ to pull out. I  
cain’t understand that native way o f 
tellin’ days by the fu ll moon; but as 
near as I  can make out, the Hatchet 
leaves in a day o r so fo r Taninaw. 
She’s to tell Constantine that she’s sick 
o f liv in ’ on H unter Creek, and is goin’ 
down to the village; but she goes right 
on. She is to meet the Hatchet down 
by the Ramparts. Then they go to 
Taninaw, and tell folks they’re buck 
and squaw, all right, lay in some grub, 
and pull out.

“ A nd they don’t go up the Taninaw 
the way they’re to make believe. They 
start in that direction, then make a big 
circle and come back on the north side 
o f  the Yukon in that little rive r that 
comes in about there, and they’re to go 
up to its head, and oVer the Yukon hills 
and off north, to where it  seems they 
reckon Sam Barstow found that gold. 
N ow , what do you think o f that ?”

H e  paused, with an air o f triumph, 
and Dan lifted himself still higher in 
his bunk, while I  thought o f all that was 
involved.

“ Y o u  mean that the thing to do is to 
trail ’em ?”  Dan mumbled.

“ S u re ! Get after ’em, and stake the 
claims next to theirs. T h e y  cain’t grab 
it a ll!”

Dan, holding his hand to his swollen 
face, looked wistful.
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“ I ’d think over takin’ a chance,”  he 
said, “ i f  m y ja w  was better. But 
pshaw! Tom  and me’d be fools! 
W e’re bound to get somethin’ here, 
sooner o r later. W hat’s the use 1”

He settled back into his bunk again, 
and nestled his aching face against the 
water bottles. Kentucky looked his 
disappointment.

“ Yo u  han’t tell anything about the re
liability of these native yarns, anyway,”  
Dan added. “ I f  I ’d follered every trail 
of that kind I ’ve heard about since I ’ve 
been in this country, I ’d have been tra il- 
worn to a shadow, and so sore-footed 
my moccasins wouldn’t hold—my feet. 
O f  course, Barstow got it somewhere; 
but nobody can see whether the B ig 
Chicken or anybody else has any idea. 
And Sam’s dead.”

ft  was on the tip of my tongue to tell 
them what I  knew, and the words were 
fluttering in my mouth, when I  checked 
myself, remembering that Cavanaugh 
had told me in a confidential mood. I  
did not share the trader’s superstition, 
nor the Indian belief, that this gold, or 
any gold taken from the earth, was 
foredoomed to bring evil on those who 
found it. I  saw in the gruesome tale 
connected with it merely a history of 
oversuffering in the case o f B ill W il
ton, and coincidence in the turgid drama 
played by Pitkok, Barstow, M arie D e - 
vinne, and Spider Riggs.

Gold, being inanimate, might not 
choose its masters, dnd on them rested 
the responsibility fo r its use. T o  at
tempt to tra il the B ig Chicken and her 
S ioux lover would be no pygm y’s task; 
but, with our own claim proving fallow, 
I  might have undertaken it had Dan 
been agreeable. Mow it was out of the 
question, and, moreover, there was 
nothing but Kentucky’s eavesdropping, 
conjectures, and partial knowledge of 
the native tongue, to cause considera
tion.

“ O h, forget all about it,”  I  said. “ It  
might be a chance, but the odds are it 
would prove a fake. Go home, and go 
to bed, and make up your mind that if  
you can find something for M cGraw, 
he’ll do better by you than lead you off 
on a wild-goose chase.”

I  saw the boyish enthusiasm in K en - 
tuck’s eyes die away to a look o f disap
pointment, and he put his hat on his 
head.

“ M ind you, Kentuck,”  I  added, 
“ we’re grateful to you for coming over 
to tell us about th is ; but we are the 
singed ducks. W e have stampeded too 
many times. I f  it goes to anything 
more certain, there w ill be time enough 
for us to jo in in. H o w  does M cG raw ’s 
claim look? A n y  colors, or have you 
got down to the gravel yet?”

H e  would not permit me to change 
the subject, and sat there for an hour 
offering arguments in favor o f his hope. 
A nd he went away dejected because we 
had not immediately enthused with him, 
and grasped what he believed to be an 
opportunity. In  five minutes after he 
left, our cabin was dark and still, and 
Dan, worn out from  work and two rest
less nights, was asleep, while I ,  on my 
back, and with wide eyes, stared at the 
window opening, whose little squares, 
befogged by the outer frost, looked like 
pallid sheets stuck upon the wall.

But Dan could bear the pain no 
longer, and even his fortitude gave way, 
when on the following morning he arose 
from his bunk.

“ I  think,” he grumbled, “ that I ’ll 
have to go down to the camp and see 
the doctor. That means stayin’ down 
there for two or three days, I  suppose, 
while he opens this thing up, and drains 
it. You  won’t mind, w ill you, Tom ?”

“ Yo u  go ahead,”  I  retorted. “ I ’ll 
keep things going ahead. That is what 
I  asked you to do tin the first place. 
A nd you stay down there until rhat jaw  
of yours is well, and don’t w orry about 
the claim. I ’ll keep on d rifting  and 
sinking, and w ill dump the u'aste back 
into the drifts wre know are no good. I  
can’t see any utility in making a big 
waste dump.”

I  watched him as he trudged off 
down the trail with his parka hood m uf
fled, until his head looked inordinately 
large, waved my hand in response to his 
parting salute, and did not realize that 
it was to be long weeks before I  should 
see him again, and that I  was to suffer 
as men rarely suffer before I  again felt
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the clasp o f his sturdy and faithful 
hand.

C H A P T E R  X I .
In  the fa r Northern, country, in the 

depressing days o f winter, there is 
something in  being alone, when one is 
despondent, that augments all one’s mel
ancholy. N o t a living thing had been 
up, down, or around me all day. The 
dogs felt my mood, and were not com
panionable. Even the “ camp robber,”  
or Canadian blue jay, that sometimes 
favored me with his presence, had van
ished, and I  was left alone to brood.

N o r am I  ashamed to say that the 
face of Elizabeth W ilton was in  my 
memory most o f the hours, and that she 
appeared as an unattainable apparition, 
a source o f bitter regret. L ife  summed 
itself in this, that I  was to go hungry 
fo r love, and that all I  could hope fo r 
was money, a paltry success. A nd o f 
that there was none in sight, fo r our 
claim was still a discouraging blank.

I  sometimes fancy that the drunkard, 
or drinking man, has his recompense; 
fo r when I  sat alone in my cabin that 
long winter evening, I  thought that I  
should welcome the oblivion of bestial 
drunkenness! A nyth ing to fo rge t!

I  could not interest myself in the 
book loaned me by Cavanaugh, and 
blew out my light and went to bed. 
Sleep came quickly as a boon. I  was 
awakened by a terrific thumping at the 
door.

“ Come in,” I  called, sitting .up, and 
wondering who it could he> and how 
long I  had slept.

It  opened, and outlined against the 
stars of the background stood some one, 
who answered: “ Is  that you, Tom ?”

“ Yes, Kentuck,” I  replied, recogniz
ing his voice. “ L ig h t the candle. Y o u  
know where it is. W hat is it ?”

“ Th ey’ve gone,”  he said. “ I t  must 
be that I  didn’t quite understand the 
time set. The B ig Chicken and the 
Hatchet, I  mean. Constantine and she 
had a row down at the camp to-day, 
and he came home alone. To -n ight one 
of the natives from  across the river 
came up to a claim above, and stopped 
to tell Constantine that she had sent

word she was going w ith friends t o , 
visit some relatives in Taninaw. Con
stantine went into a rage, and reckoned 
she could go and be hanged, for all of 
h im ; but I  knew what it meant.

“ I f  we’re to take a try  at finding 
where they’ve headed for, and get in 
and stake some of that gold they all 
talk about, we’ve got to get action to
night. W e could cut across from  here, 
and get to Taninaw not more than a 
day behind them. W e ’d save the time 
o f going around the camp there by go
ing to that little stream above it, direct. 
A nd there we ought to find their trail.
I  hate to lose the chance. I t  means a 
lot to me. W on ’t you come with me?”

I  had crawled out o f my bunk as he 
talked, and pulled on my trousers, and 
sat there on the edge thinking. He 
wanted to go to gain wealth to m arry 
Elizabeth W ilton, the g irl I  loved. I  
knew that, and yet it influenced my de
cision but little. The glamour of gain 
was not all, either, but rather the fact 
that I  was sick of life as it had been, 
and also that there was Dan to consider. 
Poor old Dan, with his cares and w or
ries, eating his heart out because he 
could not take care of those others out
side ! A nd  Dan was all man. I f  by 
chance I  could make this expedition, 
and meet with success, it would mea*! 
more to Dan than anything in the world. 
But there were the discomforts and fa
tigues of what might prove to be a long, 
hard trail, vicissitudes, perhaps starva
tion and death!

I  walked to the door and threw it 
open, and looked out into the night, 
while Kentuck sat watching me, anxi
ously waiting for my decision. O ff in 
the north the aurora was beginning to 
rise above the trees on the crest of the 
mountains, shining in streamers o f gold, 
fluttering, waving, and spreading across 
to consume the sky. The cold was so 
intense that I  hurriedly drew back, and 
closed the door, and stood with my back 
against it, looking at Kentuck. The 
bunk was warm and comfortable, after 
a ll; but to lie soft meant an opportunity 
lost. The reckless mood invaded me 
again, and I  took a step toward him.

“ Yes,”  I  said. “ I ’ll go !”



T H E  G O W E N  M O C C A S I N S 45

H e  threw his hat up, and shouted.
“ Go out and pull the sled down off 

the roof,”  I  said, “ and look over the 
dog harness you’ll find hanging in the 
cache at the side o f the door. Then 
we’ll get the grub together, put the 
dogs in, and pull out. W hat time does 
it say there on the clock? Ten? W ell, 
we should be away from  here by eleven, 
and the moon rises just about that time, 
and is in the fu ll.”

I  began selecting the clothing I  
should want, extra moccasins, and mit
tens and socks, and dragged the fu r 
robe from  the bottom layer in my bunk. 
I  had begun to wrap the bacon and 
beans and oatmeal into their separate 
sacks by the time he had finished his 
last repairs on the harness. I  took my 
snowshoes from  the wall, and threw 
Dan’s to him, and told him to look at 
the lashings, then sat down and wrote 
a note to my partner:

Dear Dan : The Sioux and the girl have 
pulled out, and Kentuck and I are going to 
try to follow them and stake claims on that 
ground, wherever it may be. Don’t worry 
over me, because I ’ll turn up sooner or later. 
Get some one to do that assessment work 
that Kentucky started over on McGraw’s 
claim, and whatever you do, don’t let any 
one know where we have gone. Better let 
them think we’ve headed up to Goldpan to 
do some assessment work, because I think 
we’ll be back shortly. I’ve taken your rifle 
and cartridges, because mine are too heavy. 
W e’re traveling light. Yours as ever,

T om.
W e dragged the old tarpaulin out fo r 

the sled, threw in the little trail tent and 
trail stove, the fry ing  pan, coffeepot, 
and tin kettle, and I  put in an extra pair 
of blankets and some dry gear fo r Ken
tuck, then we lashed it down on the sled 
with the dog fish piled on top, the ax 
and the rifle convenient, and shut the 
cabin door.

The  dogs came reluctantly, poor 
brutes! Th ey gave the trail bark of the 
wilderness when they felt the harness 
bands across their breasts, and stood 
wagging their tails and waiting. I  took 
a last look in the cabin, and pulled the 
door shut, and we headed away in the 
chill, bright night, down the canon, 
which was in shadow, despite the moon 
on the white peaks above.

W e were off on the quest, and trav
eled silently and sw iftly away up the 
stream from  whose headwaters we pur
posed to cross the divide, and head- the 
fugitive S ioux^m d M a ry , who had the 
secret, passed down from  mouth to 
mouth, all forever speechless in death.

W e were lighter than we had thought, 
and made good progress, inasmuch as 
Kentuck knew the way, and ran ahead 
o f the dogs on his snowshoes without 
ever wavering, while I  held the sled 
handles behind. Malicula, the leader, 
strained forw ard as if  enjoying the 
chase, and scenting in it something of 
the hereditary, fo r he was a half-blood 
w olf. The  others, with brushes erect, 
and curled over their backs, strung out 
behind him, trotting steadily at a pace 
that ate up the miles. A t  three o ’clock 
we halted, and decided to make a quick 
camp fo r the night at a place where 
some native hunting party had left a 
comfortable wikiup with its poles be
tween three favorable trees, its lean-to 
o f thick, sheltering brush, and its mat 
o f  fir boughs inside to give rest to our 
weariness.

W e altered our plans the next day, 
and decided to go into Taninaw, be
cause we found that we would be short 
o f dog fish if  the chase proved pro
longed, and on them depended our com
fort and speed. Moreover, I  was anx
ious to know if  we would hear any
thing of our quarry at that point. So 
it was that we pulled up to the old A . C. 
trading post, and carelessly laid in more 
supplies before making inquiries. The 
trader proved garrulpus, and volun
teered the information we wanted, thus 
saving us questions.

“ Y o u ’re the first white men down 
from  Neucloviat in quite a while,” he 
said. “ Yes, the first since poor old Sam 
Barstow came down. W hat’s that the 
natives say about him bein’ dead ?”

I  confirmed that mysterious inter
change of news which travels so in 
credibly fast in Alaska, and the trader 
shook his head. A s he weighed out our 
dog fish he asked questions about the 
camp, and whether it was “ makin’ 
good” or not, and we answered him 
noncommittally.
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“ Th ey was a funny-lookin’ buck with 
a tin tooth in here yesterday I  nev^r 
saw before,”  he said, “ and he told me 
the camp wa’n’t much. H e  had that 
M ary, who used to be down at H o ly  
Cross, with him. Th e  big k lootch  that 
was old Sarta’s daughter. Th ey were 
headin’ off up the Taninaw on a hunt
in ’ trip. H e  laid in  quite a bunch o f 
dog feed. Seemed to have the dust, 
and, by the way, it was the funniest 
lookin’ stuff I  ever saw. Looked as i f  
it had been hammered. I  wouldn’t have 
took it if  it hadn’t been the same kind 
that Sam paid fo r the stuff he bought 
down here. I t  don’t look like the gold 
from  Birch, any more than that does 
like the brassy stuff they git out at 
Klondike. H ere ’s some o f it.”

H e  poured some beaten nuggets into 
the blower, and held them toward us. I  
picked one up, and looked at it. I t  was 
that peculiar red, and I  knew it  had 
been perforated. M a ry  had torn it 
from  the moccasins of gold to pay their 
bill. The proof was there in my hand 
that the Hatchet and Constantine’s sis
ter had really been there at the post, 
and that Kentuck must have understood 
much o f what they said.

“ When did you say they were here?”  
I  asked.

The trader thought a while, and then 
said that it was “ day before yistaday.”

H is  answer caused Kentuck and me 
to exchange glances. Th ey were travel
ing faster than we had thought they 
could. W e must do something to im
prove our speed. But it would not do 
to show that we had any special object.

“ W e’re thinking o f going over to 
Tram w ay Bar, or in that direction,”  I  
said, “ and we ought to have more dogs. 
W e’ve got four, but we could use six o r 
eight. K now  of any ?”

H e  ruminated fo r a while, and then 
said he thought he could help us out. 
Th is  necessitated more dog feed, and a 
delay. W e went over our outfit, ounce 
by ounce, cutting down here and in 
creasing there, as only those who have 
traveled in that country where weight 
is measured by ounces rather than 
pounds, can understand. A nd it was 
two o’clock in the afternoon when, with

everything complete, and three addi
tional dogs, we pulled away from  T a n i
naw, and headed fo r the small stream 
up which we were to go.

W e had not found any sign o f their 
tra il when we made camp that night, 
and, the next morning at daybreak, we 
were again on the way. A t  noon we 
were beginning to lose faith, but we 
discovered lines leading down to the 

1 bed o f the creek. W e went ahead of 
the dogs, and examined them carefully. 
The  snow told the story. I t  was the 
S ioux and a squaw. The  lines o f the 
man’s feet were straight, w ith the toes 
a little turned in, and one foot planted 
squarely in front o f  the other, the un
questionable stride o f the plains Indian, 
while the woman’s footprints showed 
spread, and small, and rounded, the 
footprint o f the Alaskan native.

“ Got ’em!”  said Kentucky, straight
ening himself.

I  stooped over, and examined the 
Snow, try ing to form  some conclusion 
o f  the number o f their dogs, and how 
long they had preceded us along that 
winding, white way. I t  seemed to us 
that they were fu lly  tw enty-four hours 
ahead, and we resumed our progress. 
The new dogs were ill fed compared 
with ours, and were reluctant to work 
with their new teammates, and fearful 
o f  their new masters. Th ey traveled 
w ith  heads turned back frequently, and 
fearful eyes, which led me to believe 
that their former owners had been free 
with the lash. I t  would take them time 
to appreciate white drivers. Kentucky, 
who was in the lead, threw up his hand, 
and we came to a place where the 
Hatchet and M a ry  had evidently halted 
fo r tea.

“ Had a fire over there, you see,”  said 
Kentuck, striding off to the side, with 
me at his heels. W e found round spots 
on the snow, indicating that they had 
five dogs, so felt safe on the score of 
speed, unless they had remarkable ani
mals. W e doubted i f  they would prove 
equal to four o f ours, at least, fo r of 
these two were from that splendid rac
ing stock which is bred fo r speed down 
around Nushagak, on Bristol Bay, and 
our leader was a w olf whelp.
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“ Yes,”  I  said, kicking over the 
charred sticks, “ they must be at least 
tw enty-four hours ahead' o f  us, so we 
needn’t be afraid of running into them. 
That is good. N ow  fo r a long straight
away !”

F o r three hours more we went rap
id ly ahead, and then, as I  happened to 
be in the lead, I  met with a surprise. 
Again we stopped, and Kentucky came 
forw ard to my side. I  pointed at the 
snow tracks. Another sled had come 
down from the bank above, taken the 
trail, and was following in the tracks 
of the S ioux and his companion.

“ W hat do you suppose that means?”  
we asked each other, looking up w ith a 
sudden suspicion.

“ Yo u  don’t reckon somebody else is 
onto them, and joined in the chase, do 
you?” asked Kentuck, in a tone of an
noyance.

I  shook my head in  perplexity, and 
back-tracked over the new trail. I t  had 
followed along the bank above fo r some 
distance,, as i f  afraid to venture out on 
the stream until certain that those ahead 
were well out o f the way, and its prog
ress had been leisurely. W e went back 
some distance, and found where the 
newcomers had paused to rest, or ob
serve, and here the signs were more 
plentiful.

“ W hite men,”  said Kentuck. “ See 
the arches of the insteps ? H e re !”

I  was not so sure, fo r the moccasins 
made it hard reading; but there were 
certain lines about the insteps that indi
cated less pressure, and in  one place I  
thought I  could discern seams which 
would indicate that the moccasins were 
really Canadian shoe packs, all of which 
must be brought down from Dawson 
when they come to our section of the 
country, and were therefore rare.

W e found a cigarette stub, which 
rather confirmed our surmise that they 
must be white men, for the paper was 
different from that used by the natives 
where we were, and unobtainable either 
in Taninaw or Neucloviat.

I  crumbled some of the tobacco into 
my palm, and decided it was the old, 
familiar blackstrap, which told us noth
in g ; but of one feature we were con

vinced— the new outfit was probably 
but a few hours behind the one in  the 
lead, and was going with caution.

W e turned back toward the bank, and 
I  heard Kentuck give a sudden sharp 
ye ll: “ H ere ! Come back here!”  and 
then a whistle.

I  ran to rejoin him, but he had started 
out on the trail, and I  looked below. A t  
that point the stream was straight for 
long distance, and I  saw, almost at the 
end o f the stretch, a black shape h u rry 
ing faster as the sound o f Kentuck’s 
voice reached his ears. One of our new 
dogs had chewed himself loose from  his 
harness in our absence, and was head
ing back fo r his village, a fu ll day be
hind. I t  was our first loss, and it 
seemed like a calamity, coming at that 
inopportune time.

I  was a more experienced dog man 
that Kentucky, so left him with the sled, 
and ran after the fugitive fo r more than 
tw o miles, calling wheedlingly, and en
deavoring to win his attention; but 
whenever I  approached he would look 
back over his shoulder, and quicken his 
trot to the long, swinging lope that 
would speedily carry him hundreds of 
yards into the lead, and at last, dis
gusted and angry, I  gave it up, and 
made my way back to where Kentucky, 
deciding that I  would be gone a long 
time, had begun making camp on the 
rive r bank. A lready he had the tent 
across its rope between the trees, and 
pegged down over the smooth, white 
snow, and when I  arrived was carrying 
the dunnage up to it.

“ Too  fast for you, el)?”  he called 
down to me. “ I  was afraid of it. But 
we’ll get along.”

There was optimism in his voice, and 
I  was compelled to try  to feel it. The 
darkness was coming sw iftly, and by 
the time I  had taken out the dogs, and 
as a precautionary measure chained the 
other new purchases, it was black. 
Everyth ing about the day had been un
satisfactory, and those ahead of us must 
have gained many miles. A ll we could 
hope fo r now would be steady weather, 
so that their trails might not be oblit
erated.

“ Don’t be blue,”  Kentuck said to me
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as his last words, yawning sleepily. 
“ These new fellers maybe aren’t fo l- 
loWffl^that other trail at all, but just 
happened to be goin’ the same way.”

I  hoped so, but doubted it.

C H A P T E R  X I I .

Before the daylight was strong we 
had broken camp, and were again going 
forw ard, and always we could discern, 
in the dim light, that there were two 
trails ahead of us. The  stars paled at 
last, and the white glow was stronger, 
making everything distinct. M y  fears 
that the second sled was in pursuit o f 
the first were proven, now that we 
could see more p la in ly ; fo r at intervals, 
when we came to abrupt bends o f the 
rapidly narrowing stream, we would 
find those distinct letterings in the snow 
that told that before the pursuers had 
ventured around a bend one of them 
had walked cautiously to the outer edge 
and looked ahead. I t  was certain that 
they were closer to the Hatchet than 
we were to them, and that they feared 
to surprise him.

W e begah to admit that we were not 
alone in the chase, and had the*Sense o f 
lively speculation as to who these others 
were, and how they had learned of the 
flight. O n ly , as the trail led on and on, 
we were not certain whether the foot
marks were those o f natives or white 
men.

“ Maybe it is Constantine,”  I  said 
once to Kentucky. “ Perhaps he is fo l
lowing his sister, and proposes to bring 
her back.”

“ M ight be,” answered Kentucky. 
“ H e ’s an odd sort of a stick. But if  he 
followed it wouldn’t be to bring the 
Hatchet back! You  can bet on that. 
The Hatchet would be left on the trail 
fo r good and all. That Constantine is 
a chap I  wouldn’t want fo r an enemy.”

H e stood fo r a while, and then ex
claimed : “ B y  jingo, Tom , I ’ll bet it is 
him ! H e ’s changed his mind, and he’s 
made it up now to go after ’em. He 
cam mush like the devil, Constantine 
can. I  gathered some talk he handed 
her about some other native down in 
the village who wanted her, and was

o f her own tribe, and it may be that 
M ister Sioux-m an has got a pair o f 
bloodhounds on his trail, ju st waitin’ 
till he gets fa r enough away to make it 
safe, and that then, some nice evening 
— ping! Dow n he gjoes, with one o f 
those H . B . slugs through him. Kicks a 
few, and— the Hatchet never comes 
back.”

I  began to think that possibly K en - 
tuck’s surmise might be r ig h t; but on the 
trail one has time fo r many speculations 
and many thoughts. Th a t is, I  had as 
many as Kentucky would allow me, fo r 
o f all the trail mates I  had ever had, he 
■was the most cheerful and unfailing. 
Those who know w ill bear me out when 
I  say that an Alaskan tra il is the place 
to learn men. There the soul is bared. 
In  civilization a man may live forever 
under a mask, but the trail strips it from 
him as if  it were gauze, and he is him
self, and those with him know that he is 
naked in soul and disposition.

That eminent sage o f the frontier, 
long since dead, discoverer o f Eldorado 
Creek, in Klondike, E lihu  W hipple, was 
wont to say: “ You  kin tell what a man 
is when you’ve eat a sack o f flour with 
h im ; but with some men it only takes a 
half a sack.”  A nd the diminishing sack 
with Kentucky Smith each day proved 
him more o f a man than I  had thought. 
H e  began to loom colossal with his un
tiring energy, his unfailing cheerfulness, 
his persistent attempt to do more than 
his share.

W e had expected to overtake, o r at 
least come within sound of, our quarry 
within two or three days, fo r we were 
driving the dogs to their utmost; but 
the tw o days passed, then stretched on 
into ten, with ever-recurring monotony. 
W e had swung to the westward, and 
crossed the Koyukuk far below where 
we knew there was an Indian village, 
and were now heading toward the north
west, with its piled-up hills, its bleak 
flats, its timber found only in belts. And 
ill luck appeared to travel with us, 
gauntly trailing beside our sled.

The second blow came when one of 
the new dogs sickened, until, abandon
ing hope fo r him, we had to put him out 
o f his misery. W e could not under-
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stand his malady, unless it came from  
overwork. Th e  other dog followed him 
within a few days, and we began to fear 
that it was pneumonia. Each dog out 
o f the harness meant, notwithstanding 
the constantly diminishing load, more 
wearisome labor.

W e traveled longer hours, and slept 
less to offset that loss, still confident 
that sooner o r  later the long trail must 
end, and thanked Heaven that the cold 
was so intense, and the winter so s till; 
that the trails ahead, constantly leading 
us farther into the solitudes, were not 
blinded.

Some days we thought we must have 
gained, then would come others when 
we were discouraged and surmised that 
we were losing in this tireless race. And 
always, ahead o f us, were two trails. 
Added to this was another fear, that 
our food would give out. A lready the 
dogs had been reduced to half rations, 
and to their ravenous jaws were flung 
but a half fish a day, while we, too, were 
measuring each flake o f oatmeal, and 
each scrap o f bacon.

W e lost another day, but on looking 
back I  think it saved our lives. I t  was 
the day when the dogs refused to fol
low the trail, and gave the long, w o lf
hunting cry, and we knew that game 
was somewhere within scent, coming 
down the wind. W e took a chance, and 
muzzled them, and I  left Kentucky to 
make camp and wait, while I  passed off 
into that slow-moving breeze w ith noth
ing but my rifle. And, as if  Heaven had 
spared us, I  killed a moose. I  made 
my way back to the camp, and we 
moved it to the new-sent relief, where 
we froze all o f the meat that we could 
carry in strips, fed the dogs to reple
tion, and prepared to make up fo r lost 
distance with this surplus energy; but 
we had lost a day.

A  day later, on the trail, we found a 
dead dog, waiting fo r the wolves, per
haps. And the next day another left 
to die in misery, staggering along, and 
calling to us, and hum'anity made us 
execute him. W e had begun to fear 
starvation, in that land of unreality, and 
Kentucky turned back and picked up 
the gaunt body.

4A

“ I  think/’ he said, “ that we’d better 
tie him up in a tree somewhere.”

I  looked into his eyes, and under
stood. H e, too, had thought o f the end, 
o f what might be the distress o f that 
homeward tra il; but he was unflinching.

“ Maybe it is best to be on the safe 
side,”  I  replied, and we lashed the poor 
victim high up in  the limbs of a tree, 
w ith a sacrificed piece o f sled lashing, 
and went on, wondering whether that 
poor, worked-out body might not be
come our goal when other food was 
gone.

O n  the next day we trailed more dis
mally, fo r the cold had clung to our 
hearts, and we moved speechlessly, 
rested speechlessly, and were tired of 
peering ahead to see nothing but the 
tw o trails leading away over the white 
and cruel snow. W e entered a patch 
o f  scrubby timber as the afternoon 
advanced, and now those persistent 
marks o f two sleds wound in and out 
among trees, the heaviest growth we 
had seen fo r days.

Suddenly M alicula lifted his head, 
which had been drooping, and tugged at 
his harness, then gave a long wail, and 
plunged forw ard more recklessly. 
Alarmed, I  ran back, and caught and 
stopped him.

“ W e’re up to them, o r else it ’s a hunt
ing party,”  I  said to Kentucky. “ Some
thing’s in the wind, and it must be a 
camp, o r the dogs wouldn’t act this way. 
I  know them. Go on carefully, and 
see what it is, while I  hold them.”

I  pulled them over until the brace 
under the nose of the sled was wedged 
against the stump of a fallen tree, 
and waited. The  dogs quieted, and, 
glad o f a chance to rest, laid down in 
their harnesses, with their noses on 
their paws, huddled together, regard
less o f snarls, and seeking one an
other’s warmth. Almost an hour 
passed, and I  was trudging backward 
and forw ard, and threshing my arms to 
keep my blood in  circulation, when 
Kentucky returned.

“ I  cain’t make it out,”  he said, with 
a serious face, and approaching close 
before he spoke, as i f  still fearful, in 
all that terrific waste, of being over
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heard. “ There ’s a dog tent up ahead, 
and smoke coming from  the pipe, and a 
man singing, as if  he were about drunk. 
There ain’t no dogs, because I  went 
close enough to see that, and, besides, 
nothin’ barked. Le t’s drive a little fa r
ther, then tie our dogs, and go and have 
a look.”

“ But what was the man singing?”  I  
asked, puzzled by his story.

“ Singin’ ? O h, you mean the tune, o r 
language? I  don’t know. I  couldn’t 
make out.”

I  thought fo r a few moments, and 
then made a resolution.

“ W e w ill go straight through,”  I  said. 
“ Because, if  it’s a hunting party, it’s 
good fo r us— unless they are starving—  
our grub is running low. I t  can’t be the 
S ioux, because he wouldn’t sing. I f  it 
is Constantine, he would let us travel 
with him. W e’ve nothing to lose, and 
everything to gain. Besides, it ’s about 
time to camp.”

“ B u lly  fo r you,”  answered Kentucky, 
with his usual cheerfulness. “ H ey, get 
up there till we get this harness straight
ened o u t!”  he addressed the dogs, as he 
stirred them from  their rest.

They started forward again eagerly, 
with their noses in the air, and barking, 
as if  smelling the smoke of a camp; but 
when we were closer to it Malicula sud
denly began to slacken on his rope, and 
his ru ff was raised, and he turned and 
looked at me, whining. Even as I  
started toward him he raised his white 
throat and broad, gray w olf head into 
the air, and sent forth a melancholy 
howl that sent shivers creeping up and 
down my spine.

“ Now , what do you suppose made 
him do that?”  Kentuck shouted, as the 
other dogs joined the wailing chorus.

“ I ’m afraid,”  I  said, “ that there’s 
something wrong up there. Come back 
and take the handles.”

I  went forw ard, and patted the leader 
with a reassuring caress, and he looked 
up at me with his intelligent eyes, and 
followed when I  spoke to him. The 
team straightened out, and the sled 
surged forward slowly, as I  led the way. 
I  came to an open spot across which 
the two white trails led, and saw, not

more than a hundred feet away, in  the 
gloom of the day, the squat shape o f a 
prospector’s tent thrown between two 
trees. Th e  birches and firs stood there 
denuded, like an oasis on the borders of 
a far-flung spread o f white beyond, 
leading up to a low hill. I t  was true 
that smoke was crawling laggardly up
ward, and a droning voice was wailing 
undistinguishable words. Th e  dogs 
pulled back, and I  urged them forward. 
Th e  voice went on monotonously, and 
as I  came closer I  could hear nothing 
but a singsong, without language or 
meaning.

“ H e llo !”  I  shouted, to announce our 
coming, and listened. The  singsong did 
not cease, but continued as steadily as 
beforet I  looked back at Kentuck, and 
we walked forw ard together, leaving 
the dogs huddled on the trail, with the 
nose o f the sled wedged against the base 
o f a tree, so they could not overturn it 
or escape.

Again we called at the outside o f the 
tent, but without eliciting response or 
cessation o f the song. W e opened the 
tent fly, which had been loosely lashed, 
and looked inside. Resting on his back 
beneath his blankets, and with his hands 
under his head, was a white man. W e 
entered, and I  looked down into his eyes. 
Apparently he was delirious, and per
haps dying.

“ Don’t you know who it is?” whis
pered Kentuck in my ear, as if  fearing 
to stop that chant.

“ N o ,”  I  whispered back, my voice 
sounding loud and harsh in that still
ness, broken only by the humming of 
the man in the blankets. '

“ I t ’s Sparhawk, the feller we saw at 
Singer’s dance. Somethin’s the matter 
with him.”

I  leaned over, and called his name, 
and after a time he stared back at me, 
became silent, and then rolled over on 
his side, and feebly put another small 
stick o f wood into the stove, as if  the 
habit o f winter trails and camps had 
survived his reason— an automatic 
action instilled in men when life de
pends on heat. I  dragged from my 
pocket my brandy flask, kept for emer
gencies only, and put it to his lips. I
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had to drag it away from  him, lest he 
empty it. I t  appeared to revive him. 
H e  rolled over to one elbow, and 'his 
eyes lost their strange, uncanny glare.

“ G ru b !” he said. “ F o r God’s sake 
give me somethin’ to eat. I ’ve lived on
raw oatmeal— years— years and;--------
W here’s Royce? O h , yes, I  recollect 
now. W h o  are you? Seems like I  
know you. Yo u  ain’t---------”

“ I  am the man you saw at Singer’s 
dance,”  I  said, speaking loudly, as if  be
lieving I  must shout to make him un
derstood. “ W hat’s the matter with 
you ?”

\ H e turned over again, and then fell 
back, as if  exhausted, on his blankets, 
and asked fo r food, his reiterated 
“ G ru b ! G ru b !” sounding painfully in 
sistent.

I  looked around the little tent. It  
was littered everywhere in confusion, 
as if  in his illness Sparhawk had rifled 
it, and stolen from  himself. He had 
subsided now, and lay there with his 
eyes closed in a ghastly way, with the 
whites showing, as if  physical strength 
were insufficient to. close them.

I  turned with Kentucky, and hurried 
outside. W e took the lashings off the 
sled in haste, and I  went back into the 
tent with a stew kettle and a strip o f 
the precious frozen moose meat in my 
hand. The wood was almost exhausted, 
and Sparhawk still lay with his eyes 
closed in that same half-dead way. I  
feared for an instant that he was dead, 
and leaned over to catch his faint breath
ing. He did not look like the strong 
man I  had seen that night at the squaw 
dance. I  wondered what could have 
brought him to this, fo r it scarcely 
seemed that starvation alone could have 
been so deadly. I'fe a red  that he was 
dying, and hastened my preparations, 
through which he slept in that same in
ert way.

I  heard Kentuck having trouble with 
the dogs.

“ Hang it a ll!”  he said, “ they’re afraid 
of somethin’. W hat shall I  do with 
’em? T ie  ’em up?”

“ Yes,” I  called back softly, and heard 
him go about this task, then the ring of 
his ax as he felled a tree fo r fuel.

“ Feed the dogs,”  I  called, “ and maybe 
they’ll get over it. A nd  give them a fish 
each to-night, so'they’ll feel better.”

“ Good medicine,” I  heard his re
sponse.

Then I  aroused Sparhawk and poured 
the steaming broth down his throat 
as I  lifted him up with a hand be
hind his shoulders. I  gave him all I  
dared, then laid him back on the blank
ets, and he again went to sleep. I  went 
outside, and carried in our supplies, 
dropping to my knees inside the tent, 
and hungry, and wondering. The 
dogs, too tired to utter further protest, 
and too happy to find such an abundant 
meal, were smelling around the snow 
fo r last fragments of frozen fish. Ken
tucky came in with the blankets, and 
whispered, a^ if  fearing to arouse the 
sleeper: “ W hat’s he got to say?"

I  shook my head, and threw-the bacon 
in the pan, and stirred the flapjack bat
ter, preparatory to making • our bread 
supply. Kentuck sat there, staring at 
the recumbent Sparhawk for a time, 
then went out and filled the pan with 
snow, and put it where it could melt. I  
heard him pass outside, and go from 
dog to dog with a friendly word, as if  
they were still nervous, then wash his 
hands in snow torn from the bank 
around the foot o f the tent. The can
dle, stuck in a crotched stick, flared 
brighter, and I  poured the first batter in 
the fry in g  pan, and watched it come to a 
brown before flipping and turning it.

Kentucky entered, and piled some of 
his newly cut wood over the tent fly to 
hold it down, and ^t my suggestive nod 
picked up the first pancake and strips of 
bacon, and rolled them into a convenient 
handful. H e  ate solemnly and silently, 
staring thoughtfully at Sparhawk, who 
still slept. I  lifted the Coeur d 'A lener’s 
head, and again held the broth to his 
lips. Th is  time it was stronger; but he 
swallowed greedily, and then, without 
word or look, fell asleep.

W e had finished our meal, seen to it 
that the dogs were asleep, and washed 
out our cooking utensils before Spar
hawk awoke. Then he suddenly tried 
to sit up, and fell back, clutching his 
side. The strength of his delirium had
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deserted him, and he lay there staring 
at us, but w ith sane eyes.

“ H o w  did you get here ?”  he croaked 
feebly.

“ O ver the trail,”  Kentuck answered, 
w ith an assumption o f cheerfulness.

Sparhawk appeared to be try ing  to 
remember.

“ W e’re north, ain’t we ? A  long ways 
from  anywhere ?”

“ W e are,”  I  answered. “ W e’ve been 
follow ing what we think must have been 
your tra il.”

Again he lay quiet for a moment, and 
then sa id : “ A nd the Hatchet’s ?”

“ I  suppose so.”
The  pause was longer this time, and 

he appeared to be thinking over some
thing. I  thought it best to give him 
more o f the broth, which had now be
come thick and nourishing, and he 
weakly let me lif t  him up, and hold it 
to his lips. I t  seemed to strengthen 
him somewhat, and his eyes appeared 
more thoughtful.

“ Y o u  know where he’s headin’ for, 
then?”

I  nodded my head, as did Kentuck.
“ W ell, then you know that he’s after 

the red gold. I ’ve been— I ’ve been goin’ 
out fo r so long that I  lost count o f the 
days. I  can’t make it. I ’m a goner. 
I ’m goin’ to cash in. Maybe I ’d best 
tell you how it happened. The  Hatchet 
got me. Come over here and look.”

H e clawed with his emaciated hands 
at the blankets, and I  pulled them down, 
to draw back, shocked. H is  whole 
shoulder was crudely swathed, but the 
stained bandages had fallen away, and 
been displaced in that instinctive effort 
to keep alive, maintained through his 
delirium, and a gaping wound was ex
posed, such as that made by a heavy, 
slow-moving bullet when its force has 
been almost expended. I t  led through 
the upper part of his lung, as nearly as 
I  could judge, and was a frigh tfu l hole.

“ The  Hatchet gave me that,”  he said. 
“ N o use try in ’ to fix it u p ! I ’rp a goner. 
Just give me some more of that soup.”

Again I  held the kettle to his lips, and 
he drained it greedily, feverishly. H e  
would have talked then, but I  made him 
keep quiet, and tried to dress his wound

as best I  might, athough he constantly 
assured me that it was a useless minis
tration. But it had this effect, that he 
went to sleep, exhausted, before I  had 
finished, and we laid out our blankets 
and did likewise, without his having 
said anything more. O n ly  now and 
then, through the night, the dogs howled 
as if  the air were filled with spirits of 
the dead.

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

“ W hat time is it now?”
Sparhawk’s voice, feeble and hoarse, 

aroused us. I t  was not daylight, and I  
struck a match, and looked at my watch. 
I t  was nearly eight o’clock in the morn
ing. I  hastily crawled from  my warm 
robe, and reached fo r the kindling, and 
thrust it into the little stove, and set lire 
to it. I t  was bitterly, bitingly cold, with 
that dead still cold that seems almost 
to stab.

“ I  didn’t want you to get up on my 
account,”  Sparhawk went on, in his 
labored voice, “ but I  jest wanted to 
know the time. I ’ve been thinkin’ a 
Jot.”

“ W ell, suppose you try  to go to sleep 
again,”  I  said. “ I t  w ill be warmer in a 
minute o r two, and I ’ll get that broth 
working, and wake you when it is good 
and hot.”

“ N o  use,”  he said; but, as if  reas
sured by my friendly presence, and com
forted by the warmth so quickly making 
the little tent comfortable, he was soon 
sleeping again, and I  cautiously made 
preparations fo r breakfast.

Kentucky, after turning restlessly to 
get his face away from  the light of the 
candle, began snoring. I  went outside 
the tent, where the stars were still shin
ing, and the dogs, as if  tired by their 
night o f restlessness, were now mere 
black spots in the holes which Kentuck 
had scooped fo r them in the snow. I  
did not arouse Kentuck until the break
fast was ready, fo r I  surmised that we 
should be compelled to lay up here for 
mere humanity’s sake, until Sparhawk 
was better, alive or dead. I t  was hard 
that we should have come so far to such 
an unfortunate end, spelling failure,
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probably; fo r one to pass on in such a 
crisis as this must have a heart o f stone. 
A n d  the food! I t  was getting scarcer 
by so many pounds each day.

W e finished our breakfast, and fed 
the dogs, and it was daylight before 
Sparhawk awoke. I  gave him the 
steaming broth again, and he made a 
feeble effort to smoke, but it  was the 
effort o f the mind trying to resume 
habit, and he soon tossed the cigarette 
to one side. H e  looked up at us, and I  
saw that his eyes had even a less virile  
fire than on the night before. The  man 
was dying, and he knew it, and faced it.

“ A n y  w olf signs ?”  he suddenly asked.
“ W hy, no. None that we have seen,” 

Kentuck answered.
“ A nd it ain’t snowed none since—  

since I ’ve been here?”
“ N o, the trails are still clear and 

sharp.”
“ Then I  want you to get ’em and bury 

’em. Th a t is, put ’em up in the trees 
where the wolves can’t get ’em,”  he said, 
and Kentuck and I  stared at him, won
dering if  his mind had been delivered to 
delirium.

“ W ho do you mean?”  I  asked, bend
ing forward, and looking at him.

“ Royce, my pardner, and that squaw, 
M a ry .”

W e were on our knees now, and 
looking at him open-mouthed.

“ Yes, they’re dead,”  he added. 
“ Y o u ’ll find Royce just out at the edge 
o f this patch o f trees, on the north side. 
Then, farther to the east, I  think you’ll 
find her. Both shot. Go and see, won’t 
you ? I  could rest better, it seems to me, 
knowin’ that they’ve been— been cared 
for. T h e y ’ve been askin’ me to see to it, 
when I  was here alone, goin’ out and 
starvin’ because I  didn’t have strength 
to do more than grab raw oatmeal and 
bacon, and put on a little more o f the 
wood. Royce was always great fo r cut- 
tin ’ wood. H e  always piled enough up 
in each camp to last a week. I  owe him 
that much.”

W e hurried out o f the tent after re
filling the stove to its capacity, and made 
our way toward the northern part o f 
the timber. The dogs began to howl 
again, that same unearthly call o f re

quiem. W e  had not fa r to look. There 
were tracks where men had run back
ward and forward, as if  dodging behind 
trees, two freshly cut stumps where 
Royce had cut wood, and then we found 
his body. I t  was doubled up behind a 
tree, w ith the face in the snow, with a 
rifle lying beside it. H e  had two bullet 
wounds, as we could make out from  the 
stains on the snow, and such examina
tion as could be made of him under con
ditions.

“ Le t’s get him into the crotch o f  a 
tree,”  Kentuck said softly, and we 
adopted that primitive method, in the 
bitter cold, o f giving him the most fit
ting tomb we could master. W e carried 
him far away from  the camp where he 
had died, however, as we did not know 
how long we might be there. Three of 
the dogs howled dismally as we passed 
them, but the fourth lay still and inert, 
lifting  a slow head, and running out a 
tongue that was not red. Even in that 
moment o f gruesomeness, I  noticed it 
with a sinking of the heart, fo r it meant 
that another dog, one of my original lot, 
was doomed; but I  said nothing to Ken
tucky as we lifted that frozen body up 
into the branches after emptying the 
pockets, lashed it to the limbs laid in the 
boughs, and left it to its rest.

“ H e  said to the east,”  Kentuck mut
tered, as we retraced our steps. “ I  
wonder how it all happened! Poor g i r l ! 
T h e  ‘B ig  Chicken’ I  called her in  a joke. 
N ow  I  must call her M ary. I t  seems 
more fitting.”

W e began circling along the outer 
edge o f the trees, seeking, yet dread
ing to find, that second relic o f a trag
edy which we could not understand. 
She was there, laid out on the snow, 
with her arms fo lded ; but, to our sur
prise, a breastwork o f  fallen trees, al
most impregnable, had been barricaded 
across her form  to protect her from  the 
ravages of beasts. W e tore them away, 
and spent an hour constructing such a 
rest as we could between the trees, and 
then went back to the tent, and found a 
blanket, in which we bound her body as 
we lifted her up to that crude sepulcher. 
H e r face was unmarred, and her eyes 
were closed. She had been shot from
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behind, and death must have been in
stantaneous. F o r this at least we were 
glad that she had passed without suffer
ing ; but we wondered w hy or how.

“ I ’m goin’ to do one thing more,”  
Kentuck said softly, “ before we leave 
here. I ’m goin’ to make a cross fo r her. 
Y o u  see, I  knew her, and she was Con
stantine’s sister. H e ’d like it better if  
he knew that she was put to rest like 
a C hristian ; like some one who had been 
to school at H o ly  Cross M ission.”

I  agreed w ith him, and we cut two 
saplings that we could take into the tent, 
thaw, and peel, fo r that humble head- 
mark o f the young woman who had paid 
her life fo r the red gold. I  do not think 
we felt as much sympathy fo r Royce, of 
whose antecedents we had heard noth
ing creditable, and o f whose end we 
were still unaware. But it did seem 
hard that this Indian g irl should have 
delivered her life so uselessly, when but 
a few weeks before we had seen her 
dancing vainly with the gaudy mocca
sins in a smoke-filled hut back in the 
camp. The  camp! That was hundreds 
o f mile? away, and now seemed the 
heart o f civilization fu lly  developed!

I t  was after noon by the time we had 
performed these simple services for the 
dead, and we went back to the tent, and 
warmed water for our hands, and piled 
more fuel in the stove, which, from  
time to time, we had replenished.

“ Y o u — you put ’em away? Put ’em 
away right, did you? I  heard your 
axes.”  Sparhawk rolled his head feebly 
toward me and asked.

“ Yes. In  the very best way we 
could.”  _ . _

“ I ’m glad. I  think it makes it easier 
fo r me. A nd— say— you ’ll do as much 
fo r me?”

“ I f  we have to ; but, pshaw! Y o u  
haven’t left us y e t! Brace up.”

“ O h, what’s the use in your try in ’ to 
con me ? I  k n ow ! I ’m ’most in. Y o u  
can go to cuttin’ the poles now. I t  
won’t bother me. I ’m ready to go. The  
game’s over.”

In  the face o f that brave submission I  
could not dissemble w ith false, encour
aging words, fo r I  knew, as well as did 
he, that it was a matter o f but a few

hours. H e  did not say anything more 
until we had made our meal, and I  had 
examined and done what I  could fo r the 
stricken dog. But that loss to ourselves, 
vita l as it was, was forgotten in the rec
ollection o f the graver tragedies which 
we had brought to a close. Sparhawk 
recurred to it himself, and all the time 
his strength was rapidly failing.

“ A  buck up at F o rt Ham lin told me 
and Royce about this red gold and its 
cuss,”  he said, looking at me as I  sat 
beside him. “ W e came down to N eu - 
cloviat, hopin’ to find out somethin’ 
about it. Then we heard that Barstow 
was dead, and about give up. M a ry  and 
her brother comes back. She shows up 
w ith the moccasins with the nuggets on 
’em, and she tells Royce that the woman 
that dies told her what Barstow had said 
about his findin’ the gold, and where it 
w as; but she won’t tell Royce; H e  
plans to m arry her, but along comes 
this Hatchet.”

He twisted in his blankets with pain, 
and I  tried to make him more comfort
able ; but he was querulous, and wanted 
to finish his story. Perhaps as a vindi
cation of his own part in the affair.

“ The  Hatchet and Royce sized each 
other up. The buck knew that Royce 
was after the g irl, and he was after her, 
and I  guess it was fo r the same reason 
— to find where that cussed gold came 
from. I  wish to Heaven we’d never 
heard o f i t ! But she takes to the Sioux. 
Y o u  remember that night at the dance? 
W ell, Royce was for k illin ’ him then. I  
wish I ’d have let him do it. I  was an 
idiot that I  didn’t !

“ W e found that the Hatchet had won 
her, and says Royce to m e: ‘W e’ll watch 
the buck. H e ’s after the gold, because 
he knows what gold’ll do. W e’ll watch 
the buck!’ So from  that time we never 
paid no attention to this M ary, but the 
Hatchet couldn’t cook a bean without 
our knowin’ it. Royce and me took 
turns. Maybe the Hatchet knew it. 
I ’m not sure that he did, or that he 
didn’t. I f  he did he showed some guts, 
because he kept his trap shut, and just 
led us on, and on, till he got us where 
he wanted us.

“ W e saw him pull out, and he met
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the g ir l down by the Ramparts. I t  was 
all made up, I  guess, between them. W e 
went back to the camp, and got our 
dogs and outfit, which had been lashed 
to the sled fo r a week, just waitin’ fo r  
this. W e kept behind ’em all the time, 
and the Hatchet either let on he didn’t 
know we were follerin ’ him, o r kept 
from  showin’ it. H e  took us farther 
than we reckoned he would go, but we 
hung on like coyotes on a herd.

“ B y  and by we got careless like, and 
one o f ou r dogs died, and the wolves 
got another, and we had to leave one, 
and it was hard sleddin’. The  wolves 
was around us nearly all the time. 
T h e y ’d come nights, out in the woods, 
lean and hungry, and try  to get the 
dogs; but we always drove ’em off. 
Maybe it was the.shots let the Hatchet 
know he was bein’ chased. I  don’t know 
about that. Then we camped here. 
Some time. I  don’t know when. I t  
seems like three o r fou r years ago, now.

“ W e killed one o f our last dogs to 
feed the others. Grub was gettin’ 
scarcer all the time. W e got up in  the 
mornin’ to break camp. Royce goes out 
to see whether the w ind’s come up to 
fill the Hatchet’s trail. I  was in the 
tent. H e  yells fo r me, and I  knows by 
the sound somethin’s wrong. I  runs 
out. B in g !  goes a rifle off in that patch 
o f timber you ’ll see about a hundred 
yards ahead, and Royce begins to run 
back toward the tent. H e  runs in, and 
says to me: ‘I t ’s the Hatchet. H e ’s 
after us.’

“ Then he grabs his rifle, and starts 
back out. H e  makes it to the trees 
where you found him, and I ’m try in ’ to 
see where the S ioux is. There was an
other crack, and I  heard Royce ye ll: 
‘Get your g u n ! Q u ic k ! H e ’s plugged 
m e!’ I  runs back to the tent, and while 
I ’m inside I  hears another shot or two, 
and then, when I  comes out, there’s an
other, and Royce, my pardner, is crum
plin’ up like a busted egg, and the rifle 
falls out o f his hand. I ’m sore, and 
run to see i f  I  can help him, when I  
hear another shot, and a ball takes past 
my head.

“ W ell, that made me hotter’n ever, 
and I  ran outside the woods to  see.

There stands the Hatchet, w ith  his gun 
up, takin’ aim at me. I  gets behind a 
tree, just as he shoots, although it ’s no 
bigger’n you r thumb.”

Sparhawk stopped to cough in the 
ghastly, broken-lunged cough of a dy
in g  man, and it was a fu ll three min
utes before we could get him comfort
able again, and then he laid there fo r 
some time, gasping, before he spoke.

“ W here was I  ? O h , yes. About the 
Hatchet. H e  started back toward the 
woods, as if  try in ’ to draw me out. H e  
did, because I  was sore, so sore I ’d have 
gone to hell to have felt his sorrel throat 
in  my hands. The  trees was in the 
way, so I  stepped to the open. I  lifts 
the rifle to shoot, and just as my finger 
was on the trigger somethin’ happened. 
I  heard a y e ll! I t  was that M ary, and 
she run out and got between me and 
him before I  could stop my finger. I  
could have shot myself when I  see her 
fall. I  hadn’t nothin’ agin’ her. I  sort 
o f liked her. And there she went down, 
like a sack o f salt with the bottom cut, 
slow like.

*“I dropped my gun down and cussed, 
and would have gone over to see how 
bad she was hurt. The Hatchet is above 
her. I  don’t look at him. I ’m sorry for 
her. Then comes something that knocks 
me over, there’s a streak of red fire 
through me, and as I  fall the sound of a 
shot. Th a t Hatchet’s got m e!

“ I  don’t know what it was made me 
lie still when somethin’ kicked me in 
the ribs. Maybe because I  was too 
weak to open my eyes, and didn’t care. 
I  knew without Rookin’ at him that the 
Hatchet did it, and that he was standin’ 
there over me to see whether I  was done 
fo r o r not. I  reckon he thought I  was, 
fo r he went on over, and from  where I  
could lay I  saw he done the same to 
poor old Royce. H e ’s a ravin’ madman, 
and is mutterin’ to himself. He gets 
our ax, and I  hear him slashin’, and I  
worked m y hand up, and stuffed my 
parka into the hole he’d drilled in me, 
and waited.

“ I  guess I  went off onct or twice, and 
it’s a wonder I  didn’t cash in then. 
W hen I  come to I  heard an ax, then it 
stopped, and through my eyewinkers I
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see the Hatchet make fo r the tent, as i f  
he was in a h urry . H e  takes what he 
wants, grabs our other two dogs, and 
away he goes, stoppin’ only onct, and 
that was when he passed the place where 
M a ry  lay. Then he went on. I  waited 
a long time. The  cold had kind o f 
stopped the blood. I  crawled back to 
where m y pardner was. -A lready he 
was cold. I t  took me an hour to make 
the tent, and when I  come to the next 
time, I  was about froze. There  was 
coals left, and I  put in some of the pile 
o f wood Royce had cut, and got into the 
blankets, and went off again.”

H e  coughed violently, and Kentucky 
threw more wood into the stove, and 
handed me the flask, as i f  suggesting 
that it might prolong Sparhawk’s life. 
I  gave the dying man another dram of 
it, and he strengthened momentarily, 
and went on, as if  eager to be through:

“ I t  seemed to me it must have been 
a year that I  was here alone, w ith them 
outside there in  the cold, and me crawl
in ’ out to get the last o f the sticks Royce 
had cut. I  know’d I  had to make ’em 
last a long time, because I  was too weak 
to cut any more, and so, sometimes fo r 
what seemed like two or three days, I ’d 
let the fire go out after I ’d clawed off 
a piece o f blanket to make another start 
with. Sometimes I  think I  slept a week.

“ Things began to come to the tent—  
the Hiftchet, M a ry  askin'- me to tell Con
stantine, and Royce sayin’, ‘The  
wolves’ll get me if  you don’t get up and 
make a cache. Yo u  ain’t goin’ to leave 
me out there in the cold, are you, pard ?’ 
and then I ’d try  to get up, and fall over 
again. And I  couldn’t cook stuff, be
cause I  was too tired, and it hurt too 
bad, and I  ate. the grub raw. A nd  a lot 
o f fellers I  know’d down in the Cceur 
d’Alenes, men that’s been dead a long 
time, came and sat around the blankets, 
and talked, and said I  was about due, 
and then it didn’t seem so bad, and 
everything got blurred like, and I  felt 
better. A ll I  had to do was to put in a 
stick o f  wood now and then, remem
berin’ all the time that when it was gone 
I  was done fo r, and I  didn’t care so 
much, at that.”

H e  was babbling again, and Kentucky

got up and went outside, as i f  he could 
not endure the sound, while I  sat by his 
side, and tried to soothe him. H is  mind 
ran on the trail and other actions. Spar- 
hawk was one of the dynamiters, all 
right. I  learned that while I  sat there 
by his side at the end. I t  came late at 
night, and was preceded by clarity, that 
strange g ift of God, as i f  H e  lends time 
fo r review to those whose lives are 
done.

I t  was late, and still, and cold out
side, snapping cold, when Sparhawk 
suddenly lifted himself to his elbows, 
and said, in a hollow, far-aw ay voice, as 
if  he were already speaking from  be
yond the pale:

“ I ’m goin’ now. A nd  I ’m not afraid 1 
I t ’s the Hatchet’s winning. H e ’s got 
his satisfaction. H e ’s gone on after the 
gold— the red gold that was the kind on 
the moccasins, and it ’ll do him no good. 
H e ll itself made it red, and it ’ll redden 
the lives o f all them that goes after i t ! 
Y o u ’ve stood by me, and— thanks!”

H e  dropped back before that final 
w ord was spoken, and it came flutter
ing from  his lips to pass unheard in a 
silence less profound than that which 
engulfed us as we vainly tried to revive 
him, there in the cold heart o f the arctic 
wastes and the arctic night, and the 
candle, steadily burning in its stick, 
showed that he had died with a cynical 
leer on his face, as if  rid iculing us fo r 
our quest, and fo r the very act of paus
ing to be with him in the end.

Had either o f us been in his place, 
and he in ours, he might have passed 
on callously, justify ing  himself with the 
reasoning that to pause would not pro
long life, and that sooner or later all 
men must die. H a rd  had he lived, and 
hard did he die, up there in the end of 
the world, and we knew that from then 
on the trail would have but one set of 
sled marks, and one of moccasins’, to 
the very end, whatever that might be.

« .

C H A P T E R  X I V .
Something in us rebelled at laying the 

body o f Sparhawk beside that o f the 
poor g irl he had unintentionally killed, 
although to have done so would save
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time. So, hard pushed as we were, we 
paused long enough to build another 
platform in the trees, and laid the Coeur 
d’Alener there in his bound blanket.

E ve ry  hour was now precious to us, 
and yet we had to build one more cache 
in the trees near the tent on which to 
store what was left o f the food belong
ing to Sparhawk and Royce. Evidently 
the Hatchet, traveling light, had taken 
but little of it, and left the remainder 
scattered about, either through Sioux 
profligacy, o r because he was eager to 
get away from  the scene. Perhaps, also, 
as suggested by Kentucky, there had 
lurked in his mind the thought that with 
one mouth less to feed, he could reach 
his goal, and return "at leisure to seize 
the supplies o f the white men whom he 
had sped into eternity.

“ The  Hatchet’s trail is about fin
ished,” Kentuck said, as he thoughtfully 
wrapped some of the food into a com
pact bundle. “ It  looks to me as if  he has 
an idea he could come back here ’most 
any time, and get this grub.”

O f  the food there was not m uch; but 
even that slab of bacon, heel o f flour, 
few pounds o f oatmeal, can o f baking 
powder, and two sacks of cornmeal that 
we were to leave behind were worth 
their weight in gold. B u t we knew that 
we could not add a pound’s weight to 
our sled, because we were faced with 
another loss, and must go on, with but 
three dogs. I  knew that could we lay up 
fo r a week, there was a chance o f saving 
his life, and the four dogs were not ani
mals to me. Th ey were friends I  had 
petted fo r two years, and who loved me, 
as I  did them. I  wavered fo r a long 
time over that last sacrifice. A nd I  
could not be the executioner.

“ Kentuck,”  I  said, as we were making 
our last preparations, and had pegged 
the tent securely so that it might with
stand any sudden wind, “ I  can’t k ill that 
dog. Y o u ’ll have to do it.”

I t  was the only time I  ever knew him 
to falter. H e  turned squarely on me, 
and answered: “ I ’d as soon put a man 
to death as kill Keno. Y o u  do it, Tom . 
I t ’s all we can do. O f  course, he’s got 
to die. W e cain’t leave him here.”

“ I ’ll be hanged if  I  w i l l !”  I  retorted.

“ W ell, I  won’t, and that’s an end to 
my part o f it. Y o u ’ll have t o !”

I  looked at him, and saw that he 
would not, and so faced the necessary 
task. I  felt like a murderer as I  as
sured myself that m y gun was working, 
and took a long time to be sure o f it, fo r 
m y heart was heavy. I  stood outside 
the tent when Kentucky called:

“ Just wait about five minutes, won’t 
you, Tom ? Y o u  see, the fact is, I ’m 
like you. Keno and me has been 
friends, and he’s done his best fo r us, 
and he’s worked himself to death fo r us 
on this cussed trail, and— well, I  don’t 
want to hear the shot!”

H e  turned and hurried away, and I  
stood there with the gun in my hand in 
m y mackinaw pocket. I  walked out to 
where the dogs were. Three o f  them 
were up to greet me with wagging ta ils ; 
but Keno lifted only his head, and tried 
to tell me in his way that he was ill. I  
bent over him, and patted the faithful 
head, and he licked the hand that was 
preparing to put him out o f existence. 
I  held his head close up against my side, 
and he rested it there, as if  believing me 
his natural protector.

I  suppose that I  am a fo o l! I  sup
pose you w ill call me a fool when I  
tell you that I  couldn’t shoot, and that 
m y eyes were blinded! But I  slipped 
the pistol back, and picked Keno up in 
my arms, and carried him to the sled.

“ K entuck! O h, K entuck!” I  called. 
“ Come here.”

M y  trail partner came slowly toward 
me, and his face was grave.

“ I  didn’t hear it, tha^k H eaven!”  he 
said.

I  pointed at Keno, lying on the front 
end o f the sled, in a little bed made in 
its hollow tarpaulin.

“ I ’ll try  to pull harder to-day,”  I  said, 
and Kentucky Smith shoved out his 
hand.

“ Y o u  don’t have to,”  he said, “ be
cause I ’m goin’ to do about two men’s 
work myself.”

A nd so we resumed the trail, with 
an added burden of weight, and a dog 
less to help drag it across the snow; 
but to this day I  am unashamed.

W e learned that the Hatchet had
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camped but a mile ahead o f his pursuers 
on that fateful night, and, as fa r as we 
could read the story from  the snow, he 
had left M a ry  to pitch camp, and turned 
back to watch their preparations fo r the 
night. Evidently he had then returned, 
and in the morning made that desperate 
journey to annihilate his trackers. 
W here he had halted on that night were 
blackened sticks, and nearly all the 
tracks around were those o f the squaw 
who was unconsciously so near the end 
of life. O u t at one side was the frozen, 
famished body o f  another dog, that had 
evidently succumbed to the same scourge 
that was decimating our team. Th a t 
was all, ahd his trail led on toward the 
northern hills, that rose higher and 
higher in front o f us.

W e came to another place where he 
had halted. Another straggling stretch 
o f timber cut across a valley, and here 
we found a bundle. I t  consisted o f his 
stove, together with M a ry ’s extra cloth
ing and blankets, proving that the 
weight was telling on him, and that he 
was sacrificing everything, save food, to 
lighten his outfit.

W e hurried forw ard as fast as we 
could, without apprehension o f over
taking him very soon, fo r we knew that 
he must be at least three o r four days 
ahead of us. A nd of this we were not 
sorry, fo r the Hatchet had proved that 
following him was like crawling into a 
jungle thicket after a wounded tiger. 
Indeed, we speculated, as we tugged 
and dragged alongside our train-worn 
dogs, what cot Id be the outcome of our 
meeting, and whether we should have 
to kill him in self-defense, or, like Spar- 
hawk and Royce, we should come upon 
him too unexpectedly.

Keno, faithful, and striving to under
stand, insisted on getting off the sled 
at intervals, and staggering alongside. 
H e  would crowd up beside his old team
mates, and turn back appealing eyes, as 
i f  asking why we had taken him out o f 
the harness. H is  dumb distress haunted 
me continually as I  pushed at the sled 
handles, o r took my turn with a rope 
across my shoulders, pulling sometimes 
so hard that my snowshoes buried 
themselves in the softer places. Then

he would begin to lag behind, and we 
would have to pick him up and lay him, 
panting, on the sled again.

Another dog showed signs o f falling 
ill, by his lumbering gait, drooping tail, 
and irregular efforts at pulling, and dis
inclination to seize his scant rations.

“ I t ’s too bad,”  Kentucky said, as we 
stopped to make camp on the third 
night out from  the Sparhawk-Royce 
resting place. “ I t  looks as if  we’ll have 
to leave stove and tent, to lighten up, 
the same as the Hatchet. W e cain’t go 
much farther with this load, and an
other dog goin’ out o f business.”

I  did not answer, being too tire d ; but 
I  knew that he was not whimpering or 
complaining; merely stating inexorable 
truth. W e must lighten the load or 
abandon the chase, and the latter alter
native was unbearable. I t  had become 
an obsession with us. W e had come so 
far, over so many hundred miles of 
heartbreaking trail, through heart-chill
ing cold, that we would have died 
rather than turn back. W e were in the 
midst o f heavy trees, and it was already 
dark, fo r we had resolved always to 
make the camp where the Hatchet had 
stopped before resting, and this day had 
been long and hard. A nd the trees 
above us seemed gloomy as they stood, 
clouded firs with low-hanging limbs 
creeping along the ground, and silver 
birches, denuded by winter.

I t  was my night to do the cooking. 
W e unharnessed the dogs, and/gave 
them their fish, threw the line between 
the trees, and dragged the canvas across 
it, mounted the stqve with its battered 
pipe that refused to join, brought in the 
blankets, and opened the grub sack.

I  gathered near-by dead brush to 
start the fire, and had my hand in the 
flour sack and the sourdough can un
swaddled, when I  heard Kentuck’s ax 
swinging into the tree he had chosen fo r 
fuel. I  hoped it would have soft 
boughs on the end that we could drag 
in fo r a mattress over the snow, be
cause I  was deathly tired and stiff. M y  
scant supply of brush was almost ex
hausted, and I  went out and found some 
more, in the still white of the snow, and 
under the thin light o f the stars.
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“ Got it ’most down?” I  shouted, as 
the ax rested.

“ Yes! Just a minute m ore!”
There were two o r three more swing

ing strokes, and then the crash o f the 
falling tree as its fronds swept down
ward to the bed of snow. I t  seemed to 
me that I  heard an exclamation, and I  
waited an instant, with an armload o f 
brush, to hear the ax resume. A  pre
monitory chill attacked me, and fo r 
some inexplicable reason I  shouted: 
“ Kentuck!”

There was no answer, and I  started 
toward him, forgetting that my snow- 
shoes were sticking in the snow outside 
the tent.

“ Oh, T o m ! Come here! I ’m afraid 
you’ll have to help me,”  I  heard his 
voice, and even then I  distinguished in 
it a strained note.

I  ran to the snowshoes, slipped my 
feet into the thongs, and hurried over 
the snow. Once I  almost fell as in  the 
darkness they tangled in the tops of 
brush concealed by the snow beneath.

“ Here I  am,”  the voice called, and 
I  turned in its direction, to find him ly 
ing under the fallen tree on his back.

“ I  can’t get clear,”  he said, “ and 
somehow, Tom , I ’m afraid one of my 
legs is caught. I t  hurts, and I  can’t use 
it. Help me out, won’t you ?”

I  tried to drag him fre e ; but had to 
desist because it pained him. Th e  tree 
was not large, but was too heavy for me 
to lift. I  cut a sapling, and tried to 
move it with this lever, but it turned 
soggishly, and then fell back into place, 
its limbs clinging to the snow in which 
they were imbedded. I  hurriedly cut 
another sapling in the darkness, and 
worked it underneath as a support, then 
cut the tree in two, every blow tortur
ing my pinioned companion. I  got him 
free at last, and he made a heroic effort 
to rise ; but he could not. I  thought it 
must be his snowshoes, and burrowed 
under with my hands to unfasten the 
long, clumsy frames. Again he tried, 
and then settled back.

“ O ld  man,” he said, “ it ’s no use. M y  
right leg is broken somewhere below the 
knee. I  can feel the bone grate when I  
twist. I t ’s all up with u s !”

I  hurried back and got the sled, and 
lifted him on it, and dragged it to the 
tent, where the fire was almost out. I  
piled in the remnant of my brush, and 
unrolled the blankets on the snow.

“ T r y  to stick it out a few minutes,”  I  
said, “ while I  get some wood. W hat
ever else we have to have, the first is 
fire.”

I  rushed back out, and worked madly 
there in the gloom, cutting sufficient 
wood to last fo r a, while, and then re
turned with it piled on the sled. And, 
surmising that it might be serious, I  
slashed off and brought back with me 
the top boughs o f the tree, to protect 
the blankets from  the snow. I  refilled 
the stove, piled the boughs deeply and 
smoothly, and helped him to roll off the 
blankets until I  could lay him upon this 
comfortabe couch. I  made three other 
candlesticks, and, reckless of the ex
penditure o f light, put the tent in a 
blaze. W ithout much effort I  removed 
his trousers. O u r fears were con
firmed. H is  right leg was broken— a 
compound fracture that woidd be seri
ous anywhere, but here might be fa ta l!

I  began to straighten it out. The 
stove roared to a red heat, and the tent 
was hot. A s yet the moment o f acute 
suffering had not come to his nerves.

“ I t  was my snowshoe,”  he gasped, as 
I  worked over him, forgetting all else 
at the moment. “ The  heel caught in the 
brush as I  stepped back in the dark. 
I t  wasn’t a big tree, but it caught me 
just right, as I  fell while try ing  to stand 
clear of it. W hat on earth are we to do 
now ?”  (

“ Stay here till it gets better,”  I  as
serted, and he did not answer. “ I ’ll 
have to hurt you while I  try  to set it, 
old man; but you must bear it. W ait 
till I  cut one of the blankets fo r band
ages to hold it .”

I  had seen crude surgery performed, 
but to see and perform is different. I  
cannot detail the hour o f agony that fo l
lowed as I  did my best; how the sweat 
stood out on his forehead, and his hands 
clenched and unclenched, and he 
twisted, and writhed, and bit his lip s ; 
but he did not surrender, or lose con
sciousness, as I  did my best, and laid
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thin sticks o f  wood alongside the broken 
leg, and wrapped the woolen strips 
around to hold them in place. H e  went 
to a pain-disturbed, broken sleep at 
last; but it was daylight when I  com
pleted my task. I  went out, and by can
dlelight cut birch trees o f the right 
size, selected my pieces, brought them 
in, and thawed them by the stove, and 
then peeled off the bark, and made 
splints such as are used by the lum
bermen. Admirable and efficacious!

U tte rly  worn out, I  crept outside to 
pile up more fuel and feed the dogs. 
Beside the tent lay a still, brown heap. 
I t  was Keno, dead. W e were one dog 
less, and I  had lost my pet. I t  seemed 
to me as if  everything in the world 
were against us as I  swung my ax blade 
into the remnants o f the tree that had 
been our undoing. I  made the break
fast without disturbing Kentuck, then 
aroused him. He. was fa r better than I  
had thought he would be, his splendid 
youth and constitution, his uninjured 
body kept clean and abstemious all his 
life , now repaying him.

“ I t  aches like the devil,”  he said, “ but 
I  reckon that cain’t be helped. I  can 
eat, all right, and that’s somethin’ to be 
mighty thankful fo r. W hen did you 
work those out?” H e  saw the crude 
splints.

“ Last night,”  I  said. “ Th ey w ill 
have to be used as best we can, inas
much as we have nothing else.”

I  did not tell him that the faithful 
Keno was dead, but went out to put the 
dog’s body in the branches o f a tree. 
The  wolves should not have h im ! 
W hen I  returned, Kentuck called to rest, 
and I  threw myself on the blankets by 
his side, and was soon fast asleep. ' A t  
intervals he awoke me when he moved, 
and I  crawled up to put more fuel in 
the stove. Outside the dogs sniffed 
round the tent fly, and the short arctic 
day swept on across the sky.

I  slept four hours, and then went out 
again, and cut wood as long as the light 
lasted, and piled it by the fly, and made 
the tent comfortable with a view to a 
prolonged stay; but all the time my 
heart was sinking when I  thought o f 
our scant food.

W hen I  went to rest that night, Ken
tuck appeared better, but still lay there 
thinking about something, and now and 
then his face twitched with pain. It  
was dawn when he awoke me— not the 
dawn o f the Southland, but of those 
chill latitudes into which we had pene
trated in this foolish chase.

“ I ’ve been thinkin’,” he drawled, as 
I  made our simple breakfast. "A n d  it ’s 
this w a y : W e’ve come this far, and 
now, almost when we must be near the 
end of the trip, and when grub is about 
gone, and dogs ’most dead, I  have to 
have this hard luck. And I  don’t be
lieve much in luck, as a rule. There ’s 
just one way out o f it. Tom , you ’ve 
got to go on alone.”

I  turned on him with protest. He 
silenced me, as he lay there on his 
blankets and bed o f boughs.

“ N o  use, old man,”  he said, “ it ’s the 
only way. Y o u  cain’t do nothin’ much 
fo r me here that I  cain’t do myself. 
Y o u  can fill the tent with wood, so it’ll 
be close. Y o u  can bank the tent, and 
brace her so she won’t sag or blow over. 
Y o u  can make kindlin’ and get grub up 
around me so’s I  won’t starve, and I ’ll 
be good,for four o r five days, or longer, 
and that’s all it’s goin’ to take.”

“ But I  might go farther.”
‘Then you ’d die, because the grub 

wouldn’t last. A nd if  you sat here 
we’re goners. A nd if  you don’t go, 
’most any night there may come a wind, 
and out goes the trail of the Hatchet. 
I t ’s stay here and die, or go on and 
take a chance of makin’ good. Tom , 
you ’ve got to go on, and you’ve got to 
go as soon as you ckn!”

F o r an hour we argued,, with him on 
the blankets and I  squatted by h im ; 
then I  hacf to agree. So it was that I  
again worked late, and did all I  could, 
and made ready fo r my start into that 
still, stretching waste on the trail of the 
Sioux.

C H A P T E R  X V .

I t  was harder now that I  was alone, 
scant as was my load. I  had but two 
dogs, Malicula, loyal and steady, and 
Barsick, the undemonstrative, as com
panions ; fo r another dog had been left
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behind, back there in the tent in the 
woods, where Kentuck was alone.

A ll day long we tugged together, dogs 
and master. So long had Malicula fo l
lowed those other sled tracks, traced 
out like a faint road in  the snow, and 
frozen into little rough lines, that he 
took the road instinctively. F o r  hours 
at a stretch, I  did not look at the land 
around me, save to remember land
marks, looking backward and stamping 
on my memory the details that I  must 
remember fo r my return in  case the 
shroud o f snow obliterated the trail:

N ow  it was a hummock in the wide 
expanse; then it was a group o f trees. 
Again it would be a lone pinnacle o f a 
hill, and a wide tundra, where I  noted 
my compass, and dragged off m y mit
tens to write, with stiff, cramped fingers, 
the pointing of the needle. I  was di
vided between two cares— solicitude to 
remember the backward route to where 
lay that brave, helpless, crippled man; 
and watchfulness ahead.

O n  the sled in front o f me, caught by 
a mere string that could be broken, lay 
Dan’s rifle, loaded; fo r I  proposed to 
take no chances in case o f conflict with 
the desperate Indian adventurer ahead. 
Not only was my own life  at stake, but 
that of Kentuck, left behind, and to 
whom sooner o r later I  must return and 
assist, lest he die there miserably, in 
that terrible isolation. A nd always I  
was alert, constantly fearing that I  
should come upon the Hatchet so close 
that he would sense me, and lie in am
bush to murder. Again I  would steady 
myself with the thought, repeated aloud, 
that he would not pause until he came 
to those high mountains where stood 
three pinnacles, in distorted shapes, the 
pinnacles o f the legend and the curse.

I  camped late, and was grateful, in a 
peculiarly puerile way, to the Hatchet 
fo r having left me a wikiup, which 
gave shelter and a bed o f boughs, the 
remnants o f a charred log, and a piece 
o f a snowshoe thong. I  had but a robe, 
and the dogs slept on either side o f me, 
their warm bodies lending comfort—  
Malicula bravely taking the outer edge, 
and the worn Barsick, black-coated, the 
inner. I  talked to them as we ate to

gether, and laid down to rest together, 
and I  knew fo r the first time the depths 
o f  canine sympathy and companionship. 
A h , I  was learning; and coming nearer 
to nature’s heart, away off up there in 
the frozen, uncharted lands on which 
God H im self seemed to have set H is  
seal o f isolation!

I  slept late, because I  was tired out, 
and took the tra il reluctantly. Ahead 
o f me was nothing but the rolling tun
dra. I  may have plodded hours without 
noticing it, but I  suddenly discovered 
something new and foreboding in the 
pale signs o f the snow. They were 
tracks, huge and menacing, the tracks 
o f timber wolves. Th ey ventured along
side that other trail, and at times passed 
over it, obliterating it with the marks of 
broad, spread pads.

Persistently they were there, always 
defined remorselessly, as if  they had 
scented and followed the Hatchet, and 
bided their time, as he must have bided 
his when he knew that behind him were 
men whom he proposed to make his 
prey. Th ey were still there when the 
dusk made the tra iling difficult, and I  
stopped watching them, leaving it to the 
intelligence o f the great, gray beast 
ahead to keep the tracks, and bring me 
to a camping place. H e  stopped at last, 
and we were in a little draw, where w il
lows, swept by early winter winds, 
reared their tops above the snow, mel
ancholy and plumelike.

O n  this night there was no friendly 
shelter o f trees, only those thin 
branches, congealed in the icy cold, still 
and immovable, above,the place where 
the Hatchet had slept, and where we 
slept. But to-night the dogs huddled 
closer.

In  the morning I  bent over to study 
the strange w riting  around me. There 
was something peculiar in it. I  stopped 
and picked it up. I t  was an empty shell 
o f a repeating rifle. I  found another. 
Again my foot struck something hard. 
I t  was the skull o f a dog, polished to 
an ivo ry  white. I  wandered farther, 
more intent on my search. I  found an
other skull, this time of a w olf, and 
farther out the vertebrae o f two other 
dogs. A round all was that confusion
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o f tracks. I  hurried out in  widening 
circles to examine the trail in the dim 
light o f the morning. I t  was plain.

W hen the Hatchet left that camp he 
had no dogs, but pulled his sled alone. 
The  good fight he had made had not 
saved his team from that rriurderous 
and silent horde of gray. Th ey had fo l
lowed him, and fallen on his dogs, and 
though he shot to protect them, had 
feasted upon them and their own dead. 
The wolves were his final enemies. A  
chill went through my heart, and yet I  
reasoned that, inasmuch as I  had heard 
no cry, they must have passed on, and 
I  prayed to God they would not scent 
me and return.

Purposely I  delayed when I  found his 
next camp, which was early in the even
ing. I  waited until the light was strong, 
and studied it. The  w olf tracks were 
nowhere around. I  sighed with relief 
as we started, fo r it proved to me that 
after that one desperate raid they had 
followed him no farther.

I  passed with a lighter heart up a 
long series of low -lying hills, and then, 
at the top, paused with a long cry  o f 
excitement.

Shining in the distance, as cold and 
hard as signposts of fate, were three 
pinnacles rising from  a chain o f low 
mountains. Ghastly and white they ap
peared when outlined against the dense 
blue of the sky. A nd the trail headed 
toward them, straight as the flight o f an 
arrow. Th ey paled away as the day 
died out, and I  did not hasten, fearing 
all the time to surprise this deadly char
acter, who had struggled on, over dead 
bodies, to his ambition.

W ithout a fire, and out there on the 
rolling tundra, we slept, and I  ate dog 
fish with the dogs, and rolled myself in 
my robes, and w'ent to sleep, under the 
scant edge o f the tarpaulin pulled across 
by the side o f  the upturned sled, in  a 
foreboding blackness. The  stars did 
not shine, and the dogs crawled closer 
and whimpered a little, as i f  sensing 
something beyond my intuition o r per
ception.

I  awoke in the night, and listened. 
Across the wastes came the creeping, 
stealthy sounds o f something— the army

o f the snow set marching by the wind, 
and sweeping around to annihilate me. 
I  shuddered, and could no longer sleep. 
The wind was not high, but it carried 
a menacing message, the whisper o f 
death rftling on the wings o f the night. 
D rifts  piled beside us, rendering our 
place warm and sheltered, with a false, 
soothing warmness, alluring and lethic.

I  listened fo r it to increase, but it did 
not. I t  merely continued to sweep 
across ceaselessly, as i f  it were but the 
sound o f that army— that army o f snow 
crystals released from  the frozen sur
faces to overwhelm me. But I  swore 
they had not come to conquer me here, 
and, long before morning, had resolved 
to face it at the first light o f dawn. It  
must be that the mountain range was 
but a few miles beyond me, and that, in 
the shadow of those barricades, I  should 
find still air, and fuel o f some sort, if  
nothing more than the humble pussy 
w illow o f  the watercourses.

Th e  dogs whimpered and whined as 
I  harnessed them after our cold morn
ing meal, and went fearfu lly and with 
turned heads into the cutting gale. 
T h e ir feet were raw, and spots of red 
marked their footsteps as they struggled 
forward.

The  dawn came, like a tw ilight, chill
ing and steady. The  tra il was obliter
ated fo r the first time in  that long jo u r
ney, but we had the landmarks in view, 
fa intly visible through the snow dust, 
and toward the range we headed, fight
ing our way foot by foot, and caring 
nothing fo r guiding tracks. The fear of 
surprising the Hatchet (was lost in the 
face o f that more imminent fear of dy
ing, out there in a blizzard. W e stiffly 
fought our way up a slope, and dropped 
down into a valley, where I  presumed a 
stream ran in summer, and as suddenly 
as we descended its slopes the wind died.

Th e  clogs took courage and strength, 
and moved faster. A  clear, dark line 
was between me and the foot o f the 
hills, which rose, abrupt and rugged, as 
i f  carved from the snow and ice. As 
we drew closer, I  saw that their tops 
were so precipitous that snow had failed 
to §nd lodgment, and gave a sigh of 
momentary enjoyment, fo r there, dis
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cernible in  the distance, were the shapes 
o f the needle, the satanic outline, and 
the resting eagle!

Somewhere at their bases the trail 
would end. Somewhere at their feet 
was this undisturbed treasure, which 
had lured so many o f us into these deso
lations, the lure fo r whose answer some 
of us had paid^with our lives.

In  a stillness rendered more profound 
by contrast with the storm from  which 
we had emerged, we plodded forward. 
I  saw that the dogs were sniffing now 
and then at the trail, and stopped them, 
and went ahead to brush away the sur
face snow with my mittens. I t  was 
there beneath, heading as were we, to
ward the peaks, the trail o f the sled. 
W e were still in the direct line, and 
now it would be but a short time until 
the end o f the quest would be opened 
to view and action. I  took the rifle 
from  its lashings, saw that the lever 
worked, and laid it where it  could be 
seized in an instant. The Hatchet must 
shoot true with his first shot, otherwise 
our chances would be equalized.

A s  we advanced, I  strained my eyes 
for any thread o f smoke to betray his 
camp; but nowhere was there anything 
to show that this waste had ever been 
violated by a human being. I  was more 
alert as we approached the thin timber, 
and carried my rifle on my arm, waiting 
for the opening of the battle, or a shout 
o f warning.

None came. I  was strung to the ut
most tension, until my overwrought 
nerves vibrated when we passed into 
the birches and firs, all scrubby and 
scant.

I  halted the dogs, and listened; but 
there was no sound, only a silence so 
vast that it was oppressive and tangible. 
I t  was as if  the air itself, the coldness, 
the stillness, were weights suspended 
over me fo r my destruction. I t  was as 
if  all the forces of nature were assem
bled to exterminate me when I  had 
taken another step into that mysterious 
region o f the accursed; as if  the sagas 
and warriors o f all the dead tribes were 
marshaling to bar my way, and sweep 
me from existence fo r my temerity.

It  may have been my nerves, or it

may have been something else— an un
derlying fear that there was something 
supernatural in this region which I  had 
invaded; but I  was a fra id ! M y  hair 
\yas on end, and bristled. There  in the 
broad day I  saw shapes in the trees, and 
heard sinister sounds, menacing me. I  
should have welcomed the sight o f the 
S ioux and conflict with something 
which I  could see and understand. I  
was not afraid to die, but I  was afraid 
o f the phantoms conjured by my fears. 
I t  was all so still, so ghastly white, so 
terrib ly alone! Even the dogs appeared 
to sense it by their faltering, cautious 
steps, and crowded so close on me that 
Malicula once trod upon the ends of 
my long snowshoes, and almost threw 
me.

Again I  stopped and looked fo r signs, 
walking w arily backward and forward. 
A  broken tw ig was my reward, and I  
stopped, as before, and swept away the 
snow. The  trail was still there, leading 
through the thicket, where the Hatchet 
had gone steadily on. I  left the dogs 
behind, and took the course, crouching 
behind the closest trees, and with my 
rifle hammer raised, and a finger in my 
mitten upon the trigger, cold and nerv
ous. Step by step I  slipped forward, 
peering this way and that in search of 
something— anything— that would ex
pose the native who to me was the liv 
ing death.

Suddenly, as I  descended farther into 
what seemed to be the bed of a frozen 
stream, I  saw a shape. I t  was his crude 
shelter, but from  it there arose no 
smoke. I  crept forw ard now, slowly 
and with caution, fearing that in the 
intense stillness the slipping o f my 
snowshoes over the snow would betray 
me. I  gained the shelter, and looked 
around its corner. Its ashes were cold, 
and covered with a light d rift of snow. 
I  parted the fir boughs of this three- 
sided abode, and looked more closely.

From  the pole above, against which 
leaned lopped limbs o f heavy trees, with 
snow piled on top to give shelter and 
warmth, were hanging the scant sacks of 
his outfit. H is  blankets were thrown 
back in confusion, and his sled was up
turned outside. H is  ax was where he
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had struck it into the side o f a log, and 
his fry in g  pan and coffeepot and kettle, 
blackened by many camp fires, were 
thrown carelessly into a corner. But 
there were no tracks.

Fo r a long time I  wondered at this, 
try ing to reason out why it should be 
so. Here was his outfit, everything he 
had, and yet the fire was old, and every
thing appeared deserted. I  could not 
imagine what had happened. I  took 
courage from  the fact that there were 
no signs in the new snow, which at that 
place must have been three or four days 
old, so lowered m y rifle, and walked 
around fo r a closer inspection. I t  was 
plain that this was his outfit, le ft there 
in loneliness.

I  kicked the log which had been laid 
in front of this crude dwelling place, but 
there was not a spark left in its charred 
sides. I  stepped farther out, and looked 
around me. Nothing was in sight save 
this sole abrasion on nature. Above me 
rose the three peaks, towering up into 
the deathly air. The  trees stood as still 
as if  carved from  stone. F if t y  o r sev
enty-five feet beyond me ran something 
black and steaming on the surface. I  
walked toward it, wondering i f  I  were 
to see another phenomena o f the arctic, 
a spring so hot that it never froze. I t  
ran fo r some distance before being 
masked with ice.

Almost at its brink my foot struck a 
bump in the snow. I  did not notice it 
at the instant, fo r I  was looking down 
into the bed o f a stream running across 
a bed rock which was almost bare, but 
in  whose leaves were long stringers of 
brilliant red, the red of the red go ld !

I  stumbled forw ard and slipped my 
feet from  the thongs, and jerked off my 
mittens, and thrust my hands into that 
heated water poured forth  from the 
fiery heart o f the earth— or was it hell ? 
— and caught up and let fall through 
them that lavish stream of gold.

It  was there! Gold in greater abun
dance than I  have ever seen! Gold 
that dripped from  my wet fingers, and 
splashed back into the clear, warm 
water. Gold in such abundance that 
under my eyes lay a fortune. A  stream 
almost paved w ith it, as i f  all the red

gold o f  the world had been collected 
there to await my coming! Farther 
and farther I  plunged m y hands, and 
piled it at the water’s edge, a heap of 
it, until I  had a pyramid, a fortune, the 
life ’s savings o f many men, the sum of 
lu xu ry , the dream of a m iser!

Above me the peaks still stood in their 
strange shapes, looking flown like so 
many judges ready to pass sentence. 
Above them was the cold, discerning 
sky, and beyond them the immutable 
spaces that had waited m y coming. I  
was m ad! I  was bereft o f all sense! 
I  plunged into the stream, forgetful 
o f the menace o f the Hatchet, o f the 
cold air, o f the dangers of freezing 
when I  stepped out, and walked 
through the shallow water.

I  walked on gold, red gold! I t  was 
there! M in e ! A ll I  had to do was to 
scoop it up, each handful placing me 
higher on the ladder o f the luxuries of 
life. M y  situation, my desperate con
dition, Kentucky Smith— everything 
was forgotten in  that baptism of hot 
water as I  stared with bulging eyes at 
the gold beneath my feet.

I  was disturbed by a sound o f some
thing— wood striking wood, and down 
through the trees came the dogs, M a li-, 
cula and Barsick, dragging the sled after 
them, and looking at me with appealing 
eyes. Th ey  were calling me to reason 
— bringing me back to re a lity ! I  waded 
back toward them, and stepped out on 
the bank. Again my- foot struck the 
object which I  had first encountered, 
and it rolled away, and lodged but a 
few feet beyond. I  stepped over and 
picked it up. I t  was a skull, freshly 
cleaned by ravenous teeth, and as I  
held its gruesome face toward me I  
saw that in the hollow grin was a 
broken tooth capped with silver. And 
almost beside it was something else. 
Even in that horrible moment I  stooped 
to pick up the moccasins o f gold.

C H A P T E R  X V I .
Slow ly, as I  stood there with them 

in my hand, I  pulled my senses together, 
and subjugated both fear and elation, 
which were strangely intermingled. I  
went back to the Hatchet’s camp, and
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started the fire in the charred embers 
he had left, and hastened to unpack the 
sled and don dry  moccasins, condemn
ing myself fo r rushing into the water in 
my moment o f  frenzy. I  threw the 
dogs a half fish each, to keep them 
away from  my heels, and went out and 
with m y feet felt the thin top covering 
of light snow.

I  found the Hatchet’s rifle at some 
distance from  where I  had discovered 
his skull. I t  was empty, and the stock 
was cracked and smeared, where he had 
made his last desperate fight after his 
ammunition was expended.

Probably he had clung to the mocca
sins through some w ild pathetic regard 
fo r the squaw who had last owned 
them, and so brought them back to the 
source o f their gold. Perhaps they had 
been carried as a useless burden in his 
clothing when he fell, hampering his 
very movements in that last stand, 
when movement meant life. Perhaps 
they had aided the wolves and death. .
' The whole dread picture, brought up 
by imagination, did not serve to render 
the spot more habitable! I  could not 
help but wonder if  the smoke o f my fire 
might not bring back that famished 
pack. I  had more ammunition, I  was 
certain, than the Hatchet had, but no 
more endurance. Th a t pack must have 
been great in numbers, a horde o f fam
ine. And it must have been a persist
ent pack, wearing him out with sleep
lessness and unrest, until he lost cau
tion, and gave way to temper, ready to 
die rather than have them longer glar
ing at him from  the shadows, and now 
and then encroaching, perhaps some
times leaping across to get at him, when 
his fire died low.

I  invoiced his food supply. Th e  man 
must have been mad to stop there a day, 
when under quarter rations he could 
scarcely have made the return tr ip  to 
Sparhawk_ and Royce’s camp. I  must 
fight off a similar madness. I  must con
trol myself lest that red temptation keep 
me there a day too long, and send me 
backward starving, o r drive me to mad
ness and the end there by the steaming 
water.

A t the ve ry  best I  had not enough
5A

food to take me back to Kentuck on full 
rations. Th e  dogs were the most im
portant. V e ry  well, I  would eat no 
meat, and would cook the last of my 
dog fish and bacon sparingly, with oat
meal, and feed them on that. Kentuck 
and I  had believed, as doubtless had the 
Hatchet, that the red gold was probably 
less than two days’ journey from  the 
camp where he had left the body of 
M a ry ; but it was almost double that, so 
I  must not delay.

M y  discoveries were not over, fo r I  
made one trip  upward along the banks 
o f  the stream above where the hot 
spring entered to wash its golden 
freight. A  cairn o f rocks was there, 
and I  wondered what meaning it could 
have, so worked fo r an hour exposing 
its contents. Th ey  were gruesome, for 
the face o f Pitlcok, frozen and wide- 
eyed, stared up at me. I  was glad I  
had found him, fo r the last remnant of 
suspicion o f Sam Barstow was swept 
away. I  could tell Cavanaugh, if  I  sur
vived to see him, that Sam had told the 
truth. T h e  torn body was evidence. 
Pitkok had been, killed by a bear in the 
very goal o f his foolish ambitions. 
H u rried ly  I  replaced the stones, and 
hurriedly I  went back to the Hatchet's 
camp.

I  patched up the dogs’ moccasins, and 
thought w ith some satisfaction that the 
day’s rest would put them in better con
dition, i f  they were well fed. I  went 
down to the stream to get water. I t  
was salt, and impregnated with iron. I  
had to take the time to melt snow for 
my meager cooking. I  cut and dragged 
great piles o f fuel, so that, if  the wolves 
returned, I  should at le.ast have flame. 
A n d  then, when all these tasks were 
complete, I  braved the stream, and 
scooped out more o f the gold, until I  
must have had fifty  pounds of it in the 
tin receptacles I  had inherited from  the 
S ioux.

I t  is w ith  some pride, even at this 
moment, that I  recall my restra int; fo r 
there lay temptation which was almost 
irresistible, but that would have cer
tainly led me to death. I  suppose I  
gathered more than fifty  pounds of that 
red metal, reveling drunkenly in having
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so much o f it at hand, under such a thin 
coating of gravel, that all I  had to do 
was to claw it from  the natural riffles 
in the bed rock as the stream swept and 
cleaned it down the natural sluices. I  
still believe that nowhere in the world, 
not even on the Mother Lode, was there 
ever such a placer deposit, in  that same 
space at least.

A nd then at night I  sobered down, 
and thought o f the weight we must 
pull, of the long trail, of the shortness 
of food, of the condition o f my two 
dogs, of how weak I  would be when 
traveling on poor nourishment, and 
slowly, handful by handful, reluctantly 
lightened my treasure, and carried it 
back, and threw it into the stream, 
where it would again be caught and 
preserved fo r that time when Kentucky 
o r I  might come again. A nd  even then 
it seemed to me that the voice o f pre
science told me that neither o f us would 
ever again stoop to gather i t !

A s night came there was a shadowy 
depression over everything. Th e  dogs 
by my side howled until I  had to use 
harsh measures to still them, lest that 
far-reaching wail bring those enemies 
o f the tundra down upon me, as they 
had come down on the Hatchet, whose 
skull and such o f his bones as I  could 
gather were resting in the crotches o f a 
tree. I t  seemed to me that his spirit 
hovered outside the blazing logs, and 
that he glared at me with his fierce eyes, 
impotent and angry because I  was the 
only one o f that sorry procession to 
live. I t  seemed to me that he wanted 
to drag me across the borderland o f 
shadow.

I  could not sleep. M y  nerves were 
tingling, and beside me the dogs shud
dered, and whimpered, and burrowed 
against me, as i f  for protection. The  
northern sky grew lighter, a finger o f 
flame appeared to stretch across it, to 
be followed by waving shrouds o f 
white, like the vestments o f an army of 
ghosts. Th ey danced recklessly and 
rapidly across the vault o f the night, 
and changed their colors to a riot of 
red, w ith here and there a somber 
spread of crimson and blue. Th ey took 
fantastic shapes, as if  rendering more

unreal their dance o f death. They 
threw, as if  purposely, a background of 
light behind the three peaks above me, 
so that I  might fu lly  realize their dread 
presence, and see the cruel, malevolent, 
devilish face o f rock.

But now that face in  the twisting 
light seemed mobile, and sometimes 
leered, sometimes frowned, and ’most 
always threatened with such dread 
looks that I  was chilled with a strange 
fear. Th e  eagle no longer squatted, but 
his wings seemed lifting, little by little, 
and once I  feared that he would launch 
himself downward, a mountain of 
stone, to bury me in his sweep. The 
trees beside our camp seemed to shud
der, and whisper, and turn toward me, 
and the faint sound o f the running 
water was a demoniacal consultation 
and prediction o f m y end.

Nerves? I  don’t know ! Perhaps; 
but what matter, so long as fear had 
gripped me, and tore at me, and made 
me long to scream aloud! I  believe 
that I  should have died had I  been thus 
obsessed fo r ten consecutive nights in 
that place, and I  thought o f the Hatch
et’s terror. W hat must it have meant 
to him with that hereditary belief in 
spirits o f the dead, in  the supernatural 
lore o f the Indians, and the possibility 
o f the place o f  red gold being cursed 
forever! M a y he have not seen Royce 
and Sparhawk across the fire, even as I  
fancied I  saw him? M ay they not have 
stretched clutching fingers toward him, 
to drag him out, as he did toward me ?

I  fought with myself, piled more fuel 
on, and suppose I  went to sleep.

I  was awakened by the most blood
curdling snarls and howls I  have ever 
heard. Both dogs were on me, and 
mad with fear. In  the light I  could see 
that their ruffs were raised, until every 
hair was on end, and their fangs were 
bared beneath their snarling lips as they 
confronted something I  could not see, 
out beyond the flames. I  threw them 
off, and got to my feet in one bound, 
with my rifle in my hand, my scalp 
itching as if  with electric shocks, and 
my fingers twitching on the trigger. I  
scowled out into the darkness.

Nothing could be seen— nothing
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could be heard. I  thought o f  wolves, 
and sprang to the fire, and kicked light 
sticks on it until it was in a furious 
blaze. I  leaned across it, with the dogs 
so close to my heels that they were al
most singed, and listened.

There was not a sound, save that 
made by the crackle o f the flames- and 
the stream which carried the red gold. 
N ow  it  seemed to me to be hissing and 
angry. The  shadows outside were still, 
but they had assumed indefinite shapes. 
Invisible enemies were waiting fo r me 
outside the line o f fire. W ith  a sudden 
determination o f anger, I  leaped across 
it, and with its light at my back could 
see. I  was prepared fo r an attack; but 
none came.
• Under the stars and on the under-' 
glow, dim and spectral, o f  the snow, I  
could see everywhere. There was noth
ing in sight. O n ly  that deathly immo
bility o f tree and plain and h ill, and 
above me the three pinnacles that were 
leaning forw ard to menace me and 
guard the treasure. The  dogs had 
leaped, whining, after me. Malicula 
stood between my legs, still grow ling 
and snarling at that something I  could 
not see, and Barsick huddled at my 
feet, snapping now and then, as i f  at
tacking something invisible. I  felt it, 
but could not see it, felt it as certainly 
as I  am now a live !

I  went back behind my barricade o f 
fire, and sat there with my rifle be
tween my knees, and my arms around 
my dogs, fo r centuries. I  have lived a 
thousand years, if  ever any man did, 
whether it be, as some might think, 
through fright and madness, or because 
every instant o f that dread, expectant 
wait became a decade! And I  am not 
afraid to d ie ! N o r am I  afraid o f any 
living thing! But there was something 
there that night that was harder to wait 
fo r than either life  or death!

I  had packed the sled before rolling 
into my blankets, and all I  had to do 
was to throw the la'tter in, lash the fas
tenings, hitch on the dogs, and go. I  
presume there are those who w ill say I  
was a coward when, at last, with the 
shriek o f a madman, hoarse and inhu
man, I  caught the dogs, and dragged

them out and slipped the harness over 
their heads.

A l l  the time they snarled and threat
ened, but their anger was not directed 
at me, nor did they appear less eager 
than I  to get away from  there. I t  was 
not later than four o ’clock in the morn
ing, but we plunged away from  the 
stream o f gold almost before the last 
sled lash had been recklessly thrown, 
and ran, until breathless, through the 
trees and up the long slope dividing 
the pinnacled rocks from  the tundra be
yond.

W e ran until I  was divested of parka 
and mackinaw, a piece at a time, and 
the sweat trickled across my face in 
that fearful cold, and my lungs were 
aflame, and the dogs were exhausted. 
Then we slowed down as our sense re
turned, and traveled only to keep off 
the chill until we were cool, and tired, 
and the great fear was gone— left be
hind !

Th ey whimpered to me now when I  
came alongside them, and licked my 
hand, as if  thanking me fo r taking them 
away from  that place' o f the curse, 
where they could apprehend shapes that 
to me were invisible. A nd , tired as I  
was, every mile put behind lightened my 
fear, until, when we 'made the camp 
where I  had last halted before ventur
ing toward the peaks, I  could pause, 
and wonder what had so obsessed me, 
and could endeavor to laugh.

I t  had taken me three days to make 
the stream o f treasure, and, with the 
additional weight of the gold, it took 
me four to return. And the last of 
these I  went • with scarcely any food, 
striving to conserve it all fo r the dogs, 
and believing that could they but last 
to where Kentucky was camped, we 
could survive. I f  the}" did not— well, 
then the end was not hard to conjec
ture fo r both him and me, unless the 
chase, problematical anywhere that far 
north, yielded fresh meat. There were 
a hundred times on that terrible trail 
when I  resolved to dump overboard the 
gold that I  was bringing back, and then 
the determination rose triumphant that 
I  would at least die with something to 
show fo r the trip.
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I  think that brooding, after all that I  
had endured, was beginning to tell on 
m e; fo r little things were catastrophes. 
Th e  breaking of a harness strand, the 
loosening o f a sled lashing, the tripping 
o f  a snowshoe, the lightest scurry o f  
w ind, a moment’s perplexity as to what 
course I  should take on that vast tundra 
where the trails had been wiped out—  
any o f these would drive me to a par
oxysm  "of temper. I  thank God that I  
did not abuse the poor dumb brutes that 
were giving me their last ounce o f 
strength in willingness and working 
with me as we trudged across that un
ending waste.

One morning after we had traveled 
until noon, I  found that I  had left be
hind, inexplicably, the most precious of. 
my possessions, m y knife. I  roared in  
anger, and shook m y fists at the. skies. 
I  sprang to the sled, jerked off the lash
ings from  the top, and took out the 
golden moccasins. I  threw them as fa r 
as my arm could throw , cursing them 
as they fell heavily into the distant 
snow, as the cause o f  all m y misfortune, 
and so, at last, they found a resting 
place after all their journeying, and all 
their association w ith  tragedy.

Tw ice  I  lost m y way, and wandered 
vainly fo r hours, brushing o r blowing 
the top coating o f light snow aside, in  
quest o f the sled trails made by the 
S ioux and me in  that desperate N o rth - 
erward chase.

A  scarecrow o f a man, worn to a 
razor’s edge, and driving dogs who 
dragged themselves wearily over the 
tra il, I  came at last to the copse I  knew. 
Th e  dogs lifted their heads, and barked 
joyously, and plunged forw ard more 
rapidly. I  saw that smoke was curling 
from the stovepipe, and was choked 
with joy, fo r I  knew that Kentuck was 
still alive, and I  am not sure that I  did 
not cry as a woman from  weakness and 
satisfaction as we stopped in front o f 
the tent.

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

H is  cheery “ H e llo !”  was the most 
welcome sound I  had heard in weeks. I  
hurried into the tent where he was ly 
ing, and he put a hand up to me. The

tent was w arm ; but I  had arrived none 
too soon.

“ I  got i t ! ”  I  exclaimed, but he only 
smiled at me, w ith a pathetic, tired face. 
“ I t  was there, all right, more than I  can 
tell you  o f  until I  can eat. I ’m in !”

“ Poor old chap,”  he said softly. “ Yo u  
look as i f  about one more day o f the 
tra il would have finished you, and then 
— then— what would have become of 
m e!”

T h e  half sob in the voice told me 
what he had feared, what he had suf
fered, and I  turned m y back to him, 
and tried to speak cheerfully, but 
scarcely recognized the thin, croaking 
voice as my own.

“ The  last o f the beans are over there 
in  the kettle,”  he said, and I  seized them 
like a famished animal, checking myself 
only from  the danger o f overeating by 
a remnant o f w ill power. A nd in the 
night I  arose and ate again, because the 
overworked body cried aloud fo r food, 
even in sleep.

I  learned much o f that terrible lapse 
which he had endured, helpless and 
alone. The  other dog was dead. Once 
he had heard wolves, but they had been 
distant, and his fears had come to 
naught. H is  leg was doing as well as 
could be expected, and he had suc
ceeded in  removing the bandages the 
day before, and putting the crude 
splints closer. But it  was a long time 
before we spoke o f one element, and 
that was the supply o f food. W hen we 
did it was with averted eyes, fo r each 
knew that there was scarcely any left.

“ W e’ll talk about that in  the morn
ing,”  I  said, as, half ill, I  crawled into 
my blankets. A nd by the morning, so 
resilient is life , so tenacious, so self
repairing, that some of my courage had 
returned, and the w orld was more 
normal.

Kentuck must have been awake a 
long time, and careful not to disturb 
me, fo r he had started the fire from 
where he lay, and the smell o f smoke 
awoke me. I  was about to speak, but 
checked myself, and rested, with eyes 
closed, try ing  to reason out our best 
course. I t  came to me, as a certainty, 
that our slim hope of life lay in press
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ing back to the place where the triple 
tragedy had been consummated, fo r 
there, at least, was a little food. S low ly 
I  thought over the quantity I  had left 
with Kentuck when I  started on alone, 
and came to the conclusion that there 
could be scarcely any left. M y  resolve 
was taken.

I  yawned and sat up, as i f  just- 
aroused, and he looked at me with the 
look o f a child staring at its guardian. 
In  the daylight I  saw how seriously his 
misfortune had told on him, and my 
heart sank a little, as I  saw that his 
face was so much thinner, his hands so 
much more nervous, and his whole body 
so much wasted.

‘‘Sleep well? Y o u  have been at it 
fourteen hours,”  he said. “ But I  was 
afraid you didn’t, because you moaned, 
and swore, and shrieked, in  the night, 
sometimes.”

“ I  feel fine,”  I  asserted. “ I  did 
dream some ; but that doesn’t count.”

I  pretended to be thoughtful.
“ I  think I  told you, last night, all 

about the place where the gold is, and 
that I  found Pitkok’s body as well as 
the Hatchet's, and that I  brought away 
a little of the gold, all I  could bring, on 
account of the weight?”

“ Yes,”  he said; “ you told me that 
much, and said the gold was in the sled. 
I ’d like to see it.”

“ But I  didn’t tell you that I  got quite 
a little food left by the S ioux.”

“ N o !”  he said incredulously. “ W ell, 
that’s the best news of all.”

He thought fo r a moment, and then 
his face twitched with the weakness of 
the man who has suffered illness, and 
he said: “ O ld  man, I  thought when you 
came in last night that you had been 
starving to death. I  couldn’t talk. 
Th is  lump in my throat! Th a t’s why 
the gold you brought back didn’t seem 
so good. I t  hurt mighty bad to look at 
you when you came in. I  had to keep 
right quiet to— well, to keep from  blub
berin’ like a baby!”

He had brightened as he talked, as if  
his mind were relieved, but I  dared not 
meet his eyes lest he read that lie. I-, 
assumed a gayety I  did not feel, and 
brought him the red gold, through

which he ran his fingers, picking up a 
nugget now and then to inspect it, and 
studying that curious red while I  pre
pared the breakfast. . I t  was liberal. I  
resolved to have all I  wanted once more 
before I  died, no matter what the cost. 
A fte r that I  must— I  can scarcely write 
now o f how my resolution wavered, of 
how cowardly I  was, and of how I  
shrank from  what must come.

“ But we must go on— to -d ay!”  I  as
serted. “ W e must get back to that 
other camp, o r we w ill starve, most cer
tainly.”

“ Then we must leave this behind,”  he 
asserted, sighing as he dropped the nug
gets he had been holding into the black 
pot at his side.

“ Yes,”  I  assented. But it was an
other lie, for I  had become so filled with 
hatred fo r that gold, and what it had 
cost, that I  had resolved that I  would 
return with it o r die. “ I ’ll cache it 
somewhere, so that we can get it if  ever 
we come back.”

“ I f  we come back? I f  we come 
back!”

H is  Voice had the helpless tones of a 
man whose spirit has been broken by 
all that he has endured, and I  knew, 
then, that Kentucky Smith had lived 
through centuries in that time when I 
was absent, as. surely as had I ,  strug
gling always.

W e broke camp at noon. I  know it 
was noon when I  lifted him to the sled, 
and prepared to say good-by to the 
scene o f misfortune, fo r I  looked at my 
watch and wondered how far we could 
travel, Malicula, Barsick, and I ,  before 
the last light waned. E ve ry  hour must 
be made to count. E ve ry  mile traveled 
meant that much more o f a chance to 
live. And God knows I  was tired when 
we started, and that had not Kentucky 
Smith, broken, ill, and helpless, been 
there behind me, I  would rather have 
taken my pistol and put a more merci
fu l end to the faithful dogs and myself, 
than have attempted it.

I t  was that same interminable strug
gle, that same interminable suffering, 
that I  had. endured from  the time I  
turned my back on the three peaks, now 
so far behind. The  frozen meat o f a
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dog, a stringy skeleton, meat fo r the 
team, half rations fo r a man helpless 
and requiring nourishment, and quarter 
rations fo r myself, were supplies with 
which I  faced that-journey, which had 
taken us three days to make when we 
assisted each other.

H o w  I  lied on that tr ip ! H o w  the 
cunning o f a madness that had become 
constant made me dissemble about my 
share of the foo d ! H ow  many morn
ings I  arose quietly, and stealthily, and 
weakly, and assured him that I  had 
breakfasted, when my famished eyes 
followed every mouthful as he con
veyed it to his lips! H o w  I  nibbled at 
the moldy dog fish, which I  had re
served fo r myself, stealing rather from  
those poor brutes tottering alongside 
me in the trail than from  Kentucky 
Smith.

He told me, long after, that there 
were times when he was afraid o f me, 
as I  reeled along the trail, singing in a 
cracked voice as I  tried to make him 
feel that I  was happy and confident. 
H e  told me long afterward that it took 
us s ix  days to get back to the place 
where we had cached the food left by 
Sparhawk and Royce, and that at the 
last I  heard sounds which were not 
audible, and threatened to kill him 
when he tried surreptitiously to lighten 
the load of the red gold. But to me 
much of it is a blank, and instead of 
six days we trailed through eternity, 
with that profanation o f French, 
“ M ush! M ush o n !”  always my sole 
thought.

I  do remember this, that for a long 
time we traveled through silence, and 
that I  was deathly ill, and that the snow 
was coated with red, which I  thought 
was a coating o f red gold, and that I  
cursed it, and that at last we saw some
thing ahead that I  vaguely remembered 
having seen before, as I  gave a final 
stagger, threw the rope from  my shoul
der, and pitched headlong into the soft 
snow beside our trail.

The first thing o f which I  have a 
clear recollection is Constantine’s face 
bending over me, and the hot, wonder
fu l draft o f meat broth poured down 
my throat. O f  how my clawlike fingers

seized the edge o f  the tin kettle, and of 
how I  cried like a child, and tried to 
fight fo r its retention, as he pulled it 
away from me.

W e were in  that ill-fated camp, and 
the days had passed. Constantine had 
at last got word that his sister had 
started away Northw ard with the 
S ioux, and, as it  came to him from 
Taninaw, he surmised where they were 
going. H e, too, had heard where it 
lay, and had gone to find her. I  doubt 
not that in his heart was some other 
hope, that prim itive, savage desire that 
never quite leaves the prim itive man—  
the thirst fo r vengeance.

Patiently he had trailed them to this 
camp, to his sorrow. A n d  there he had 
found her body, and knew that his quest 
fo r her at least was at an end, and, with 
native reasoning, when he saw the 
cache o f food, had concluded that 
sooner o r later his enemy, the Hatchet, 
would return. Caribou had crossed his 
trail, and he had an abundance o f food, 
and I  doubt not would have remained 
there, waiting, and waiting, for months, 
had we not come to  tell him that the * 
Hatchet was beyond his earthly reach. 
L ike  ours, his quest was at its end.

A nd  so, in time, before the snows 
were gone, we turned again toward the 
south. But now it was not so hard, 
fo r he had many dogs and we had much 
food, and the cold was not so drear, and 
Kentucky was recovering.

I t  was in the afternoon and the days 
were already unduly warm, when we 
trailed through the soft snow around 
the bend, and caught our view o f Neu- 
cloviat. The  snow had been so soft that 
it had clogged and delayed us, and the 
daylight was long, fo r the sun had re
turned to the N orth  to bring the melt
ing of the blanket, the breaking o f the 
ice, the songs o f the birds and wild 
fow l flying to their breeding grounds, 
and the brilliancy o f spring. F o r hours 
we had skirted the edges o f the river, 
fearing at any time to see dark cracks 
outlined on its surface. W ater was gur
gling here and there from the entering 
streams, and so it was with great relief 
that we saw the camp.

A  group of men stood in front of the
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trading post, whose door was open, and 
called to others in surprise at finding 
any one still traveling. Th ey  ran down 
the bank as we approached, and first o f 
all I  heard 0 an’s voice bellowing a wel
come, mixed with scathing accusations 
o f desertion to conceal his happiness. 
Kentucky hobbled off the sled with his; 
crutch, and Cavanaugh took hold o f my 
arm.

“ Y o u ’ve been there?’’ he questioned, 
and there was not quite an interrogation 
in his voice.

“ Yes,”  I  said, and I  could not re
press a shudder.

“ T e ll me about it  to-night,”  he said, 
putting a finger to his lips, and I  under
stood and acquiesced.

W e talked at random with those 
around, and Dan and I  at last got into 
the corner o f  the post alone.

“ Tom ,”  he said, “ what made you do 
it ? A re  you daffy ?<”

“ Dan,”  I  said, “ I  found it. It's  there, 
lots o f it, the red gold.”

Fo r a fu ll minute he looked at me, 
and then reached up and ran his fingers 
along the edges o f my hair.

“ A nd  it ran threads o f white through 
there, didn’t it, old pardner! A nd it 
stole twenty years from  the sluice boxes 
o f your life ! A nd  so, fo r me, it can 
stay there. W e have gold, honest gold, 
bright and yellow, in our own ground. 
M ore than you and I ’ll ever want. I  
struck it four days after you left, and 
fo r weeks there hasn’t been a day when 
there were less than twenty o r th irty  
men workin’ on the claim.”

“ But, Dan,”  I  said, “ I  don’t think I  
ought to be in on that. I  went away. I  
didn’t help. I t  ought to be all yours. 
I ’ve got some o f the red gold— maybe 
ten thousand dollars’ worth.”

“ I ’ll have none o f i t ! ” he roared. 
“ I ’m afraid o f  it. I t  ain’t no good! 
I t ’s under a curse, as sure as there’s a 
G o d ! Give it to Kentuck, Tom , and be 
my pardner. I ’ve always figured you 
as in half, just the same, and just as 
you figured me in for half o f what 
you ’d find away off up there.”

H e suddenly caught me by both arms, 
and looked down into m y eyes. H is

voice lowered, and was tender as a 
woman’s :

“ 1 know one reason w hy you went, 
Tom . Y o u  wouldn’t have done it, I  
have a notion, i f  it hadn’t been that you 
thought about me and what I  told you. 
A in ’t that so?”

! I  held m y tongue. H e  knew. H e 
jgave me a slap on the back that almost 
toppled me over.

“ Th a t’s settled!”  he declared. 
“ There ’ll be no more talk about that 
part o f it. Y o u ’re to give what you 
brought back to Kentuck. I f  it makes 
you feeb any better, we’ll dope it out 
that we three own the red-gold claim 
together, and w ill go for it if  it ever 
strikes us that we need it. But now 
you’re my same old pardner, and there’s 
gold enough cached in that safe in the 
corner over there, so I  ain’t thinkin’ 
you’ll t ry  again fo r the other.”

Outside, Constantine was throwing 
off Kentuck’s and m y things. The 
idlers had turned their attention to an 
excited argument farther up the street, 
in  front o f the H orn  Spoon, which now 
seemed to me like a scene from  a past 
life. I  carried in the heavy burden of 
red that I  had clung to through all 
those desperate leagues, and asked Cav
anaugh to put it in  his safe. H e  did so 
w ith a w ry  face, as i f  hating its sight. 
I  was to see it but once more.

“ There ’s Kentuck, askin’ W in d y Jim  
if  he can use his cabin till he gets some 
other place to bunk,”  Dan’s voice 
growled behind me. “ Go tell him. now. 
H e  must feel bad at havin’ nothin’, poor 
cuss!”  i

I  went up and waited until Jim  had 
assured him that he was welcome, and 
then hastened to jo in the crowd farther 
up that turgid line o f cabins form ing 
the water front.

“ Kentuck,”  I  said, when we were 
alone, “ I  always told you that half of 
whatever I  got beonged to D a n ; so Dan 
and you and I  are still pardners in that 
claim back off in the N orth .”

“ M e? N ot me!”  he asserted. “ You  
found it. I t ’s yours.”

I  did not heed him.
“ Dan has struck it while I  was gone.



72 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

I  don’t need any o f the red gold. So 
I ’m going to make you take what we 
brought out. There must be about ten' 
thousand dollars’ worth. I t  w ill be 
enough fo r you to— well, to carry out 
what you want to do.”

H e looked at me in a puzzled way, 
leaning on his crutch.

“ W hat I  want to do? I  don’t quite 
get you. W hat do you mean ?”

“ T o  m arry Bessie.”  Th e  words came 
w ith difficulty, and slow.

H e  leaned back and laughed, while I  
stood, open-mouthed.

“ M a rry  Bessie! Never thought o f 
such a thing! Besides, I ’m engaged to 
a g ir l down in Kentucky, and she knows 
it !  She’s a bully little pal. She’s the 
only real sister I  ever had, is Bessie!”

I  rubbed my hands over my eyes, and 
fo r an instant believed that the madness 
o f that fa r N orth  still befogged me. I  
stammered when I  spoke, and the 
words were jumbled.

“ But I  saw her kiss you— and you 
held her in  your arms— and you kissed 
her— that day when the mail came in—  
and you had a letter in your hand—  
then!”

Again he laughed, and then sobered 
to-a rare gravity.

“ W hat a fool I  am, never to have 
quite understood, and I  wondered a 
heap about it, too, when there was noth
in ’ else to do. That letter was from  my 
brother. H e ’s a big insane specialist 
out in the States, and he was answerin’ 
a letter o f mine that I  never told her 
about, in which I  put old B ill’s case up 
to him. Never did so much w ritin ’ 
about how a man acted in my l i fe ! 
A nd he wrote back that there was still 
a chance for B ill, and that, i f  he could 
have him brought out, he might pull 
him around and straighten him out. 
A nd when I  read the letter to Bessie, 
she just naturally flung her arms around 
me, and said: ‘Y o u  dear thing! I f  I

wasn’t in  love w ith  To m , I’d m arry 
y o u !’ ”

I  could not answer. I  was too h u r - , 
ried. I  was too fa r aw ay! I  was run
ning up the hill to the cabin of hope, 
and— well, I  was not at Cavanaugh’s to 
tell him the story until quite late!

Th ey are scattered now, after all 
these years. Cavanaugh is gone on that 
last, long trail, and may Heaven rest 
him ! Fa ith fu l in life  to the daughter 
o f the woman he loved, he was faithful 
in death, and she inherited all that he 
had to give, even to the last red nug
gets from  his safe, and perhaps, al
though he left a modest fortune, they 
were the most prized, fo r in them was 
our story. Kentuck comes to see us 
once in  a while, with his brother, to 
whom, even when dying, B ill W ilton 
was grateful fo r his last years o f life, 
the life  that held so much that was a 
blank.

Dan and I  pass slow and soft lives up 
here in the Sierras, and each year the 
mine pays us well, and we are not eager 
fo r more. Particularly is this so with 
me, when Bessie tells me that she is 
content, and I  am reminded o f the long, 
bitter trail by Malicula and Barsick, 
sleeping the sleep of the aged on our 
porch.

I t  is still there, somewhere off up in 
that fa r N orth , a reef of gold, red gold, 
gold the color o f blood, as if  the blood 
of all those who sought it had stained it 
deep down into the frozen soil, and had 
warmed to perpetual warmth the waters 
that flow across it from the spring at 
the foot o f  the three peaks. But from 
it I  claim nothing, not 'even a hope, a 
desire, o r a curiosity. Cursed o r not, it 
holds no thrall on me, and I  want none 
of it. Is  there anything in the supersti
tion surrounding it, as it lies there, red 
and gleaming? That, too, I  do not 
know. But o f its story and what it 
cost those who knew of it, I  have told.

"IN THE DARK." This Is the title of a new novel by W . B. M. 
Ferguson, who wrote ’'The Series Case," "H is Heritage," and 
a number of other notable tales, it w ill be printed complete 
In the D E C E M B E R  M O N T H - E N D  POPULAR,  on sale 
two weeks hence, NOVEMBER 2 5 t h .  You’ll miss a great 
story if yon miss this. It fairly seethes with excitement
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His number was thirteen, so how could he lose ? As it 
fumed out he got all that was coming to him, and then 
some. So you can hardly blame Jimmy if he was sur
prised to find that his turkey was worth its weight in gold

MI C H E L E  G O U L E T S  red and 
shining nose sparkled glori
ously in the dim lights of his 
Montreal cafe. H e  sat, cross- 

legged, on one end of his little bar, with 
three glasses of dripped absinth by his 
side, fo r this was an unusual occasion—  
the annual raffle o f the month o f N o 
vember.

“ A h a !”  laughed old Goulet, gulping 
his absinth quite recklessly and flinging 
a huge turkey into the center o f the 
crowd, where it was caught by a beard
ed giant, “ fow l number nine goes to 
Frangois Lenoir. Good. A  fine bird 
to a fine bird. And now fow l number 
ten. Blindfold me once more.”

Frangois Lenoir, with his prize over 
his shoulder, pushed his way toward 
the bar. “ One instant, Pere Goulet,”  
he exclaimed, “ the treat, it is of me.”  

He was quite right. I t  was. The  
crowd, bright-eyed with many treats, 
surged forward. O n ly  two men held 
back. These two men stood in a dark 
corner o f the dingy little place. F ra n - 
gois tossed a magnificent look toward 
the two, and beckoned.

One of the two, Jurgens by name, 
merely shook his head. The other man 
gave no sign. H e  merely watched 
Jurgens. Suddenly he touched Jurgens 
on the arm.

“ You are like me,”  he said, “ you do 
not drink.”

Jimmy Jurgens turned his young and 
boyish countenance upon the stranger. 
“ I  might drink fast enough,”  he re
turned, “ but I  haven’t got time. I  wish

old Goulet’d h urry  up. I ’m waiting for 
my bird.”

The  stranger smiled. “ W hich bird?” 
he asked.

“ The only one that’s left,”  said Jim - 
my Jurgens. “ Tu rkey number ten.”  

The  stranger smiled again. “ You  call 
it your bird ?” he ventured.

Jimmy exhibited a bit of pasteboard. 
“ M y  number is thirteen,” he said sober
ly. “ H o w  can I  lose?”

The stranger shrugged his shoulders. 
“ H o w  can you win ?” he queried, 

vJim m y scowled. He shifted the bur
den o f his muscular young body from  
one foot to the other. “ I ’ve always won 
with it so f a r ; and, beside, I ’ve had a 
run o f confounded bad luck, qnd it’s 
due to turn, that’s all.”

The stranger leaned against the wall. 
“ Bad luck?”  he asked.

“ A h ,”  said Jimmy, “ the strike at the 
paper mill— L ’Hommedieu’s— you know 
about it, maybe?”

The  other man 'seemed puzzled. 
“ Funny. I  shouldn't have taken you 
fo r a Canuck. I  sized you up as com
ing from the States.”

“ R ight,”  returned Jimmy. “ I  do. 
Come from  Halcyon, New Y o rk .”

A t  that instant there was a commotion 
at the crazy little bar. The crowd fell 
back, and became instantly silent.

O ld  Goulet, still cross-legged— he had 
been a tailor once— held up his hand. 

“ Attention— one and a ll !” he cried.
A  handkerchief was tied tightly • 

across his eyes. Some one passed a lit
tle wooden box in front o f him. H e
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thrust his hand inside, fumbled about, 
and drew it out. Between his fingers 
he held a slip o f folded paper. H e  
brushed from  his eyes the bandage, set
tled his glasses into place, and took an
other sip o f absinth.

“ N ow  we shall see what we shall 
see,”  he said.

“ A h ,”  murmured Jimm y Jurgens, 
“ an’ you’ve got to see thirteen.”

“ Attention!”  exclaimed Goulet, in his 
high voice, as he unfolded the- slip o f 
paper. “ The fortunate winner o f the 
fow l finale— is the holder o f tick-et 
numbaire— gar”— he grinned deliberate
ly, pretending to be unable to make it 
out— the result being a dramatic pause 
that quickened the tension to the break
ing point— “ gar. W hat is the matter 
w ith me? Do I  go blind? Numbaire 
•— numbaire--------”

“ Thirteen,”  cried Jim m y Jurgens, 
quite unable to contain himself. The  
crowd laughed, but immediately so
bered.

“ Aha,”  laughed old Goulet, “ I  have 
it ! I t  is th ir-ty, not thirteen. You  
were too soon, my friend.”

Jimmy grunted in despair. As 
Jacques Desparde, the last of the lucky 
winners, was hustled up to the bar to 
get his prize, and practically to pay fo r 
it in treats, Jimm y slouched out o f the 
door, and stood without, blinking into 
the night.

“ Hang the luck !” growled Jimmy. “ I  
just naturally had to have that turkey, 
an’ I  was sure of gettin’ it. W hen a 
man has got to have a turkey, he’s got 
to have it, that’s all.”

“ You have got to have a turkey, 
then,” said a voice in his ear.

Jimmy started. H e  had not noted 
that the stranger had followed him. 
Yet here he was, a dim shadow at Jim 
my's side.

Jimmy exploded into confidences. 
“ Bo,” said Jimmy, in the vernacular 
of the States, “ let me tell you how it is. 
I  never break a promise. Yo u  see? 
W ell, the last time I  wrote down to the 
States— it was before the strike— I  
wrote to Rosalie---------”

“ Rosalie?” queried the stranger.
“ M y  g irl,”  Jimm y went on doggedly,

fo r he had to tell somebody about it—  
“ my g irl, and I  said: ‘Rosalie/ I  said, 
‘I ’m coming home fo r Thanksgiving, 
and you can tell your raa that she 
needn’t lay herself out. The  cost o f liv 
ing is too high/ I  said. ‘I ’ll fetch you 
the biggest Canadian turkey that I  can 
find/ I  said.

H e  paused, and drew his hand across 
his eyes.

“ Yes?”  suggested the other man. 
“ W ell, that ain’t all. I  made a fool 

o f myself. I  said to Rosalie that I  had 
the best, blamedest kind of a job up 
here at L ’Hommedieu’s paper works—  
and that when I  came down' Thanks
giving I  was going to bring her back—  
her and the old lady. Understand?” 

The  stranger nodded sympathetically. 
“ Yo u  were going to see that you had 
much to be thankful fo r, eh? A  bride 
and a m other-in-law.”

Jim m y gritted his teeth. “ A nd then 
this here strike. I t ’s broke me, and it’s 
made me break my promises to a girl 
that I ’ve never disappointed. Do you 
see me bringing her back here next 
week? D o  you see me taking back a 
turk? Say, look a here, stranger, hon
est In ju n , d’ye know what I  came down 
to? M e, Jimm y Jurgens, that’s never 
out o f a good jo b ! H a rd  pan I  came 
to. A nd when I  counted up, what did 
I  have ? M y  fare home— all right. M y  
meals home— all right. W hat else ? 
Just an even half dollar, bo. Th in k  of 
that. T h a t’s why I  took a chance on 
Goulet. Th a t’s why I  thought I  couldn’t 
lose. Yo u  can’t buy a five-dollar turkey
with half a dollar any other way--------- ”

The stranger looked at his watch. 
“ Yo u  can’t buy a five-dollar turkey that 
way, M r.— er— Jurgens,”  he said, je rk 
ing his thumb toward the interior of 
Michele Goulet’s place. “ Fo r, listen—  
a word in your ear. I ’ve got a hunch 
— a positive hunch, you understand, that 
Goulet’s ten turkeys go, not by chance,
but by design, to ten picked men--------- ”

“ W hat ten picked men?” -asked Jim 
my, aghast.

“ M ike Goulet’s ten best customers,” 
returned the stranger, as he turned the 
corner and disappeared from  sight. 

Jimmy Jurgens, shrugging his shoul
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ders at fate, slouched slowly down the 
street. H e  noted by the tower clock 
that he had two hours’ time to catch 
the boat for home.

“ Gee!” sighed Jim m y Jurgens, “ only 
a few more days to turkey day, and no 
turkey and no money, and no w ife and 
no job. I ’ve got a bunch o f things to be 
thankful fo r— I  don’ t think. Cuss the 
luck !”

H e brought up, all standing, before a 
brilliantly lighted poultry shop. Here, 
instead o f ten turkeys, there were hun
dreds— big, little, fat, slim, but all good 
■— and Jimm y knew good turkeys when 
he saw them. H e stood and watched—  
watched sleek, well-fed purchasers get 
out of sleighs and waddle in, and pick 
out heavy, sleek, well-fed birds, just like 
themselves; watched the purveyor tuck 
the birds away under lap robes, and 
watched the customers dash off amid a 
shower o f snow to the tune o f merry 
sleigh bells.

“ Cuss the luck!”  repeated Jim m y 
Jurgens.

H e  had uttered this pleasing senti
ment aloud fo r the twentieth time, when 
a man brushed against him, wheeled 
about, angrily at first, and then uttered 
an exclamation of surprise.

“ W h y don’t you look where you’re 
going?” growled Jimm y. “ I t  ain’t my 
fault. I t ’s yours.”

The  other man looked at him sharply. 
H is  anger cooled. H e  nodded pleasant
ly. “ I  beg pardon,”  he exclaimed, “ but 
you’re one of L ’Hommedieu’s strikers, 
are you not?”

Jimm y nodded. “ I  had to be,”  he 
returned. “ The committee said: ‘Go
out,’ and I  had to go.”

The other man— a tall, bluff, com
manding-looking man he was, and fa irly  
well dressed— shook his head sympa
thetically. “ Bad season of the year, I  
admit,”  he went on, “ but---------”

“ Maybe,”  said Jurgens resentfully, 
“ you’re one of the committee.”

The other man did not answer the 
question. He merely pursued the con
versation in his own way. “ I t  has 
been,”  he said, speaking in precise tones 
that somewhat belied his bulk and his 
bluff appearance, “ the custom of

L ’Hommedieu, at this season, to give 
each employee a turkey to take home.”

“ Th a t’s the custom in the States,”  
conceded Jimmy ; “ but I ’ve been at 
L ’Hommedieu’s only fo r about ten 
months. A ll right. W hat then? He 
ain’t handin’ out turkeys to his strikers, 
is he?”

The  bluff individual smiled. “ H a rd 
ly ,”  he returned; “ but the committee 
has seen fit to keep up the practice in 
his stead.”

Jim m y stared at him agape. “ You  
don’t mean to say,”  he gasped, “ that 
I ’ve got a turkey coming to me ?”

The other seized him by the arm. 
“ Y o u  come with me,”  he said.

F o r  blocks they walked in silence, 
now uphill, now down, now in the fu ll 
glare o f well-lighted streets, now 
through dark and dingy alleys. F ina lly  
the big man halted.

“ T h is ,”  he announced, in a low voice, 
“ is headquarters fo r the distribution.”

H e held Jimmy Jurgens in his grasp 
fo r one instant, while he took a swift 
and furtive look up and down the nar
row thoroughfare.

“ N ow ,”  he whispered, suddenly push
ing Jimmy into the doorway, “ come 
with me.”

Jimm y blindly obeyed. H a lf dragged 
by the other man, and half groping his 
own way along, he crept through the 
black passageway. Once more he was 
halted, and his companion rapped 
sharply on a door. H e  rapped twice, 
then waited, then rapped twice again.

Some one inside a room crossed the 
floor and approached the door.

“ W ell?”  said a voice, and Jimmy 
started, fo r it was a woman’s voice— a 
low, sweet, well-modulated voice.

H is  companion audibly twisted the 
handle of the door. “ L ’Hommedieu,”  
he said.

I t  seemed, somehow, a password, fo r 
the door opened, and they went in.

Jimm y Jurgens blinked in the glare 
o f the light. Once in, he turned to his 
escort.

“ You— you’re not L ’Hommedieu,”  he 
said suspiciously. “ I ’ve seen L ’Hom 
medieu, and I ’ve never seen you be
fore.”
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“ W ho said I  was L ’Hommedieu ?”  
queried the other.

“ You  said so just now,”  answered 
Jim m y, referring to the password.

But his escort only smiled, and closed 
the door and locked it.

F o r the first time, - Jimmy looked 
about the room— looked more particu
la rly  at the woman in the room. Save 
fo r Jimmy and his new-found friend, 
she was alone. She had retreated to a 
little table upon which stood a student’s 
lamp, with a green shade above it— a 
green shade which threw most o f the 
room into darkness.

“ You  are M r. Jurgens,”  said a low 
voice— the woman’s.

Jimmy started. H e  looked intently at 
her. She was very beautiful in his eyes 
— a slender, well-set-up woman, with a 
well-poised head and pleasant, frank, 
brown eyes. She was dressed in a 
tight-fitting dress o f dark material.

H e  had never seen her before. H e  
had nevef seen this bluff stranger be
fore. Yet, somehow, they knew him—  
the woman was repeating his name de
liberately, incisively---------

“ You are M r. Jurgens, o f Halcyon, 
New  Yo rk ?  Y o u  are one o f the strikers 
at L ’Hommedieu’s ? Yo u  are going 
home— back to the States— back to the 
States?”

“ Yes,”  blurted out Jimm y suddenly. 
“ Right. I ’m Jurgens. I ’m a striker, all 
right— — ”

He stopped. H is  eyes fell upon a 
huge twenty-five-pound turkey that was 
reposing on a chair. I t  was better than 
any o f the ten at Goulet’s.

“ A nd,”  persisted the woman gently, 
“ you are going home— back to the 
States ?”

Jimm y nodded, his eyes still on the 
fow l. “ Bet your life , miss, that I ’m 
going back to the States--------- ”

“ W a it!” cried the woman. “ H o w  do 
you know that I  am ‘miss’ ?”

She seemed to make a point o f it, 
somehow; and Jimm y stammered his 
apologies. “ I  should have said 
‘missus,’ ”  he explained. H e  drew from  
his pocket his steamer and railroad com
bination ticket, and exhibited them.

W h y he did it, he didn’t know, but she 
seemed, somehow, to expect it.

“ B y  the w ay,”  said the bluff ind ivid 
ual at the door, “ we may be keeping 
M r. Jurgens— if  he’s going home to
night.”

“ I  am,”  said Jimmy, his eyes now 
upon the turkey, and now upon the 
woman at the table; “ but I ’ve got lots 
o f time. W hat did you want of me, 
ma’am?”

The woman did not answer right 
away. She sat fo r a moment staring 
into space, biting her lips, thinking 
hard. F ina lly  she tossed her head.

“ Good friend,”  she exclaimed, to the 
bluff individual, “ w ill you do the honors, 
i f  you please ?”

The other man strode to a cupboard 
in the corner and threw open a door. 
Jimm y caught a glimpse of a number 
o f bulging paper bags. Almost imme
diately the big man shut the cupboard 
door and swung himself about; and, 
with that motion, he swung upon the 
table one o f the largest birds that 
Jimm y Jurgens had ever gazed upon.

“ A  little token of esteem,”  trilled the 
lady, . “ from  the committee to M r. 
James Jurgens, striker o f L ’Homme
dieu’s.”

Jim m y’s breath was taken away al
most. “ I t ’s— it ain’t fo r me,”  he cried.

“ F o r  no one else,”  replied the la d y ; 
and Jimmy thought he detected the least 
bit o f French accent in her voice, 
though at the start he had taken h£r 
fo r one from the States. “ I t  is yours' 
•— to eat— to do with as you w ill.”

Jimmy stood stupidly regarding it. 
Then coyly he placed his hand upon' it 
— pinched it to see if  it was real.

“ I t ’s a sure good bird,”  he said. Sud
denly he started. “ W h y ,”  he went on, 
“ it ’s fixed up just like the raffled fowls 
at Goulet’s.”

“ Is  it?” queried the lady. “ H ow  is 
it— and who is Goulet?”

Jimmy explained. “ Goulet’s had 
these four rosettes o f tissue paper 
stuck on— just like this. T w o  on the 
breast and two on the legs. Just like 
Goulet’s ; only there wasn’t a bird there 
that was as big as this. Th is  must be 
a thirty-pounder if  it weighs an ounce.”
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“ Twenty-seven pounds,”  said the big 
man pleasantly. H e, too, placed his 
hand upon the bird in  some sort o f 
huge caress; and, in so doing, he turned, 
over in fu ll view a tag upon its leg. 
A t  the sight o f the tag, Jurgens drew 
back.

“ W h y,”  he exclaimed, “ this' b ird  did  
come from  Goulet’s, after a ll!”

So it would seem, fo r the tag was one 
of Goulet’s tags, such as he reserved to 
tie upon quart packages, and upon cases, 
and upon hampers, when he sold hamp
ers, if  ever.

“ But,”  persisted Jimmy, “ there was; 
not a bird like this at Goulet’s.”

The big man shrugged his shoulders. 
“ Th is  may be the eleventh b ird ,”  he 
said.

I t  was some time later when Jimmy, 
mystified but happy, left the place. The  
big man escorted him, quite cautiously, 
to the entrance o f the dark thorough
fare.

“ You  have just time to catch the 
boat,” he said to Jimm y, as they parted.

And Jimm y traveled in a bee line, so 
fa r as was possible, fo r his wharf.

But, strange to say, he traveled not 
alone. Quite unknown to him, no 
sooner had he left the dark alleyway—  
no sooner had he plunged down the 
street toward his destination, than two 
shadows detached themselves from  
other shadows, and followed him— stop
ping when he stopped, going on when 
he went on.

Once only, as he turned the corner, 
did a strange thing happen. Jimmy 
came face to face, not with the lady, not 
with the big, bluff individual— but with 
the stranger he had encountered in 
Goulet’s cafe.

“ H e llo !” cried Jimmy, in delight.
The other looked at him quite blank

ly. “ I  beg your pardon, sir.”
Jimmy grunted with pleasure. “ I ’m 

the duck who held thirteen in M ike 
Goulet’s place.”

The  stranger laughed with him. 
“ Sure you are,”  he said; “ and what 
have you there? I  thought you missed 
bird number ten.”

“ Th is ,”  said Jimmy, “ is bird number 
eleven.”

The  stranger walked w ith him quite 
openly until they reached a dark spot 
in  the street. Then he halted. “ Friend ,” , 
he said, “ w ill you do me a favor, if  you 
please ?”

“ Sure,”  replied Jim m y, wondering.
“ K in d ly  go on ahead o f me,”  went 

on the stranger, “ as though you were 
alone. Another thing. N o  matter 
when o r where you see me to-night, or 
any time, please do not speak to me, nor 
recognize me. I t  is a strange request, 
but quite important. D o  you mind ?”

“ N ot at all,”  said Jimmy. H e swung 
on his heel and disappeared into the 
darkness. W hen he turned about and 
looked behind him, his erstwhile friend 
had disappeared.

A s Jimmy stepped aboard the gang
plank a short time afterward, it sud
denly occurred to him that the stranger 
o f the Goulet cafe might possibly have 
some unknown, mysterious connection 
with the big man and the handsome 
woman o f the committee room.

The  more he thought about it, the 
more everything became clear; and he 
felt a little angry over it at that. U n 
doubtedly the stranger o f the cafe was 
a philanthropist— undoubtedly he was 
accustomed to do good in secret, and he 
had tried to do Jimmy good. Jimm y 
had wanted a turkey. The  stranger had 
furnished it— in his own way. A nd he 
had carefully avoided any connection 
with it, too— and the possibility o f any 
thanks.

“ W ouldn’t have taken it if  I ’d known 
it was charity,”  grumbled Jimm y to 
himself. H e  felt unaccountably like one 
o f the poor that the religious papers 
always talk about.

“ Th is  turk is going to taste like a 
mission home,”  he said.

But at that instant somebody clapped 
him on the back. “ H ey ,”  cried a genial 
vo ice ; “ see you’re one o f Goulet’s lucky 
ten.”

Th is  remark emanated from  another 
total stranger; but Jim m y was glad to 
respond to it. “ I  sure won out— a 
thirty-pounder, too.”

But, from  the instant that the 
steamer cast-off from  her dock, Jimmy 
felt extremely uncomfortable. I t
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seemed to him constantly as though he 
were being watched. Tim e and again 
he would turn suddenly to the right o r 
left, and find some one staring him in 
the face. Th is  some one invariably was 
buttoned up to the chin fo r the cold, 
and usually wore a slouch hat.

“ Just looking at the bird,”  such an 
individual would say, and slouch away.

Jimm y finally turned into the lower 
cabin with the crowd. H e  had no 
berth; and it was his privilege to sit up 
all night, o r to lie down upon the floor.

F o r a long while he sat up, his head 
nodding wearily over his huge bird, 
which he kept tightly clasped in his 
arms, to prevent its being filched. 
D row sy and drowsier he grew, lulled 
by the motion o f the boat, and by the 
steady sighs and groans of the piston 
rods. In  his dreams, some one seemed 
to be tugging at his coat-—tugging— tug
ging—

“ Wake u p !” something seemed to 
whisper in his ear.

H e  woke up— with a start. But there 
was no one whispering— there was no 
one tugging at his coat. Th e  huge bird, 
it is true, was slipping from his grasp 
— a grasp which he renewed. And 
then---------

“ B y George!”  cried Jimm y softly to 
himself.

F o r there, wide awake and staring 
steadily into Jim m y’s eyes, and lying 
prone upon the floor not fifteen feet 
away, was the big man o f the committee 
room !

“ W hat’s he doing here?”  cried Jimmy 
to himself.

But the big man never winked an eye
lid. H e  turned over on the other side, 
and groaned, and began to snore gently 
like the rest. A nd Jimm y, wondering, 
slipped into slumberland once more.

A fte r a while, he found his seat un
comfortable, and gently dropped to the 
floor, and lay there fu ll length.

He slept fo r a long, long w hile ; and 
it was well into the morning when he 
W'oke, though still dark. The  oil lamps 
had burned a bit low. Jimmy felt of his 
huge bird, to be sure it was safe. And 
then he looked toward the spot where 
the big man had been resting.

The man was gone.
“ Funny note,”  thought Jimmy.
H e  made up his mind that he had 

merely dreamed o f the presence o f this 
man upon the boat. Th e  more he 
thought about it, the more he was sure 
it was a dream. H is  glance traveled 
over the forms o f every sleeper— there 
was none to answer the description. 
Jim m y yawned. H e  looked dreamily 
at the clock on the stairway, at the gilt 
decorations on the gallery ra il----------

A nd  then his brain reeled. F o r  there, 
in the gallery above, leaning over the 
rail, clad in a long cloak that enveloped 
her from  head to foot, was the woman 
o f the night before— the lady o f the 
strikers’ committee room.

She was looking— not at him, but at 
the turkey by his side; looking quite in
tently. A  movement on his part caught 
her eye, and she looked him fu ll in the 
face. Then, suddenly placing her fin
ger at her lips, she turned, and disap
peared.

“ W ell, o f all the queer notes!”  
thought Jimm y. “ I  believe they’re 
afraid I ’ll drink this turkey up instead 
o f eating it.”

“ W ell,”  said Jim m y Jurgens to Rosa
lie and Rosalie’s mother, as he stamped 
into their little four-room  house in 
Halcyon the next evening, “ I  said I ’d 
fetch you a turkey as was a turkey, and 
here he is.”

Rosalie’s mother inspected it discreet
ly , while Rosalie crept-— as only Rosalie 
knew how— into the arms o f Jimmy 
Jurgens. _ ,

“ I ’ve waited fo r you a long, long 
while, Jimm y,”  said Rosalie. H e r  hand, 
a soft, warm little hand, crept up about 
Jim m y’s neck. “ I ’m glad— glad—  
glad---------”

“ Th is  is a turkey, Jim m y,”  said Rosa
lie’s mother. “ W here in  all did you get 
a bird like that?”

“ U p  where they grow  ’em,”  re
sponded Jim m y; “ and I  paid a fortune 
fo r him, too— a small fortune, I  tell 
you---------”

H e  stopped. “ W hat’s that?”  he ex
claimed.

I t  was a strange sound— coming from
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without. A  swishing sound, as of a 
sudden rush of wind.

“ Sounded like a machine,”  said 
Rosalie.

“ D idn’t make noise enough,”  re
marked Jimmy.

“ L isten !”  echoed Rosalie’s mother. 
“ W hat is that?”

Jimm y strode to the door, and opened 
it. Then he started back. In  the light 
of the lamp, tall and slender in the open 
door, there stood a wbman— the woman 
of the committee room.

“ W hat do you want?”  asked Jimm y, 
recoiling.

The woman’s eyes fixed themselves, 
first upon Jimmy, and then upon the 
bird upon the table. Jim m y’s glance 
went beyond her, into the road, where, 
in the dim shadows, there stood a motor 
car, silent and without lights.

Rosalie and her mother stood trans
fixed. The woman in the doorway sud
denly swayed and covered her hands 
with her eyes. She would have fallen 
save for some one who stood behind her 
— a man. Th is  man caught her deftly, 
dragged her to a chair— left her there, 
and darted back and closed the door.

“ I  want Jurgens,”  said this man.
Jimm y recoiled. “ Y o u !”  gasped Jim 

my. I t  was the stranger who had ac
costed him in Goulet’s.

“ Yes— me,”  went on the man crisply. 
“ You  remember me, don’t you?”

“ Yes,”  replied Jim m y; “ and you told 
me— not to speak to you.”

The  man jerked his head. “ Th a t’s 
all over now,”  he said. “ The  point is—  
do you know this woman?”

“ Yes,”  whispered Jimmy, awestruck.
Rosalie and her mother turned upon 

Jimmy Jurgens. “ W ho is this woman?” 
they inquired.

“ I  don’t know,”  faltered Jimmy. 
“ That’s what I  want to know myself.”

The man stepped to the table. “ I ’ll 
tell you who she is,”  he said, “ in just 
half a minute. W e’ll see whether she 
tells the truth.”

H e  whipped from his pocket a sharp, 
small hunting knife. H e  seized the 
twenty-seven-pound turkey by the 
breast bone. S w iftly  he drew from its 
flesh the four tissue-paper rosettes that

still clung to it. Then cautiously he 
inserted the point o f his sharp knife 
in the small hole left by the skewer that 
held the rosette; and, w ith a short, sw ift 
swish, he laid bare a luscious bit of 
uncooked white meat.

“ A h ,”  he exclaimed, with a sight of 
satisfaction, “ she’s right! H ere  they 
are.”

H e turned to Rosalie. “ Have you got 
a spoon?”  he asked.

Rosalie, wondering, brought him one. 
H e  inserted it in the incision he had 
made, and, in another instant, he had 
turned out upon the surface of the oil
cloth-covered table a dozen large-sized 
bits o f glittering glass.

“ W hat are those ?”  asked Jimmy.
“ Diamonds,”  said the man at the 

table, making another incision, using his 
spoon, and once more turning out a 
dozen gems. Tw ice more he performed 
this delicate operation. H is  eyes glit
tered as he glanced upon the stones.

“ A ll o f  the first water, to o !”  he cried, 
with a strange, exultant ring in his 
voice.

“ H o w  did they get there?”  queried 
Jurgens.

The man jerked his thumb toward the 
woman. “ She did it,”  he said. “ In 
jected them— through a tube, just like 
you would inject morphine. I  suspected 
her. Somebody whispered ‘Tu rk e y ’ in 
m y ear— and I  watched ‘turkeys.’ ”

“ A nd who is sh e? ”  asked Rosalie of 
Jimmy, with a tinge of uncertain jeal
ousy in her voice.

Jimmy did not answer.
The stranger of Goulet’s did. “ She 

is a thief— I  km a jeweler o f— of Can
ada. She— my private secretary— book
keeper. She stole these, and thought 
she could make a get-away. I  followed 
— suspected. Here I  am.”

Jimm y touched the woman on the 
shoulder in spite o f Rosalie. “ Is— is 
this true?”  he stammered.

The woman still hid her face. “ Yes,” 
she answered, in a voice vibrant with 
some emotion, possibly shame, “ it is.”

“ A ll right, sir,”  said Jimmy. “ She 
gave me the turkey, and if  the goods 
were yours and she says so, why, take 
them along. I ’m glad you’ve got ’em.



I  thought there was a nigger in the up sw iftly  before the house, ,and there 
woodpile somewhere.”  was a loud rat-tat on the. door. A n

The  stranger pocketed his gems, gave instant later, a businesslike individual 
the trembling woman his reluctant sup- was showing them a shield attached to 
port, and half led, half pushed her out his suspender.
o f the door. - A  “ United States Secret Service.”  he

80 th e  p o p u l a r  m a g a z in e

Jim m y held the door wide open fo r 
them; and, as he peered into the dark
ness, he thought he recognized the burly 
figure in  the chauffeur’s seat. A t  that 
distance, in the darkness, it seemed as 
though the driver o f the car were the 
big, bluff confederate— yes, that must be 
the name— confederate of the lady o f 
the night before. Obeying a sudden 
impulse, he darted out and peered into 
the d river’s face.

“ Say, you--------- ”  he began. But at that
instant the other man dragged the wom
an into the machine, clutched her wrists 
tightly, and nudged the big man with 
his elbow.

“ Go o n !”  he cried, in a low voice. 
“ Good-by.”  _

“ Say,”  cried Jimm y, “ you haven’t any 
lights.”

“ Good-by,”  cried the man again. In  
an instant, the car leaped into life, sped 
down the dark road, and was lost to 
sight.

Jim m y came slowly back to the 
house. “ W hat is the big chap driving 
fo r? ” he said wonderingly. “ H e — he 
must be a thief, too— he must--------- ”

But by this time Rosalie and her 
mother were confronting him. “ Yo u  
said,”  they demanded, “ that she gave 
you the turkey— when— where— how 
did it---------”

Jimm y threw up his hands. “ I ’ll tell 
you everything,”  he cried.

“ You  had better,”  incisively ex
claimed Rosalie.

H e held his head in his hands. “ I t ’s 
this way,”  he said dejectedly. “ I  wasn’t 
going to tell you until after to-m orrow. 
I  didn’t want to spoil a holiday, but 
now I --------- ”

“ W ait a minute,”  cried Rosalie’s 
mother, in alarm. “ W hat is that?”

“ Another automobile,”  said Jimmy. 
“ W ait till it stops its noise, and I ’ll tell 
you.”

But the machine, with a grating sound 
that sent the chill into their bones, drew

explained. “ W e have traced two men 
and a woman to this town— in fact, to 
this house. W here are they hid ?”

“ H id  nowhere,”  said Jim m y; “ they’ve 
just gone.”

The officer looked Jimmy squarely in 
the face. “ A re  you telling me the 
truth?”  he demanded.

“ Sure,”  replied Jimmy. “ T h e y ’ve 
just speeded up the road.”

The  Secret Service man never looked 
at the bird upon the table, though after
ward he heard all about it. H e  blew on 
his whistle, and Lighthipe, the local 
constable, darted in.

“ M r. Constable,”  said the Secret 
Service man, “ are these people all O . 
K.?”

“ Right as a trivet,”  said the constable. 
“ I ’ll take an oath on that. Know n ’em 
fo r years.”

“ A ll right,”  said Secret Service, “ then 
we’ll toddle on.”  H e  glanced sharply at 
Rosalie, her mother, and again at Jimmy 
Jurgens.

“ You know who these people were?” 
he asked.

Jimm y answered. “ The woman was 
a thief, and the other chap had caught 
her. Fortunately he got the goods.”

Secret Service snorted. “ T h ie f !” he 
cried, pausing on the threshold. “ There 
ain’t a thief among that crowd. Just 
guess again.”

“ Give it up,”  said Jimmy.'
“ Those,”  said the Secret Service man 

superciliously, “ are the slickest smug
glers— diamond smugglers— in exist
ence. New  Y o rk  is too hot for them 
just now— they have to take the long 
way around Canada and across the line. 
T h e ir name is Logerot.”

I t  was after the preliminary examina
tion at the United States Commission
ers next morning— the examination of 
Jim m y Jurgens, fo r the Logerots had 
escaped so far, and after Jimmy had 
been discharged on his own recog
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nizance fo r his innocent part in the 
affair— that the postmaster called to him 
as he passed with Rosalie.

“ Telegram fo r you, Jim ,”  said the 
postmaster, handing it out.

Jimm y Jurgens took it, and tore it 
open eagerly. Then he grabbed Rosalie 
in his arms— right in the middle o f the 
road, and danced her about in glee.

“ Jerusalem! Just look at that!”  h e ' 
said.

. Rosalie read the telegram.
Strike settled. Report ready for  work 

Monday. C o m m i t t e e .

That was all it  said.

“ I  didn’t even know there'd been a 
strike, Jim m y!”  she exclaimed.

“ Something I  was holding back till 
after to-day,”  he said.

Three hours later, under the genial 
influence o f white meat, dark meat, 
dressing, gravy, and cranberry sauce, 
and lots o f crisp, brown skin, Jimmy 
darted an amorous glance toward his 
fiancee.

“ W ell,”  he said jocularly, “ the gems 
I  smuggled over ain’t a marker to the 
jewel that I ’m going to smuggle back. 
M other,”  he exclaimed, “ gimme one 
more hunk, and then I ’m through.”

T H E  T E ST  OF A  GOOD A C T O R

JA M E S  T H O R N T O N ,  the monologuist, was walking down Broadway one even
ing when he saw, leaning against a lamp-post, an individual who was evi

dently an actor just off the road. Equally apparent was the fact that the man 
needed a job o r money.

“ H ow  do you do, my friend?” greeted Thornton.
The stranded actor, recognizing Thornton, spoke to him a trifle sadly. 
“ Need a job?”  asked Thornton.
“ I  do— badly,”  answered the actor.
“ W hat have you done?”
“ A  lot o f work,”  explained the other, his face brightening at the prospect of 

Thornton's taking an interest in him. “ I ’ve done all sorts of roles in stock com
panies.”

“ E ve r play the part o f a M exican?”
“ Oh, yes.”
“ Pretty good at it, weren’t you?”
“ W ell, if  I  do say it myself, M r. Thornton, I  think I  played the M exican in 

fine shape.”
“ That being the case,”  responded Thornton, handing him tobacco and a 

cigarette paper, “ roll me a cigarette.”
The  man who had made such a hit as a Mexican made a miserable failure of 

the cigarette. • A nd  Thornton, observing this fact, resumed his stroll, leaving 
the stranded-actor still stranded.

A N O T H E R  V IE W  OF M A T R IM O N Y
^ > O L O N E L  F R A N K  P. M O R G A N , o f New  Y o rk  and other cities, was dis- 

cussing with a group of friends the current news o f the day.
“ I  see by the papers,”  remarked one, “ that the Prince o f Wales w ill have to 

select his bride from  among only seven girls .”
“ W hich is pretty tough stuff,”  commented the colonel. “ In  this country a 

m ajority of the best people have already divorced that many.”
6A



An Unsung Hero
By Berton Braley

THEY have told you for years o f the “brave engineers,”  
W ho pilot the trains to the. station ;

And they’ve caroled to you o f the “overalls blue,”
The badge o f a worthy vocation.

Now I ’m full o f praise for the engineers’ ways,
And to glorify them none is quicker,

Yet let me be heard as I venture a word 
For the man at the telegraph ticker.

Clickety-click! Clickety-click!
Hear how the instruments chatter and dicker.

Daytime and night, swifter than light,
Orders for trains from the man at the ticker 1

The engineer’s brain is concerned with one train, 
Dispatchers must think about many,

And to handle the lot with the Morse dash-and-dot 
Needs a head that is equal to any.

So the engineer smiles as he reels off the miles 
With his train orders fresh as he takes ’em ;

But the hero to me is the man at the key,
The nervy dispatcher who makes ’em.

Clickety-click 1 Clickety-click!
There goes the Limited—flpsh and a flicker—

One little hitch—train in the ditch J 
Nice ticklish task to be man at the ticker.

When the flood’s running high and the train card’s awry, 
And the schedule’s busted to flinders,

He must “get the line clear” for the trains far and near, 
No matter what obstacle hinders !

Till the tangle is straight he is “ Boss,”  he is Fate,
There is no one to question or bicker.

Whether four tracks or one, all the traffic is run 
By the man at the telegraph ticker.

Clickety-click! Clickety-click!
“ Send on the wrecker at once if not quicker,

Train’s jumped the rails!” somebody wails, <
Action’s the word for the man at the ticker 1

It’s a big game o f chess with no “ chances” or “guess,”  
And the board is a busy division,

For a move that is wrong might be death to a throng 
In a smash or a head-on collision.

Your life’s in his hand when you travel on land,
And as heroes are measured, his stature 

Will loom up right near to the “brave engineer,”
I drink to the nervy dispatcher!

Clickety-click 1 Clickety-click 1 
W ife may be sick and the baby be sicker;

Still he must stick right at his “trick,”
Here’s to the man at the telegraph ticker 1



V

Th e  Darragh Clurichawn
By Francis Lynde

Author o f  “ The Taming o f Red Butte W estern," “ The Pan-Am ericans," Etc.

Darragh, the man at the throttle of the 809, was all right till an enemy put 
the “ black curse”  on him. Perhaps he should have laughed when the Cluri
chawn—the little old dwarf with the long white’ beard—confronted him. But 
Darragh hailed from Enniskillen and the fear of death gripped him. The mys
ticism in the blood of the Celtic race dies hard.

A C K  D A R R A G H 'S  luck had come 
to be a proverb on the Tim anyoni 
D ivision long before the P. S. W . 
captured the contract fo r carrying 

the China mails— which was also before 
the rush order was placed fo r the ten 
new locomotives to be assigned to the 
Red Butte Western district fo r the 
handling o f  the m ail-train flyer.

The  luck was not merely ordinary 
good fortune.^ I t  figured rather as a 
striking example o f the good w ill o f the 
gods. W hile  he was still a fireman, 
three wrecks, in each o f which his engi
neer had been killed, le ft h ip  unscathed. 
W hen he got his first freight run, the 
miracles continued. A  broken rail in 
the Red Desert obligingly stayed in 
place until his entire train had passed 
over it in safety, flicking over into the 
ditch only when the last pair o f wheels 
under the caboose had given it a final 
kick.

N ext, a softened embankment in the 
Tum bling W ater flats dropped a foot or 
more one flood-tide morning just as his 
engine struck it, but the big mogul—  
and again the entire train— teetered 
around the brink o f disaster and came 
out whole, w ith Darragh looking back 
out of his cab window and laughing at 
the other members of the crew turning 
handsprings in the ditch in a mad sauve  
qui pent. *

Farther along, when he had been pro
moted to a passenger run, there were 
more o f the striking dissertations upon 
the maxim that it is better to be born 
lucky than rich. Once, when he was 
racing the day express down the west
ern grades in the Crosswater H ills , the 
off-shift dispatcher went to sleep on the 
job and let the Denver Lim ited pass the 
last station at which he could have 
given it a “ meet”  order with Darragh’s 
belated train.

W ith  anybody but Lucky Darragh at 
the throttle of the 809, there would have 
been a head-on collision and much car
nage— at least, that was what every
body said. But, when the trains were 
within an easy mile o f each other, D a r
ragh saw the smoke o f the Lim ited ris
ing above one of the lower hill shoul
ders, and made his stop, timing it deftly 
on a bit o f straight track so that his 
fireman had all the topographies in his 
favor when he made his frantic sprint 
with the red flag.

Still farther along, there was the in
cident of the falling bowlder in Tim an
yoni Canon. I t  happened just at sun
down, and again Darragh was pulling 
the day express.

A t  the curve in the crooked canon, 
just above the sheer cliff that rises per
pendicularly from  the torrent’s bed to 
the first bench o f Mount Fernando,



84 THE <POcPULAcE MAGAZINE

Darragh saw a huge mass of rock 
spring clear from the overhanging edge 
o f the six-hundred-foot precipice.

One glimpse he had o f it in the level 
rays o f the setting sun; and the glimpse 
assured him that the falling bowlder 
was due to drop upon the track, either 
just ahead of his train or upon it.

Another man might have disregarded 
the steep down grade and the laws o f 
momentum and tried to stop. But D ar
ragh was daring as well as lucky, and 
he knew that his only chance lay in 
trying to underrun the falling rock.

W ith  the brakes off and the throttle 
jerked wide, he stormed around the in
dented curve of hazard in a hailstone 
shower of pebbles dislodged by the main 
mass at its first slipping; and a bunch 
o f tourists, crowding the back platform 
o f the rear sleeper fo r the matchless, 
canon view, saw the meteoric death miss 
them by a scant train length; saw the 
huge projectile bury itself in the em
bankment, crushing the heavy steel over 
which they had just passed as if  the 
rails had been a double line o f wheat 
straws.

Th is  time Darragh had to run the 
gamut of gratitude. The  tourists, and 
some others, made up a purse fo r him 
on the spot, but he would not take it.

“ W hat fo r should I  be swipin’ your 
good money when I ’ve got a roll o ’ me 
own in the Brewster Savings Bank?” he 
protested, with the good-natured laugh 
that had made him friends from  one 
end o f the division to the other. “  ’T is  
well thought o f, and I ’m obliged to yez. 
But ye shouldn’t be taking it so har-rd. 
Sure, ’tis all in the day’s work, anny- 
how.”

A nd then, the flagmen having been 
posted above and below the avalanched 
curve, he told the grateful ones that 
they would better be getting aboard, 
since he was about to pull out fo r 
Brewster and the end o f his run.

I t  was perhaps a month later that 
Superintendent M axw ell and M a cF a r- 
land, the trainmaster, met in the dis
patcher’s office to go fo r the final time 
over the “ stringing”  o f the new sched
ule, which was to include the daily shut
tle flight of the fast mail.

“ I f  they’ll only get those new engines 
here in time,”  M axw ell was saying. 
“ W e’re going to be frigh tfu lly  short of 
the right kind o f motive power if  they 
don’t, M ac.”

“ Th a t’s so,”  agreed the trainmaster. 
“ W e’re going to be short on power, and 
a good bit shorter on men— the kind of 
men it’s going to take to run that train 
and make its time.”

“ W hat’s that?”  demanded the boss. 
“ I  thought you had your list filted out.” 

“ I t  was filled out— until Darragh 
went back on me.”

“ Lucky Darragh ?”  queried M axwell. 
“ W hat’s the matter w ith him?”

M acFarland, American transplanted 
while he was yet young, was still 
enough o f a Scotchman to wear a pair 
o f tu fty  little side whiskers, which he 
was given to absently stroking the 
wrong way o f the grain in moments of 
perplexity.

“ H e ’s clean daft, I ’m thinking,”  he 
said. “ You  know his record, and how 
good it is. The men call him ‘Lu ck y’ ; 
but the fu ll half of it is a cool head and 
that blessed g ift o f judgment that tells 
a man when to take a chance and when 
to dodge, and doesn’t use up more than 
the inside fraction o f  a second in the 
telling.”

“ W ell?”  said M axw ell questioningly. 
“ When I  told him he was slated for 

one o f the new engines and a mail run, 
he went white to the ears, and began 
to stammer out something about having 
come up to the office to ask if  I  wouldn’t 
put him back on a freight trick.”

“ O h , p iff !”  scoffed the superintend
ent. “ That is some of tCitty Clare’s 
nonsensei K inney, my new shorthand 
man, gets his meals at the lunch 
counter now and then, and K itty  has 
been pumping him to try  to find out if  
Darragh was going to be put on the fast 
train. K inney says she is scared stiff 
fo r fear Jack’s luck w ill turn and he 
won’t live long enough to m arry her.” 

M acFarland was comparatively new 
to Brewster and the Red Butte W est
ern, and he cocked his ear— his Scotch 
ear— apprehendingly.

“ So that’s it, is it?”  he snorted. 
“ Th a t’s why Darragh never opens his



THE <DA<RRAGH CLU(RICHAWN 85

pay envelope till he gets to the savings 
bank with it? K itty ’s a good g irl, but 
she shouldn’t be try ing  to chock the 
wheels o f the service. I ’ll have a word 
or two with Pat Clare about that.”

“ Y o u ’ll do nothing o f the sort, M ac,”  
said the superintendent, whose own first 
baby was just old enough to run to the 
gate to meet him when he went home 
after the day’s work. “ O f  course, we’ll 
swing Darragh into line. H e ’s too good 
a man to take the back track in his trade 
for the anxious fears o f the little lunch- 
counter girl. But we won’t mess or 
meddle in the little g ir l’s love affair—  
not any.”

Th is  talk in the dispatcher’s office be
fell only a few days before the deliv
eries of the new locomotives began, and 
something less than a fortnight before 
the new time card was to go into ef
fect. F o r  reasons wholly mysterious to 
the roundhouse contingent at Brewster, 
and to the railroad colony at large, 
Lucky Darragh was still try ing to fight 
off his promotion on the ve ry  eve o f its 
materialization; was still begging, so 
MacFarland reported, fo r a transfer to 
one of the slow freights. >

Gossip— the gossip o f the round
house tool room and the yard shanties—  
commented curiously and variously on 
young Darragh’s sudden change of 
heart. From  having been the most am
bitious man in the service, he was ap
parently going to the opposite extreme.

“ Needn’t tell me,”  said Broadbent, 
the fat machinist, who filed and fitted 
brasses in the roundhouse repair shop; 
“ he’s lost his nerve— that’s what’s the 
matter o f him. H e ’s never been the 
man he useter be since that night, a 
month ’r  so ago, when he pulled Num 
ber T w o  through the crossover in the 
upper yard with the signals set ag’inst 
him.”

“ H o w  come him to do that?”  queried 
Latham, a back-shop man, who had late
ly  been assigned to Broadbent as his 
helper and extra fitter. “ I  nev’ did get 
the straight o ’ that.”

“ Gawd only knows— an’ H e  won’t 
tell,”  grunted the fat one. “ Jenksy, in 
the block tower, had opened the switches 
f ’r the shifter to get out with a string o’

boxes. H e  hadn’t ort to done it on 
T w o ’s leavin’ time; but, anyhow, he did 
do it. Lucky pulled out on the dotr as 
he always does, and was shakin’ her up 
to a thirty-m ile tune when he hit the 
crossover. Jenksy heerd him a-comin’ 
and set the ‘distance’ ag’inst him. H e  
underrun that without ever shettin’ off, 
and, when he come to the red-light 
‘home,’ he went under that, too.”

Clay, the lank Kentuckian who pulled 
the Limited with the biggest compound 
on the division, put down the oil cup 
he was clearing with a wire and 
grinned appreciatively.

“ Darragh’s tolerably sure to have his 
luck along with him, whatever he does,” 
he commented. “ That shiftin’ engine 
didn’t have any back lights like the 
Book o’ Rules says she o rt to ; but, just 
as T w o  was talcin’ the crossover, the 
shifter fireman happens to yank open 
his fire-box door. Lucky couldn't he’p 
seein’ that; and he saw it quick enough 
to give him time to make an emergency 
stop and a back-away, I  reckon.”

“ Just the same, I ’m teliin’ you fellahs 
that Lucky’s lost his sand; and that's 
■the reason w hy he don’t want to pull no 
train scheduled up to a mile a minute, 
with a five-hundred-dollar fine fo r not 
makin’ the time,”  insisted Broadbent.

Thus ran the comment in the round
house tool room ; and elsewhere in the 
Brewster railroad'gathering places the 
story was much the same. John D a r
ragh, the lucky one and the pride o f the 
Tim anyoni D ivision, had lost his nerve, 
and with it his ambition. The rnen 
were so rry ; but among the women 
there was a disposition to pify Bridge 
Foreman Clare’s daughter, and to won
der how she could stand it.

O n  the evening o f the second day 
preceding the installation of the new 
time card, Darragh, who was still run
ning odd and even on the day express, 
came into Brewster two hours late; the 
delay, however, being due to a freight 
wreck on the P. S. W . main line, which 
had added the two hours to his Copah 
leaving time.

Turn in g  his engine over to Gaston, 
the night hostler, at the Brewster sta
tion platform, Darragh, big and shape
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less as a deep-sea diver in his jumper 
and overalls, swung into the station 
Waiting room and put a leg over one 
of the high stools at the otherwise de
serted lunch counter.

Behind the counter, a dainty slip of 
a g irl, with swimming blue eyes and 
H face pretty enough to distract atten
tion from the thick pompadour roll 
which Brewster fashion o f the moment 
prescribed as the proper coiffure, came 
tripping to serve him.

“ O h, Jack, dear— I ’m that g lad!”  she 
said. “ I  sent Tommie up to M r. Cran
dall’s office two hours ago, and he came 
back with a word that it was only a 
freight wreck that was holding y o u ; 
but I  couldn’t be sure. T h e y ’d be tell
ing a boy anything they pleased.”

“ I t  was a freight smash— somewhere 
back on the main line,”  said Darragh. 
“ W e was all o f the two hours late leav
in ’ Copah. But I ’ve had a scare, K itty , 
g ir l.”

“ I  knew it— the first minute I  laid 
eyes on you coming in at the door,”  she 
quavered. And then: “ Te ll me, John. 
Th e  ham and eggs’ll be up in a minute. 
I  ordered your supper when I  heard the 
E ig h t N ine’s whistle in  the upper 
yards.”

Darragh pointed a big forefinger at 
the steaming coffee urn.

“ D raw  me one first,”  he said. “ I ’m 
shakin’ from  it yet like a man with the 
ague.”  A nd, when the coffee came, he 
drank it down black and hot in thirsty 
swallows.

“ It  was at Tim anyoni Siding,”  he told 
her when she removed the cup and 
saucer and was preparing another to go 
with the ham and eggs when they 
should come. “ I  saw the Tim anyoni 
signals from  the canon mouth'as plain 
as I  can see your pretty eyes this • 
blessed minute, K itty . I  looked again 
to make sure while we was cornin’ down 
the grade to the sidin’. You  know the 
rules— the operator holds red against 
you till he hears your whistle; and then, 
i f  he has no orders, he gives you the go
by with a couple o f wigwags— red to 
white and back again.”

“ I  know,”  she nodded.
“ B illy  Carter was firin ’, and he was

hangin’ out o’ the window on his own 
side o’ the cab when I  pulled the whistle. 
Yo u  know the racket the E ight Nine 
can make with the fu ll head o f steam; 
and I  gave ’er all o f it, thinkin’ the 
operator must be asleep or crazy to be 
leaving his white signals out fo r anny- 
body and everybody that might come 
along. When we got nearer, I  saw the 
white light turnin ’ to a kinda sickly yel
low ; and just then B illy  pops his head 
in and screeches at m e: ‘A in ’t you go- 
in ’ to shut off? H e ’ s  holdin ’ the red  
against y o u !’  ”

“ You  poor dear!”  said the g irl, with 
the love croon in the sweet Irish  .voice. 
“ You  were that tired you couldn’t see 
straight. D on ’t I  know how it is ?” 

Darragh passed his hand over his 
eyes.

“  ’Tw as a hot day, this, crossin’ the 
Red Desert, and the sand was blowin’. 
God knows I  saw red enough all the 
way across from  the H ills  to Angels. 
Come night and the black dark in the 
canon, and it was like droppin’ into a 
warm bath when you’re all in. Just the 
same, I  didn’t get Tim anyoni’s order 
signal— not even after B illy  yelled at 
me. I  just took his word f ’r  it and 
made the stop. I t  was a meet order 
with M r. M axw ell’s special, and we 
oughta got it at Angels. I f  I ’d pulled 
through, as I  was goin’ to, we’d ’a’ got 
’em somewhere along about D ry  Gulch 
— a head-ender, with a bunch o f us 
chewed up and steam cooked.”

K itty  Clare was a coward fo r her 
lo ve r; but she could be bravely unflinch
ing fo r herself when fear pushed her 
over the edge into desperation.

“ T e ll me, John, when was it that 
you’d be taking the last eye test?” she 
asked, with the shadow of a great dread 
in her own limpid eyes.

“ The last time Doctor Hudson’s car 
was over the d ivision ; ’twas a month 
ago, wasn’t it?”

“ And you stood it all right ?”
“ N o  man o f the bunch of us better. 

Sure, the doctor was jokin’ me about 
it. H e  said when the railroad job was 
played out I  could go to sellin’ ribbons 
up in Einstein’s department store.”

The  young woman shook her head.
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“ I ’ve been afraid— it was— the blind
ness,”  she confessed gaspily.

Darragh was looking away through 
the waiting-room window’ at the red, 
white, and green switch lights starring 
the Brewster yard.

“ No. M ost times I  can see as good 
as ever I  could,”  he asserted slow ly; 
and then he added: “ Th a t’s the trou
ble, K itty , girl. I  can see too good. I ’ve 
seen my death.”

There was a shocked blankness in the 
pretty face when he let his gloomy eyes 
seek it again.

“ Te ll me, John, dear,”  she whispered 
softly. “ I f  it ’s the death you’ve seen, 
’tis mine as well as yours.”

Darragh dragged out his watch and 
scowled at its face.

“ Y o u ’ll be off in five minutes ’r  so, if  
the night g ir l’s on time. Meet me at the 
roundhouse crossin’, and I ’ll walk over 
home with you.”

“ But your supper?”  she began. 
“ Th a t’s the cook whistling it up the 
dumbwaiter this minute.”

“ I  ain’t hungry any more,”  said the 
big engineer; and he slid from the high 
^tool and went away to take off his 
overclothes.

H e found her waiting fo r him a few 
minutes later when he came up from 
the roundhouse; and together they 
crossed the tracks and the bridge, walk
ing slowly toward the new railroad 
suburb which had been laid out on the 
hills north o f the river. W hen there 
were only the bridge electrics fo r silent 
witnesses, he made his confession.

“ Y o u ’ll remember, K itty , g irl, how I  
tried to tell you, the night o’ the Broth 
erhood picnic, about the black day I ’d 
left behind me up in the Medicine Bow 
H ills , and ye wouldn’t listen?”

She nodded dumbly. “  ’Tw as about 
another woman, John. I  knew it by the 
way you began. And it came to me 
quick that it wouldn't be good fo r me 
to hear.”

“ I t  was another woman,”  he said 
soberly. “ I  was young and g irl crazy 
them days, and she was the kind that 
would go through the world crookin’ 
her finger at the men. She was Pete 
Grogan’s daughter; and old Pete was

foreman o f the section that took in the 
tank and pump station I  was chief en
gineerin'*.”

‘W a s  she pretty?”  asked the girl.
“ N ot to be walkin’ on the same side 

o’ the earth with you, K itty , darling; 
and that’s God’s truth. But she had a 
look in the black eyes o f her, and a way 
with her that meant annything you like 
to a w ild lad just peekin’ over the far 
edge o f his teens. Betw ixt and between, 
there was another man— the foreman 
o f the next section but one— and one 
night he came down to the tank house 
and said he was goin’ to fight me for 
her. ’Tw as a great scrap, K itty , dear; 
and, after the first round, I ’m thinkin’ 
we’d both forgot what it was all about. 
M y , my, them old days!”  Darragh was 
looking back at them from the mature 
and hopelessly senile viewpoint of 
twenty-seven.

“ And then what?”  queried the bridge 
foreman’s daughter.

“ Then the old man, her father, came 
to me and said since I ’d put a man in 
the hospital fo r  his daughter, it was f ’r 
me to keep her good name by m arryin' 
her. W ith  that I  laughed in his face, 
and said, says I :  ‘I  w ill n o t;’ and he 
went away, cursin’ and sweann’ outra
geous. The  next night, or maybe it was 
two nights beyond that, the woman her
self came down to the pump house 
where I  was sittin’ on the coal pile 
watchin’ the steam gauge on the donkey 
boiler. W hat she said to me I 'l l  never 
put into your innocent ears, K itty , dar
lin g ; but this was the end of it— if I  
didn’t m arry her, she'd k ill herself.”

“ Shameless!” said the girl hotly.
“  ’Tw as what I  said when I  saw how 

matters stood with h e r; but you mustn't 
say it after me, K itty , dear. I t  w ill be 
the death of you— as it’s goin’ to be the 
death o’ me one of these fine nights.”

“ Go on,”  said K itty  Clare, dry-lipped.
“ She went out o’ the pump house 

cryin ’ that I  killed the other man for 
nothing— but he was neither dead nor 
caring fo r her— and put the burnin’ 
shame upon her. Then, out o f a dark 
corner of the tank timberin’, her little 
old daddy jumps up and heaves a track 
wrench at me, and all in the same breath
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Number Seven, the Portland F lyer, 
whistles fo r the tank sidin’. One min
ute past that, me and the old man was 
standin’ over what was le ft o ’ the wom
an. I  don’t know how it happened; 
whether she meant to kill herself, or 
was only try in ’ to cross the track ahead 
o f the F lyer. Nobody’ll ever know ; and 
the man who was pullin’ the throttle on 
the F lye r never knew that he’d hit any
thing until they told him at the end o f 
his run.”

They had reached the gate in front 
o f  the bridge foreman’s cottage in the 
new suburb; but, when Darragh would 
have lifted the latch, the g irl stopped 
him.

“ And what then, John?”  she asked; 
and she made no attempt to hide the 
shaking horror in her voice.

“ Then— then, K itty , dear, the old man 
stood up and put the black curse on me. 
A nd  what he said has come true.”

“ W hat was it?— tell m e!”  she .com
manded.

“ H e  prayed to God, o r to his devil, 
to let me go on and prosper, and live, 
and not die until the time might come 
when I ’d see myself havin’ all that a 
man could have, o r be w ishful to have. 
Then he turned on me with his yellow 
teeth showin’ in  the moonlight, and said, 
says he: ‘Y o u  come o’ the Darraghs, 
o f Innisk illen ; and well do I  know the 
black breed,’ says he. ‘W hen you’re at 
the top o’ your ladder, look down, me 

"  fine lad, and you’ll see the Darragh 
dw arf climbin’ up to ye.’ ”

“ J a ck !”  said the girl. “ Y o u  don’t be
lieve in such things J”

Darragh was leaning against the un
opened gate, and the sweat was standing 
in fine beads on his forehead.

“ I  did not— then,”  he asserted. “ N o r 
fo r a long time this side of that bad 
night at D ry  Creek tank. But before 
I  came to the Tim anyoni, I  had a week 
with the old grandfather, who was still 
liv in ’ in the little shack in the edge of 
St. Louis, where I  was born. I  asked 
him about the dw arf, and he told me. 
Back in Ireland ’twas the story that a 
humpbacked, crooked-legged little man 
with a long white beard always showed 
himself to any Darragh that was cornin’

to his death. Th e  old grandfather be
lieved it, but I  didn’t— then.”

Though there was a fu ll generation 
intervening .between K itty  Clare and 
her Irish -born  forbears, the mysticism 
in  the Celtic blood dies hard, and she 
shivered as one with a chill.

“ Have you seen it, John ?”  she asked, 
w ith her heart in her throat.

“ Three times, K it t y ;  and ’twas when 
I  was at the top o f the ladder, thinkin’ 
no harm could ever come to me, that it 
began. D o you mind the night, three 
weeks ago, when I  brought you home—  
the night when I  had to double out ex
tra on T w o  in Buck B radford ’s place? 
’Tw as that night— when I  was leaving 
you and goin’ back across the bridge. 
I  saw it as plain as d a y ; standing under 
one o f the bridge lamps; a crumpled-up 
scrap o f a man, that I  took first fo r a 
boy playin’ tricks in his mother’s shawl, 
till I  saw the long white beard of it. 
O n ly  fo r the look o f it, I ’d ’a’ broke and 
ru n ; but, when I  took a grip  o’ myself 
and made fo r it, it was gone.”

“ That was once,”  said K itty  Clare 
hurriedly. “ And it might have been 
only a boy playing tricks, after all, 
Jack.”

“  ’Tw as none so good as that,”  D ar
ragh went on gloomily. “ T w o  hours 
past the bridge crossin’, I  got my orders 
to go out on T w o  in B radford ’s place. 
Three train len’ths beyond the plat
forms, when I  was lettin’ the Ten S ix 
teen out a notch ’r  two, I  saw it again, 
standing in the middle o f the track and 
wavin’ its arms at me. I  went crazy, 
K it t y ; stark m ad; and, but fo r the fire
man’s pullin’ me down, I ’d ’a’ gone, not 
only against the red of the tower block, 
but into that switchin’ engine.”

“ And the third time?” said the girl, 
with a shudder.

“  ’Tw as this same night we’re living 
in ,”  said Darragh solemnly; “ at Tim an
yoni Siding. The  thing was on the 
track, at the upper switch. I  saw it as 
plain as I  can see them bridge electrics 
this minute. A nd that time I  went 
crazy, too— so crazy that I  couldn’t 
see that Tim anyoni was holding the 
red against me fo r orders till B illy  
Carter yelled at me.”
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K itty  Clare had put one round, white 
arm on top o f the gate palings, and was 
crying softly into the crook o f it.

“ A nd still they’ll be making you take 
the fast mail run,”  she sobbed broken
ly. “  ’T is  your grandfather and my 
grandmother— she’s always saying that 
your luck would turn.”

I t  is not often that the man becomes 
the com forter; but this time Darragh 
proved the exception.

“ D on’t cry, K itty , colleen. The  
luck’s w ith  us yet. Three times have I  
seen the Darragh dw arf, and twice 
death has leaped at me. But I ’ve got 
to be a man, darlin’ ; and they’re all say- 
in ’ that Jack Darragh’s lost his nerve. 
Y e  couldn’t live through that, I ’m 
thinking.”

She looked up, crushed by the finality 
in his tone.

“ That means that you’re going to 
take the mail run, after all, Jack, dear?”  
she faltered.

“ I  can do no less and be a man.”
She was wiping her eyes furtively. 

“ I t  w ill be the death of you, John— and 
of me. W hen does it begin ?”

“ The  first train through— the ‘F ly in g  
ing Postal’ they’ll be callin’ it— w ill be 
to-m orrow night. M acFarland tells me 
that I ’m to take it east with one o f the 
new ten-wheelers.”

“ I ’ll be praying fo r you, dear,”  she 
said, with a catch in her vo ice ; and with 
that she opened the gate and was gone.

As the through schedules had been 
arranged, it so happened that the first 
eastward flight o f the F ly in g  Postal 
dovetailed quite accurately with the 
change o f time cards on the Red Butte 
Western district. The tria l-trip  train 
had left San Francisco on time, had held 
its own over the Sierras, and had actu
ally overrun its schedule some five or 
six minutes when it was turned over to 
the P. S. W . system at Lorchi, the west
ern terminus of the Nevada line.

From  this time on, Brewster interest 
in the time-making experiment quick
ened. Since the new time card, in 
which the train would have its regular 
place, would not go into effect until 
one minute past midnight, the fast mail

was running on orders as a “ special” ; 
incidentally with the track cleared fo r 
it, as if  it  had been a wrecking train 
hurrying to a scene o f disaster. From  
time to time reports came clicking 
through the Brewster sounders. A t  
Latiga, eleven minutes had been lost 
owing to a hot box under one o f the 
postal cars; but at Sancho, the point at 
which the steep climb up the western 
slope o f the Hophras begins, ten of the 
eleven minutes had been regained.

Relay, the first station on the eastern 
slope, was the next to report; and the 
little group o f trainmen watching the 
bulletin board in Dispatcher Crandall’s 
office broke into the chattering clamor 
o f the telegraph instruments applaus- 
ively when the Relay man ticked off the 
passing of the new train w ith  a loss o f 
only seven minutes on the stiff moun
tain climb.

“ I f  Barney Giddings don’t make it 
into Brewster on the eight-o’clock dot, 
it’ll be because the wheels won’t stay 
under her,”  was Buck B radford ’s com
ment; and M acFarland, who had been 
hanging over the dispatcher’s table fo r 
the better part o f the afternoon, looked 
up and nodded.

“ Giddings’ll do it,”  he said; and then: 
“ A n y  o f you fellows seen Darragh this 
afternoon ?”

Gaston, the night hostler whose trick 
began at seven, was able to give the re
quired information.

“ H e ’s down at the roundhouse tunin’ 
up tfiat new ten-wheeler of his, as if  he 
was due to bu’st all the records on the 
Short L ine .”  ,

“ Luck y’s got it dead easy,”  put in 
young Cargill, who was one of the bul
letin-board watchers. “ H e ’ll catch up 
w ith the new card somewheres along 
about Navajo, in the desert, and with 
’regardless’ orders up to that, he’ll be 
able to take the Crosswater H ills  on a 
freight schedule, if  he wants to.”

“ Y e s ; if  his nerve holds out,” cut in 
C raw ford , a new freight puller from 
the Oregon country, and a man at whom 
the Brewster railroad colony was be
ginning to look askance as a “ knocker.”

“ Shut up,!”  said Bradford, in low 
tones; and then it was seen that D a r-
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ragh had come in to get the freshest 
news from  the Postal. W hether he 
had heard C ra w fo rd ’s comment o r not, 
no one knew at the moment; but they 
were not left long in doubt. H aving 
got the train report from  Crandall1, D a r- 
ragh strode across to the group at the 
bulletin board.

“ Th is  is neither the time nor the 
place, Jim  C raw ford ,”  he began hotly. 
“ But the day we’re both off duty, we’ll 
step across to the shadows on the other 
side o f the Tim anyoni, and I ’ll show 
you wan o r two things about that lost 
nerve o ’ mine.”

“ A w , give us a rest!”  said the O re 
gonian, who at least had the courage of 
his rancor. “ W hat I  said was only 
what everybody’s sayin’. I f  the coat 
don’t fit, you needn’t wear it.”

Darragh turned away without an
other word. I t  was true, then, as he 
had feared. H is  repute as a fearless 
runner of fast trains was already as
sailed, and he had fa irly  set his feet 
in the downward path, which, in the 

'railroad service, can so rarely be re
traced. Manlike, he craved sympathy. 
There was a hard night’s work ahead; 
a tria l-trip  race, in which he would hold 
the honor and credit of the Short Line
in his hand. I f  he should fail---------

H e  looked at his watch as he went 
down the corridor. I t  was seven-fif
teen; and the F ly in g  Postal was only 
forty-five  minutes away. H e  had had 
his supper, • but there was time fo r a 
word with K itty  Clare and a cup o f 
coffee at the lunch counter.

W hen he took his seat on one of the 
high stools near the coffee urn, it was 
Bridget Callahan, the night g irl, who 
came to take his order.

“ W here’s K itty? ” he demanded. 
“ Didn't you know, then?”  was the 

arch query. “ Sure, she’s gone and left 
you, Lucky.”

“ Gonq? W here to?”
“ H ow  should I  know?”  said the sub

stitute teasingly.
“ But somebody must know. Has 

she gone home? W as she sick?”
The night g irl had drawn his cup o f 

coffee, and was slamming the accom
paniments down in front of him in a

way to make him suddenly homesick 
fo r K itty  Clare’s deft servings.

“ N o ; she’s not sick, and she didn’t 
go home. She w int away on Number 
S ix— wid a pass from  M isther M axw ell 
to some place over in the Red Desert, 
where her mother’s brother kapes a 
cattle ranch. She did be sinding a tille- 
gram first, and that’s all I  know. Now , 
then, what w ill ye be having to go wid 
the coffee?”

“ Nothing,”  said D a rra gh ; and, when 
he had absently gulped the black draft 
without remembering to put either 
cream or sugar in it, he went out to the 
east spur, where Gaston was already 
placing the new 1098 in readiness for 
the quick coupling when the F ly in g  
Postal should arrive.

“ H o w ’s she handling, Tom ?”  asked 
Darragh, when he had climbed to the 
cab.

“ Fine as silk. Foaming a little yet 
from the grease in her boiler, Baldrick 
says; but nothing to hurt. Th ey washed 
her out again with hot water this morn
ing.”

“ I  ain’t goin’ to turn any crown 
sheets on this trip ,”  said Darragh me
chanically.

H e  w^s still thinking of K itty , and 
wondering what family misfortune had 
befallen to make her run away without 
leaving word fo r him. Also, he was 
trying to recall what he knew of the 
ranchman uncle, whose shipping station 
was at Navajo, in the very heart of the 
Red Desert. I t  was little o r nothing. 
H e  merely knew that M rs. Clare had a 
brother who was a cattleman, and that 
his ranch was somewhete in the foot
hills o f the L ittle  Verm ilions north .of 
Navajo.

A fte r Gaston had gone, and while 
Carter, the fireman, was putting his 
lamps and signals in order, Darragh got 
down to “ oil around,”  a duty which he 
never intrusted to any one else. M ixed 
up with the K itty  Clare perplexity was 
the recollection o f what Craw ford had 
said in the dispatcher’s office. A ll 
through the long afternoon, while he 
had been tinkering and tuning on the 
new ten-wheeler, he had been striving 
to put away the creeping dread inspired
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by the fear that the thrice-seen mis
shapen thing, with its humped back and 
flowing white beard, would jump out at 
him from some dark corner o f the 
roundhouse.

And now, as he passed from  oil cup 
to oil cup in his methodical round o f the 
big flyer, the fear was again growing 
upon him ; growing so that he had to 
force himself to straighten up and look 
around him now and then to be con
vinced that the commonplace and famil
iar surroundings o f the Brewster yards 
were still at hand; that nothing was 
happening to warrant the unreasoning 
terror that hung like a millstone about 
his neck. I f  he could only have had a 
word with K itty  before the moment o f
supreme trial came-------

H e  was climbing to the cab w ith his 
o il can, when- the fireman leaned out o f 
the window and whispered to him : 

“ W hisht f ’r  a minute till I ’m heavin’ 
a chunk o f coal up on the back end o f 
the tender; there’s a ride-stealin’ hobo 
up there hidin’ behind the manhole.”  

Darragh swung himself up to the 
gangway with a sudden jerk.

“ Not fo r your life, B illy !”  he fo r
bade ; and then his bones turned to wa
ter. I f  Carter had seen anything, it was 
no hobo— nor any other human being.

“ A ll the same, I ’m goin’ to see,”  said 
the fireman; and forthwith he disap
peared over the piled-up heap of the 
coal supply. There were sounds o f a 
struggle, a blast of bad language, and a 
weird scream, and then Carter came 
back to drop into the gangway.

“ ’Twas a ’bo !” he panted. “ When 
I  told him t ’ fade away, he grabbed me 
by the leg.”

“ W ell?” said Darragh, with his heart 
in his mouth.

“ H e ’s gone. I  t ’rew him off. H e  
was on’y  a boy f ’r  size, but I ’m thinkin’ 
he was a man grown f ’r  all that. D id 
you hear the screech he let out? Y e ’d 
’a’ thought I  was k illin ’ him.”

Darragh had heard it, and his nerves 
were still quivering. Just then the tria l- 
trip  mail train, ten minutes late, came 
thundering through the western yards, 
with the recalcitrant housing under the 
second mail car once more blazing to

high heaven to account fo r the lost time. 
Darragh set his teeth and took his place 
on the running step. Looking back, he 
saw Giddings drop from the gangway 
o f the 1098’s tw in, and saw Gaston 
swing up to make the cut-out. A  min
ute later, the engine to be relieved came 
clanking up the main track, with Gas
ton at the throttle; and Darragh saw, 
as a man in a dream, the flick o f the 
spur switch from  white to red, which 
was his signal to pull up and couple on.

H e  did it mechanically, with his eyes 
fixed upon the section of track illum i
nated by the dazzling cone of the elec
tric  headlight. Nothing happened. 
Th e  red light o f the turned switch 
burned steadily as he approached and 
passed i t ; and, when he looked back, he 
saw it turn normally to white as the 
yard switchman gave him the backing 
signal. W ith  his nerves still on edge, 
he eased the big ten-wheeler down to a 
touch coupling with the postal train. 
W hile the yardmen were coupling the 
air hose and linking up the safety 
chains, he was conscious only o f a huge 
impatience. I f  they would only let him 
get away and out o f  the yards before 
the Th in g  showed itself, he would see 
to it that the fleetest imp in Satan’s fol
lowing should never catch him.

But there was more delay. A n  emer
gency crew was hurriedly replacing the 
defective brass o f the hot box under the 
second car; and the throng o f station 
loungers, gathered to see the fast train 
go through, massed itself about the has
tening workers. Darragh leaned out of 
his cab window and gabbled curses. 
F ive  minutes only had been allowed on 
the special schedule fo r the engine 
changing at Brew ster; and they were 
gone, with five more on top of them to 
add to the ten minutes lost by the late 
arriv ing— fifteen minutes to make up, 
and a promise o f more.

Darragh snapped out an order at 
Carter.

“ Get back there and tell them thumb
fingered dope men to get a move o n !” 
he rasped.

Carter obeyed prom ptly; and, when 
he was gone, Darragh leaned farther 
out of his window to get the better look
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backward. A n d  because his attention 
was entirely focused upon the anchor
ing obstacle to the rear, he missed the 
sight o f  a bent and misshapen figure 
dodging around the front end o f the 
engine; dodging and clambering with 
monkeylike handholds and footholds to 
a crouching seat directly under the siz
zling headlight.

Before Carter had reached the emer
gency men, they were pulling the jacks 
out, and the onlookers were scattering 
to watch the start. Darragh saw Jen
kins, the conductor, coming down the 
stairs from  the dispatcher’s room on the 
jump, with the clearance orders in his 
hand. Just then the superintendent and, 
M acFarland came up.

“ I t ’s up to you, Darragh,”  shouted 
M axw ell, bellowing, to make himself 
heard above the sudden stuttering roar 
o f the 1098’s pop valve. “ Y o u ’ve got 
the honor o f the Red Butte Western in 
your hand to-night. Go to it  like a 
man.”

Darragh nodded without taking his 
eyes from  the hurrying conductor. Car
ter) returning from  his errand, caught 
Jenkins in mid flight, and, snatching the 
duplicate copy o f the train order, hurled 
himself up the engine steps.

“ F irs t meet is Number Seventeen, at 
Angels,”  he gapped, thrusting the tissue 
order under Darragh’s seat cushion; 
and, at the clang of the bell, Darragh 
sent the steam whistling into the cylin
ders. The  pop valve went silent with 
a sharp p h u t!  there was a shuddering 
grind and a spitting o f fire as the six 
great driving wheels gripped the rails, 
a sharp staccato  from the stack, and the < 
F ly in g  Postal shot away through the 
upper yards, gathering speed at each 
fresh wheel turn.

Men spoke o f the initial night flight 
of the Postal afterward as a record run 
fo r the district, spreading the honor o f 
it out to cover the entire R . B. W . from  
Lorch i to Copah. B y  the time the 
Brewster distance signals were flicking 
to the rear, Darragh had read his clear
ance order, and was humped over his 
levers, nursing the big ten-wheeler up to 
its speed by all the little arts known to 
the skilled time cutter.

Through the tangents in the park, 
and around the looping curves in the 
foothills, the five-car train raced in a 
spark-throwing projectile flight, with 
the engineer crouching motionless on 
his high seat, and the agile little fireman 
dancing back and forth on the foot
board, hearing nothing but the roar of 
the exhaust, and seeing nothing but the 
sliding cataract o f coal and the white- 
hot cavern he was skillfu lly filling 
against the fire-cutting grades o f the 
canon run just ahead.

A s  the miles fled to the rear, D a r
ragh’s nerve came slowly to its o w n ; 
and with the return came the skilled 
engineer’s jo y  o f mastery over matter 
in motion. From  time to time, as the 
familiar signals flitted past, he glanced 
at his watch. S low ly but surely he was 
eating a hole into the lost time.

A t  Tim anyoni it was only a few sec
onds over thirteen m inutes; at the 
canon portal it had shrunk to less than 
twelve. And when the storming fifty - 
minute rush up the great gorge was 
ended, and the train was dodging the 
foothill curves in the race from the 
rive r gorge to Angels on the desert's 
edge, Darragh found that he had a little 
more than held his o w n ; had, in point 
o f fact, ^managed to win back a few 
more of the precious seconds.

A t  Angels, the order signal was o u t; 
but there was no delay. T ra in  17, the 
through westbound freight, was already 
on the siding; and, while the 1098’s 
wheels were still grinding to the sudden 
stop under Carter’s hand, Darragh was 
jo in ing Jenkins at the operator’s counter 
in  the station.

“ Crandall’s clearing fo r you fellows 
as i f  you was taking the company doc
tors to a wreck,”  laughed the telegraph 
man, handing his order pad up fo r the 
signatures. “ A ll straight to Last 
Chance, where you’re to meet the L im 
ited.”

Darragh took his copy o f the order, 
and held it up to the light to read it.

Postal special, Eng. 1098, Jenkins conduc
tor, Darragh engineer, will run regardless to 
Navajo, twelve-one a, m., when it will take 
its place as Train Number 20 on new time 
card.
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Th is  was the wording o f i t ; and D a r- 
ragh crumpled it into his pocket and 
turned on his heel.

“ Come o n ; let’s g o !”  he barked at 
Jenkins; and two minutes later the race 
had been resumed, and the Angels dis
tance signals were losing themselves in  
the rearward darkness.

One hour and fifty-five  minutes was 
the time allowance fo r the special from  
Angels to the mid-desert station o f 
Navajo, where it would take its new 
time-card rights as regular train Num 
ber 20; and Darragh, taking advantage 
o f the long, level desert tangents, pushed 
the big ten-wheeler so successfully that 
his watch was ticking off the last half 
minute o f the one hundred and fifteen 
when the lonely little cattle-loading sta
tion in the midst o f the desolations 
came into sight.

Navajo, long since abandoned as a 
night telegraph station, showed no 
lights; but every detail of the surround
ings, the single sidetrack, the red station 
building, with its iron roof contrasting 
with the weathered gray o f the plat
forms, the whitewashed corral and load
ing chute, and, beyond the station, the 
huge bulk o f the water tank— all these 
were struck out v iv id ly  in the brilliant 
beam of the headlight as Darragh shut 
off the steam and sent the a ir hissing 
into the brake cylinders to make the 
watering stop.

H e was leaning out o f the cab w in
dow and staring fixedly at something on 
the station platform when the train shot 
over the westward switch o f the siding 
and Carter climbed over the coal to be 
ready to pull down the spout o f the wa
tering tank. Almost as soon as it took 
shape, the “ something” evolved itself 
into the figure o f a woman starting to 
her feet from her seat on a rude bench 
at the end o f the building, and shading 
her eyes with her hand from the daz- 
zling glare of the upcoming headlight.

F o r a single instant Darragh lost his 
head, and thought he was seeing a ghost 
— the ghost o f K itty  Clare. Then he 
remembered Bridget Callahan’s story of 
the h urry  call and K itty ’s flight on 
Number S ix , and sanity came back. 
F o r some cause---------

I t  was a thing that she did that made 
him stop trying to reason it out and 
catch his breath w ith  an oath that was 
more an exclamation o f horro r than an 
imprecation. A t  the instant o f the 
train’s uprush, he saw her lower the 
shading hand, saw her eyes wide open 
and fu ll o f terror, staring, not at him, 
but at the front end o f the 1098; saw 
her reel and stagger, and fall back upon 
the wooden bench, again covering her 
eyes as if  to shut out a sight too dread- 

, fu l to be- borne.
Carter was up on the tender, waiting 

fo r Darragh to “ spot”  the manhole un
der the tank spout, when the F ly in g  
Postal stopped with a jerk. H aving his 
own job to attend to, he did not notice 
that Darragh swung off to run quickly 
back to the platform of the deserted 
“ day”  station; nor did he hear K itty  
Clare’s glad little shriek when Darragh 
gathered her in his arms.

“ W hat in the name o’ common 
sense 1”  raged the lo ve r; but she sobbed 
out the explanation at once.

“  ’Twas all a mistake, somehow, Jack, 
dear; and I ’ve been scared stiff!”  she 
wept. “ A un t Janey is dreadful sick, 
and Uncle Dan was to meet me with the 
buckboard. Something has happened, 
and he didn’t come; and I ’ve been here 
all alone since— since I  got off o f Num 
ber S ix , and— and--------”

“ Alone? In  the nighttime? W here 
is that blasted operator? I ’ll w ring his 
neck if  it’s the last thing I  ever lay 
hands o n !”  stormed Darragh.

“ H e  doesn’t know. H e  was gone 
when I  got here. A nd I  pould do noth
ing but wait, and wait. And the coyotes 
howled and barked, and I  saw things—  
horrible things! O h , Jackie, dear, take 
me with you. D on ’t leave me here!”

“ Sure I  w ill, darling. ’T is  only the 
postal train, and no place fo r a woman. 
But you’ll go on the engine with me—  
on over to Copah, where we can get a 
w ire to your uncle. Th a t’ll be the way 
o f it. Come, now, and we’ll be fadin’ 
away out o ’ this.”

The tank spout was clanging to the 
perpendicular, when Darragh ran her 
forward to the engine and lifted her to 
the gangway. A  scant half minute later
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he had made her comfortable on his 
box, with a bunch of waste at her feet, 
to keep the hot boiler head from  touch
ing them, and the flight o f the postal 
train was resumed, Darragh standing on 
the running step, with an arm at the 
g ir l’s back to steady her against the 
swing and lurch o f the high-hung flyer.

I t  was not until the N avajo stop had 
become only a backward, flitting mem
o ry  that Darragh took the new time 
card from  its clip and held it under the 
light o f the gauge lamp. T ra in  Num 
ber I20, taking time at 12:01, midnight, 
was ranked as a train o f the first class 
having the right-of-road precedence 
even over the trains o f its own class.

The first scheduled “ meet”— and it 
was the only one w ith an opposing 
“ first-class”  train— was with the L im 
ited at Last Chance; a lonely siding, 
which was at once the last passing track 
in the desert and the first in the edge 
o f the Crosswater H ills . Darragh took 
his time and glanced at his watch. 
There were fifty-one miles to cover, and 
fifty -s ix  minutes in  which to cover 
them; and he gave the storming 1098 
another notch or' two o f the throttle.

From  the lunging start at Navajo, 
the g irl had not spoken. U tte rly  weary, 
as it seemed, she had leaned her head 
against the cushioned box back and 
closed her eyes. Darragh did not try  to 
make her talk. The  cab clamor o f  a 
fast locomotive in fu ll flight bars any
thing milder than a shout with lips to 
ear; and, besides, the young Irishman 
had all o f the rough man’s gentleness 
and compassion for the woman loved.
,*-* H e  was making the slow-down fo r 
the siding at Last Chance before she 
opened her eyes and started, awake.

“ W here are we, Jack, dear?” she 
asked, in weak bewilderment.

“ A t  Last Chance Siding. W e meet 
the Lim ited.”

She sat up and began to take notice.
“ A re  you making the time. Jack?”
“ M ore than making it. W e ’ve got 

three fu ll minutes of our own to t’row 
to the puppies,”  he laughed.

Carter had dropped off and gone 
ahead to set the inlet switch, and D a r
ragh was flicking the air valve to keep

the train in motion until he should get 
the “ come ahead”  from  the fireman. 
W hen the switch light flipped from  
white to red, Darragh released the 
brakes/ and the F ly in g  Postal slid quiet
ly  into the sidetrack.

Carter reset the switch and came on 
leisurely. There was apparently plenty 
o f time. A s yet, there was neither sight 
nor sound o f the coming Limited. 
A w a y up the line, where the siding 
dovetailed again into the main track 
through the outlet switch, a light tw in - , 
kled and stared glassily, stared r e d ;  but 
neither Darragh nor the upcoming fire
man saw it o r suspected the trap that 
an absent-minded brakeman on a 
freight, passing Last Chance an hour 
earlier, had set fo r them.

None the less, the trap was there, as 
the red eye o f the switch lamp suffi
ciently advertised; and malignant in
genuity could scarcely have devised a 
better one. Th e  passing freight, in  pull
ing out eastward, had left the switch 
open fo r the siding, and the approach 
to it, down the steep Crosswater grade, 
was around a sharp curve. Last Chance 
was not a stop fo r the L im ited; and, 
barring quick work on somebody’s part, 
the open switch promised a good chance 
fo r a head-on collision between the 
westward-rushing passenger and the 
standing postal train.

K itty  Clare was stirring again when 
Darragh set the air lightly to keep his 
train from  drifting  backward down the 
slight grade o f the sidetrack.

“ W as it all a bad dream, John?” she 
asked softly.

“ W hat was a dream?” 1
“ The things that I  saw at Navajo—  

the awful things that kept coming out 
o f the dark? And at the last— just un
der the Ten  Ninety-eight’s headlight—  
oh, I ’m sure that must have been a 
dream!”

“ W hat was it, K itty , darling?”
“ The— the d w a rf ; the Darragh

dwarf. I  saw it as plain as day, Jack. 
The old-fashioned Irish  hat, the hud
dling cloak, and the long white beard! 
And the thought that came to me was 
that death was rid ing on your engine 
with y o u !”



THE VACRCRAGH CLURICHAWN 95

“  ’Tw as nothing but the scare o f you, 
K itty ,”  said the big engineer; though, 
in his heart o f hearts, the nameless fear 
was stirring again. “ Forget it, little 
woman. In  a couple o f  hours we’ll be 
in Copah, and you’ll be safe in bed at 
Mother Flanagan’s.”

A s  he spoke, the fa r-o ff song of the 
Lim ited’s chime whistle rose_pn the still 
night air, followed by the low diapason 
o f the steel humming to the myriad 
hammer blows o f flying wheels.

“ There she comes!”  cried Carter, 
swinging himself up to the gangway of 
the ten-wheeler; and the saying was 
punctuated by a shrill scream from  the 
young woman on Darragh’s box.

W hen the two men looked in the di
rection o f her pointing finger, they saw 
a sight to freeze the blood in any veins 
holding a single drop o f the Celtic su
perstitions. O n  the forward end o f the 
1098’s right-hand running board danced 
a frantic figure, with blazing eyes and a 
long, flowing beard, its apelike arms go
ing like the sails o f a windmill, and its 
thin lips loosing a series o f blood
curdling shrieks.

Carter was the first o f the three in 
the cab to come alive to the threatened 
catastrophe.

“ The sw itch!”  he yelled. “ H e ’s 
pointin’ at the switch— it’s  turned  
w ro n g !”  and he flung himself out o f 
the gangway to begin a hopeless race 
against the down-coming passenger, 
which was just then swerving around 
the curve of approach at fu ll speed.

I t  was all over in a twinkling. 
Grimsby, engineer o f the passenger 
train, saw the trap when he was fa irly  
upon it, and did his best; and Darragh, 
who had come to his senses at Carter’s 
yell, slammed the 1098 into the reverse 
motion, and spun its drivers in a fierce 
attempt to back away from the awful 
menace thundering down upon him. A t 
the same instant, the misshapen figure 
disappeared from the running board, to

reappear a moment later, dancing its 
fantastic breakdown fa irly  in front o f 
the onrushing Limited.

The  g ir l on Darragh’s box cried out 
and hid her eyes; and, when she opened 
them again, she was alone in the cab, 
a pop valve was roaring deafeningly, the 
white, unblinking headlight eye of the 
passenger engine was staring blankly at 
the veiled eye o f the 1098, both trains 
were at a stand, and a crowd of men 
was gathering at the track side a little 
way off.

Darragh came to her presently, and 
his story was short and to the point.

“  ’Tw as old Pete Grcgan,”  he said. 
“ T h e y ’ve had him in the asylum these 
four years, and he broke loose and blew 
in here— with the wan idea in his crazy 
old head that he had to get square with 
me fo r a thing I  didn’t do, I  guess.” 
A nd  then: “ Y o u ’ll be goin’ back to
Brewster in the sleeper o f the Limited, 
and take a fresh start fo r your U n cle  
Dan’s another day. I ’ve fixed it with 
Shaughnessy to get you a berth in the 
'Pullman. Y o u ’ll go, like a good girl?  
A fte r  what’s happened--------- ”

She let him lif t  her from the high 
seat and help her to the ground— on the 
side away from the little crowd o f curi
ous investigators.

“ A nd you’ll go on and make your 
time, Jack? Y o u ’ll not be needing me?” 
she asked anxiously.

“ I  was just a poor, crazy fool, K itty , 
darlin ’ ; and I ’m that no more. I ’m a 
man g ro w n ; and ’twas the thought that 
I  was askin’ you to m arry wan less than 
that that was breakin’ me heart, acush- 
la.”  And, at the steps o f the Pullman, 
he took her in his arms and kissed her 
good-by, saying: “ Pray fo r the soul
o f a poor old man that’s gone this night 
to whatever was waitin’ fo r ’im, K itty , 
g irl. H e ’d suffered a cruel wrong in 
the days gone by, and he meant us no 
harm. Good night, darlin’ ; that’s Car
ter pullin’ the bell fo r me.”

A RECORD W I T H  W A R S A N D  W IR E S
Robert C. C low ry, who is president o f  the Western U n ion  Telegraph Com

pany, went into the C iv il W a r on the U n ion  side when he was twenty-five years 
old, and displayed such gallantry that he was made a lieutenant colonel.



F o o l  f or  L u c k

B y  Charles E .  V a n  L o a n

A uthor o f ‘ ‘ The Bachelor Benedict, ’ ’ "Jacob, Up to D a te ," E h .

Did you ever feel like envying the man on the "free list” —the fel
low  w ho can pass out complimentary tickets to theaters, sparring 
matches, baseball games, and what not? Forget it! Read this!

MY  name, though I  do not sup
pose that it makes the slightest 
difference to any one, is Sow -  
der— John H e n ry  Sowder— ■ 

and I  am, in a way, connected with 
Publicity. W hat that connection is, I  
do not state, but it has something to do 
w ith the newspaper business.

Because o f this connection w ith  Pub
licity, I  have had at my disposal— please 
note- the past tense— complimentary 
tickets to performances o f all sorts, 
ranging from  lectures, concerts, and 
the drama to such sporting events as 
baseball and football matches, and spar
ring exhibitions. I  say “ have had at 
my disposal" because I  shall never have 
any more complimentary seats to any
thing. Never, as long as I  live.

I  have requested that my name be 
stricken from  the various free lists, 
and from  now on I  am, as regards the 
w orld o f amusement, an ordinary citi
zen, who pays his way wherever he 
goes.

Personally, I  do not regret this step, 
as Sunday is my day off, and there are 
no performances o f any sort on Sun
day, but I  cannot say that it was for 
this reason that I  canceled my free 
tickets fo r the future. I t  was because 
o f a friend of a friend o f mine— Clar
ence P. Moocher.

Moocher is responsible, and Moocher 
is the one who w ill suffer when he hears 
that there are to be no more free tickets. 
W hen I  read the keen disappointment 
in his fat face, I  shall rejoice that I  
have had the strength o f character to

sacrifice his happiness fo r the sake of 
my'peace o f mind.

Unless Moocher reads this story, he 
w ill never know why I  have taken this 
step. I t  is unlikely that he w ill ever 
read it, fo r he peruses nothing but the 
pink sporting extras.

But I  w ill go back to the beginning.
Clarence P. Moocher presented him

self at my desk something like six 
months ago, bearing a letter o f intro 
duction from  a good friend o f mine. I  
believe the letter requested me to 
“ show Moocher a good time.”  I t  also 
said that he was the best fellow in the 
w orld and that he “ spoke the language 
o f the tribe”— whatever that may mean. 
I  never heard Moocher speak anything 
but garbled English. %

A fte r I  had read the letter, I  took a 
look at Clarence P. Moocher, and was 
prepossessed in his favor. H e  was 
young, large, fat, good-natured, and he 
wore diamonds.

M r. Moocher insisted that I  should 
dine w ith him as a prelim inary to pre
senting him with the keys o f  the city. I  
agreed to the first part o f the program, 
and, under the stimulus of rich food 
and drink, I  made one o f the great mis
takes of my life. I  gave him two tick
ets to & theatrical performance fo r the 
evening. H e  was delighted.

“ Complimentaries, eh?”  he said. “ I  
never had a complimentary ticket in my 
life  before!”

I  said that it was nothing— less than 
nothing— and in a sudden excess o f 
good feeling I  stated to Moocher that,
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because o f my connection w ith Pub
licity, I  often had such tickets and 
would be more than pleased to “ take 
care o f him”  during his stay in the city. 
I  believe I  used the phrase, “ extend the 
courtesies o f  the various places o f 
amusement.”

M oodier was overwhelmed. H a d  I  
known to what that rash presentation 
would lead, I  think I  might have choked 
him where he sat. But I  did not know.

Before the week was out, Moocher 
called upon me again. T h is  time I  in 
sisted that he should dine w ith  me, and 
we dined ve ry  well— so well that I  had 
to sign the check, not having the req
uisite amount o f cash in my pockets.

O ver the coffee, Moocher delicately 
hinted that he was very much inter
ested in baseball, and expected to see 
the Saturday game. I  was reckless 
enough to say that I  would arrange it. 
H o w  did I  know that I  was feeding 
warm blood to a tiger o r setting a 
Frankenstein upon his feet? H o w  was 
I  to foresee that by the end o f the 
month Moocher would be depending 
upon me— yes, absolutely depending  
upon me— to furnish him with free 
tickets' to every attraction which came 
to town?

A t the end o f the second month, I  
had made o f Clarence P . Moocher a 
regular customer. H e  no longer 
thanked me fo r  the complimentary 
tickets which he secured through me. 
H e had come to regard them as his by 
right. I t  was not that he was stingy, 
and did not like to spend his money, fo r 
he was very open-handed and often 
spent as much as fou r times the price 
o f a free ticket upon lunch o r dinner 
to which he invited me. I t  was simply 
because he had been bitten by the some- 
thing-for-nothing microbe.

W hen Moocher was too busy to drop 
in at the office— and he soon reached 
this stage o f fam iliarity— he would call 
me up by telephone and ask that “ his 
ticket”  be left at the hotel. From  this, 
he progressed rapidly to the point 
where he addressed me in curt notes, 
something like the following, which is 
an exact copy o f one o f his communi
cations :

7 A

Om  K id Sowder : H ave ticket left at box 
office in my name. W ill call fo r  it. Empire 
Theater. Yrs. C. P. M.

N o “ please,”  and no “ thank you.” 
Simply “ have ticket left.”  Th is  form  
o f  royal command jarred upon me. 
A n d  I  do not care to be addressed as 
“ O ld  K id  Sowder.”

I  firm ly believe that i f  Clarence P. 
Moocher should die to-night, he would 
present himself at the wicket o f  the 
pearly gates and address St. Peter con
descendingly in this manner:

“ M y  friend Sowder, o f the N ezvs, 
has reserved an aisle seat here fo r me. 
S -o -w -d -e -r . Y o u  know him. E ve ry 
body knows him. O n  the N ew s. Look 
fo r it in the ‘M ’ box. Moocher is the 
name— Clarence P. Moocher.”

A nd  o h ! what an awakening is com
ing to that young man when he learns 
that I  have been wiped off the free l is t ! 
W hat anguish when he learns that there 
w ill never be any more free tickets fo r 
him anywhere, secured by “ his friend 
Sow der!”

W hen I  awoke to the fact that I  had 
made o f Moocher an insolent pensioner 
upon my good nature, I  began to 
scheme to rid  myself o f this Franken
stein— this ticket-snatching monster of 
my own creation. Once when he sent 
me a postal card demanding that I  re
serve a seat fo r him at a certain theater, 
I  deliberately neglected to do so. I  
thought it might teach him a lesson. 
W hat fo lly  to think that anything could 
teach Clarence P. Moocher a lesson!

I  was very busy that evening, and I  
had left w ord that'under no circum
stances must I  be disturbed. I  had fo r
gotten all about Moocher and the les
son which he was to receive.

A t  e ight-thirty my telephone bell be
gan to ring, and it continued to jangle 
w ith  aggravating persistence. V e ry  
much annoyed, I  jerked the receiver 
from  the hook, and placed it against my 
ear. A  complaining bellow greeted me.

“ H e llo ! H e l-lo -o ! O h , is this you, 
Sowder? T h is  is me— Moocher. Yes. 
I ’m down here at the box office of the 
Globe Theater, and the clerk here says 
that there isn’t any ticket reserved fo r 
me. M ust be some mistake, old man.
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S orry  to have to trouble you about it, 
but— say, here’s the clerk now. Just 
tell him that it ’s all right, w ill you?”

A nd  before I  could get in a word 
edgewise, I  found myself talking to the 
treasurer o f  the theater— who was not 
at all pleased at being called a clerk— • 
and telling him that it w a s  all right, that 
M r. Moocher was an intimate friend o f 
mine, and that any courtesy shown him, 
and so forth, and so forth, would be 
regarded in the light o f  a personal 
favor.

It  may have been a weakness on my 
part, but I  could not bring myself to 
humiliate the man openly, much as he 
deserved it. A n d  what can be done 
with a person who refuses to take a 
hint ?

It  was shortly after this happening 
that Moocher called upon me and took 
me out to dinner. I t  was a very fine 
dinner indeed, and I  began to see that 
something unusual was in the wind. 
The  blow fell w ith  the dessert— which 
is a good time fo r a blow to fall, if  fall 
it must.

“ There’s going to be some racing out 
at the park,”  said Moocher, stabbing 
into the heart o f a chocolate eclair. I  
know I  shall never behold a chocolate 
eclair without being reminded o f C lar
ence P. Moocher. H e  was passionately 
fond o f sweets in every form— all fat 
men are— and chocolate eclairs were his 
pet dissipation. I  have watched him eat 
as many as seven o f them at one sitting.

“ There is going to be some racing,”  
said Moocher, pausing in order to give 
me a chance to proffer the usual serv
ice.

I  did not say anything.
“ H ow  do you stand w ith the asso

ciation ?”  asked Moocher pointedly.
I  hastened to state that I  did not 

stand at all, had never received any 
courtesies from  the race-track people, 
and did not expect to receive any in the 
future.

“ Pshaw!”  said Moocher. “ There 
must be a lot o f  complimentary race
track tickets floating around. Th e  
sporting editor, now— he ought to have 
a whole ra ft o f ’em. I  want to go out 
there next week and w in a barrel o f

money, and I ’d hate to have to cough 
up two big iron  men every day.”

A n  idea o f great brilliancy flashed 
into my head. I  do not know how I  
happened to think o f  it. "It was prob
ably suggested by the remark about 
betting.

“ Do you— bet a great deal ?”  I  asked.
“ A n y  time I  know something,” 

boasted Moocher, “ I ’m there with bells. 
I ’ll bet ’em as high as a hound’s back!”

I  had no means o f knowing how high 
that might be, but Moocher’s air led me 
to believe that the altitude oLh is wagers 
was great. H is  answer pleased me, for 
it  fitted in w ith  the half-form ed plan 
fo r plucking this Frankenstein and 
teaching him a lesson.

“ I ’ll ask the sporting editor,”  I  said. 
“ H e  is a friend o f mine, and I  think it 
w ill be all right.”

“ Then, I ’ll count on it,”  said Mooch
er, harpooning another chocolate eclair. 
“ I  think they issue a badge o r some
thing which is good fo r the entire meet
ing. T e ll him to get one o f those i f  he 
can. I f  he can’t make the riffle, daily 
admissions w ill answer.”

I  said that I  would try  fo r a badge.
“ A nd , by the way, Sowder,”  he con

tinued, “ I ’d like to meet the fellow who 
reports the racing fo r the paper. 
Chances are that he’ll have a lot o f in 
side information, and, i f  he knows that 
I ’m a friend o f yours, he might put me 
onto a good thing.”

I  could have shouted fo r joy . The  
fellow was actually setting my trap 
himself. I f  what follows shocks the 
sensitive reader, I  ask him 'to remember 
that I  am a sensitive man myself and 
that this Moocher had driven me to the 
utmost limit o f a nature which is, to say 
the least, kindly and accommodating. 
I  was a free horse, as the saying is, and 
I  was being ridden to death— ridden to 
death by a fat man w ith spurs. Let 
this be remembered in my defense.

Th a t night I  had a chat w ith the 
sporting editor and his assistant, Sam
m y Strong. Sammy was the paper’s 
race-track expert— a w iry , sharp-nosed 
little man w ith a most phenomenal vo
cabulary.

I  explained myself at length; I  gave
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m y reasons, and placed great stress 
upon the provocation. Sammy Strong 
listened, cigarette in mouth.

“ I  get you,”  he said, at last. “ Th is  
bird has been macing you to death fo r 
broads, and you want him tore off. 
W hat?”

I  was a trifle puzzled, but I  said that 
I  wished to give M r. M oodier a lesson 
that would make him avoid me as he 
would avoid a pestilence. Sammy 
made a speaking gesture w ith  his right 
hand, impossible to describe.

“ Y o u  want me to give him a bum 
steer,”  said he. “ Y o u  want me to tout 
him to set in the bank ro ll on a chunk 
o f cheese. I ’m on. Leave it to me. 
B ring this free-ticket fiend up here, 
and introduce him. I ’ll slip him some 

* subcellar information that’ll set him 
awa-a-y out yonder at the end o f the 
bread line. I ’ll have him walkin’ home 
from the track, i f  you say so.”

“ Sammy w ill fix  this friend o f 
yours.” said the sporting editor. “ The  
tips Sammy gives me are bad enough. I  
shudder to think what he might do if  
he was really in earnest about picking 
a loser.”

In  time Moocher appeared at the 
office, and the sporting editor present
ed him with a bit o f cardboard on a 
ribbon, which would make him free o f 
the grand stand, the betting ring, and 
the paddock fo r the life  o f the meeting.

Moocher was very much pleased. H e  
invited the sporting editor and his en
tire staff out to dinner. I  was not in 
cluded, fo r some reason o r other. Sam
my Strong accepted fo r the sporting de
partment, and returned at ten o’clock, 
slightly illuminated, and saying that it 
was a shame to do it.

The race meeting opened on a legal 
holiday. Though I  had no previous in 
tention o f doing anything o f  the sort, I  
secured a day off, and went out to 
watch the “ tearing-off”  process.

Briefly stated, here was the plan of 
campaign:

Moocher, who had been cultivating 
Sammy Strong extensively, was moved 
by selfish considerations. H e  believed 
that the little expert could tell him how 
to win a great deal o f money. Strong,

who had taken a powerful dislike to 
Moocher, was pledged to me to select 
the very worst horse at the track and 
persuade Moocher to back the animal 
heavily. B y  this means, I  was deter
mined that at least one o f Moocher's 
free tickets should cost him something, 
and it was because I  desired to be in at 
the death that I  found myself inside the 
fence at the park.

Feeling in need o f  nourishment, I  en
tered the restaurant under the grand 
stand and ordered a chicken sandwich 
and a glass o f  milk. A  heavy hand fell 
upon my shoulder w ith  a resounding 
slap, and, choking over a morsel o f 
chicken, I  looked up. There  was 
Moocher, beaming down upon me with 
the utmost good w ill.

“ W hy, you old stick -in -the-m ud!" he 
cried, “ I  didn’t know you had any 
sporting blood in y o u !”

I  mumbled something about the sport 
o f  kings.

“ Yes, and queens, too ,fudg ing  by the 
looks o f some o f ’em up there in the 
boxes,”  said Moocher loudly. “ B y  the 
way, d’you know that this badge doesn’t 
call fo r a box seat? H o w  can I  have 
that fixed?”

I  said that he would have to see Sam
my Strong about that, and my heart 
hardened. I  felt it. The  man vms ab
solutely impossible. There  seemed to 
be no lim it to his selfishness and his 
assurance. A  box seat indeed!

“ Speak o f the d e v il!”  said Moocher. 
“ H ere ’s Strong now.”

Sammy entered, and hung his binocu
lars over the back o f a chair.

“ W ell, what d’you know?”  asked 
Moocher. “ W hat’s you r three-star, ex
tra-special good thing to-day? W ant to 
get away w inner on the first day. you 
know, fo r luck.”  i

“ O h , you’ll get away winner, all 
right, all right,” said Sammy. Then 
he lowered his voice, first glancing all 
around to make sure that he was not 
overheard.

“ Keep your money in your pocket 
until the fifth race,”  said he, in a half 
whisper. “ Something is going to be 
pulled off in that race, and you arid me
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and the owner are going to be the only 
ones in on it.”

“ N o !”  ejaculated Moocher, licking 
his lips. “A long shot ?”

“ The  longest shot you ever saw in 
you r l ife !”  said Sammy. “ N o, don’t 
ask me any more, because I  can’t tell 
you. Y o u  might crack it to somebody 
and spoil the price.”

“ But”— and here Moocher waggled 
his thumb in my direction— “ Sowder 
ought to be in on it, too.”

“ O h, yes!”  said Sammy. “ Sowder—  
well, he’s in already!”

Moocher pleaded for the name of the 
horse. H e  said he would not tell a soul. 
Sammy was firm.

“ Just one whisper would be enough 
to spoil the price,”  said the expert. 
“ I ’m afraid the odds won’t be any too 
long as it is. These bookmakers are 
going to be awful tight this meeting.

“ N ow ,”  concluded Sammy, “you 
meet me here in the restaurant as soon 
as the fourth race is over. Then, I ’ll 
give you the name o f the • horse and 
tell you how to place you r money. 
H o w  much are you going to bet ?”  

Moocher pulled out a corpulent wal
let, and ran his thumb nail over the 
edges of the bank notes.

“ I ’ll bet ’em till they holler fo r 
help J” he said. “ A n y  time I  know 
something— look o u t!”

“ Oh, you ’ll k now  something, all 
r ig h t!”  said Strong. “ See you here' 
after the fourth race!”

I  managed to escape from Moocher, 
and killed time until the end o f the 
fourth race. Once during the after
noon, I  saw Sammy Strong. H e  was 
buzzing about the betting ring like a 
bumblebee, but he stopped to laugh 
when he saw me.

“ Is he game to bet the bundle?”  Sam
my asked me. “ Because I ’m going to 
spring a bogus owner on him and make 
it awful strong. H e ’s going to bet on 
an old mare that hasn’t been in the mon
ey fo r tw o seasons. Fellow that owns 
her just runs her to have the fun o f 
coolin’ her out afterward. She won’t 
be one, two, seven J”

“ A re  you sure?”  I  asked him.
“ Sure !” scoffed Sammy. “ Every;

horse in  the race w ill beat her! She’ll 
be so far behind when the others finish 
that it ’J i look as i f  she was starting in 
the sixth race!”

I  was waiting w ith the victim when 
Sammy Strong and a stranger entered 
the restaurant. Sammy, w ith a great 
show o f secrecy, conducted us over into 
a far comer, and introduced his friend 
— a tall, red-whiskered man, who was 
chewing a straw. H e  wore a purple 
stock, pinned w ith  an immense rhine
stone horseshoe, and he looked a true 
son o f the tu rf. A nd  he not only looked 
it, but he smelled it. The  evidence, so 
fa r as I  was in a position to judge, was 
complete.

“ M r. Moocher,”  said Sammy, in a 
hoarse whisper, “ meet M r. Randolph T . 
Jones. M r. Jones owns the horse I  
was telling you about— runs her in the 
name of the Eastern Shore Stables.”

Moocher immediately produced his 
program.

“ Eastern Shore,”  he repeated. “ Then 
it ’s M o lly  O .”

“ Yes,”  said Sammy, w ith a wink at 
the whiskered stranger. “ I t ’s M o lly  O . 
T e ll M r. Moocher what you just told 
me, Jones.”

M r. Jones began, much as i f  he were 
reciting a lesson.

“ Th is  old mare,”  he said, “ is cer
tainly readied up to w in to-day. I ’ve 
been savin’ her up fo r it and losin’ with 
her whenever the price wasn’t right. 
W e’ll get all the bettin’ we want to-day 
at good odds, and the old g irl is going 
to go fo r the coonskins.”

“ A nd  nobody knows--------- ”  prompted
Sammy Strong.

“ Nobody knows,”  repeated the 
horsy Jones, “ a thing about her. They 
all think she’s a bad mare. Th a t’s what 
we want ’em to think. H ere ’s one 
place where you can bet ’em with per
fect confidence as long as they’ll take 
the money.”

H e  stopped, having run down a sec
ond time.

“ A nd you are going to bet— — ” said 
Strong.

“ I  am going to bet the bank ro ll,” 
said the “ horseman.”
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. “ She has been working good,”  said 
Sammy, the prompter.

“ She has been working like a ghost,” 
said Jones. “ She has the speed o f  the 
field, breaks well, and is a game fin
isher.”

F u ll stop.
Moocher rose to his feet, and put his 

hand in his inside pocket.
“ Better take the opening betting,” 

said Sammy, “ and go right down the 
line on her.”

“ I ’ll begin at the other end o f the 
ring,”  said Jones, and he, too, hurried 
away. .

I  followed Moocher, some distance 
in the rear. I  do not know a great deal 
about horse racing, and I  have never 
been able to figure out the system of 
mathematics used by bookmakers, so 
the only thing I  know is that the figure 
set against M o lly  O  was the highest 
one on the board. W hen I  first saw it, 
it was twenty, but before Moocher had 
gone very fa r it receded to. fifteen and 
then to twelve and ten. I  have every 
reason to believe that he kept on betting 
as long as his money lasted. W hen he 
came out o f the ring, he was'perspiring 
freely, and he had a handful o f paste
boards, which he said represented a 
great deal o f money.

“ W onder where Jones is,”  he; said. 
“ I  didn’t see him in the ring.”

I  did not see him, either. F o r  the 
matter o f  that, I  have never set eyes 
on him again.

“ Come on up in the press box,”  said 
STtong, w inking-at me. “ Y o u  can get a 
good look at the finish from  there.”

Moocher, o f course, accompanied us, 
seizing a chair as soon as he got into 
the box. A  young man protested.

“ Y o u ’ve got my seat!” said he.
“ H iv e  I? ”  asked Moocher, unmoved. 

“ I  guess you’ll have to get another one. 
I ’m with Sowder, and it ’s all right.”

A nd there he sat, while the young 
man fumed and talked under his breath 
about Buttinskis and people w ith nerve 
enough to frost you.

Somewhere a bugle sounded, and 
horses appeared on the track— nine of 
them. So fa r as I  could tell by looking 
at them, they were very evenly matched,

but then, I  know nothing about race 
horses.

“ There ’s my baby!”  bawled Moocher, 
jum ping to his feet and upsetting two 
o f  the reporters, who cursed him fe r
vently. “ There ’s m y baby! O h , you 
M o lly  O ! ”

Th e  other reporters looked at 
Moocher p ityingly, and one o f them 
said to S trong:

“ W ho let that bug in here? M o lly  
O ! W here does he get that noise ?”

Sammy said something in an under
tone, and the other reporter grinned and 
looked at me. I  felt very uncom
fortable.

“ There she goes!”  cried Moocher, 
seizing me by the arm. “ Th a t’s h e r! 
Th e  black one ! I  guess she looks rot
ten, eh, Sowder?”

H e  should not have appealed to me 
by name, but I  was glad to have the 
horse identified. I  suppose it is proper 
to refer to a mare as “ she.”  A t  any 
rate, I  shall do so fo r the purposes of 
this narrative. M o lly  O  had nothing to 
distinguish her from  the rest o f the 
horses, save her color and the color of 
the silk jacket w orn by the little boy 
who sat on her back. I  shall never fo r 
get that jacket. I t  was a v iv id  canary 
yellow. I  am sure I  should not have 
known, by looking at her, that she was 
such a poor specimen o f a race horse. 
T o  my inexperienced eye, she bore no 
distinguishing marks o f in feriority.

Th e  horses continued around the 
track fo r some distance, where they 
halted. Moocher was ve ry  much ex
cited. H e  could not stand still, and he 
chattered incessantly, often calling me 
by name.

“ Now , then, you crooked-legged lit 
tle rascal,”  he said, “ get up there to the 
barrier w ith  that M o lly  O ! ”  H e  was 
addressing the rider, whom I  was quite 
sure he had never seen before. “ Get 
that mare up there! W hat’s the mat
ter w ith you? T ry in g  to get m y horse 
left at the post?”

Then, after a short breathing space, 
he directed his attention to the official in 
charge o f  the start.

“ W hat’s the matter w ith  that start
er?”  he complained. “ Is  he blind or
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just drunk? M o lly  O  was ready then, 
and he never said a w ord ! Get her 
up again, b o y ! T h a t’s r ig h t! N o w ! 
N o w !  N O W !  A w — rats!”

Then something happened, a grunt 
o f universal satisfaction ran through 
the stand, the dots of color shot for
ward in an even line, and Moocher 
hammered me on the back until my 
glasses fell to the floor.

“ T h e y ’re o f f !”  he cried.
“ So are my glasses!”  I  retorted. But 

he did not hear me. H e  was yelling to 
the rider on M o lly  O , who could not 
under any circumstances have heard 
his voice.

I  cannot describe in any technical 
sense the running o f that race. A ll I  
know is that Moocher jumped up and 
down in the press box, and bellowed 
like a bull, and the little dots o f color 
skimmed along the fence in the dis
tance, rounded a turn, and started in 
our direction.

Then I  began to look fo r M o lly  O . 
Several o f the colors were jumbled to
gether.

Then I  heard Moocher. Everybody 
in the grand stand must have heard him 
at the same time.

“ Th a t’s the b o y !”  he yelled. “ Th a t’s 
the way to ride a race! Take her away 
to the outside, and com e on w ith  h e r !"

A s he yelled, I  located the spot o f 
canary yellow. I t  detached itself from 
the kaleidoscope, and swung well out 
toward the middle o f the track, and 
there it hung alone.

“ Th a t old mare always runs out on 
the turn,”  said a voice behind me, so 
that what Moocher evidently regarded 
as horsemanship may have been habit. 
From  the tone o f voice in which the 
comment was made, I  did not believe it 
was meant as a compliment to M o lly  O .

“ Come on, you black beetle!”  howled 
Moocher, and fo r the first time his tone 
was heavy w ith doubt.

I  looked at the other horses. Th ey 
seemed to be well ahead o f M o lly  O , 
and the colors were grouped on the 
rail, in ve ry close quarters, so it seemed 
to me.

Sammy Strong was. looking through

his glasses. I  heard his voice, lifted 
in a shrill y e ll :

“ Those tw o in  front are bumping 
each other every jum p! There ’ll be a 
nasty spill there i f  they’re not ca re fu l! 
Open up! O pen  u p !"

Even' as he cried the impotent warn
ing, it happened. I  was looking straight 
at the shifting mass o f color, but I  
shall never be certain how it "tame 
about.

I  recall a sudden cloud of dust, blot
ting out horses and colors, then a sick
ening glimpse o f animals struggling 
upon the ground. D im ly I  saw the 
horses which were behind the first 
group rear upon their haunches in an 
attempt to save themselves from  plung
ing into the wreck. I  saw a red jacket 
crawling under the fence, to collapse 
in the ditch. A  blue jacket ran a few 
steps, and dropped in the middle of 
the track.

Th e  suddenness o f the catastrophe 
appalled rne, and struck the crowd 
dumb with apprehension. Against that 
shivering background there rose a pro
fane bellow. I t  was Clarence P. 
Moocher’s voice.

“ She wins alone! M o lly  O  wins 
a lon e!  Take your time, b o y ; take you r  
t im e!  I t ’s all over! A ll— over! W h y, 
she could turn around and hack in !”

“ Shut u p !”  shouted a hundred voices.
Some one behind us hurled a seat 

cushion, and it carried away Moocher’s 
hat. I  remember being thankful fo r 
that. But Moocher did not so much as 
turn his head, fo r there, in the middle 
o f the track, all alone as he had said, 
came the black mare and the canary-yel
low jacket. F a r in . the background 
four horses were galloping heavily. 
One o f them was riderless.

Moocher continued to yell advice un
til M o lly  O  cantered past the judges’ 
stand. Then he paid his respects to 
every one within the sound o f his voice, 
and flourished a handful o f paste
boards.

I  jogged Sammy Strong’s elbow. H is  
glasses were leveled at the scene of the 
accident. The  crowd was already pour
ing up the track. Three  o f the riders 
were being carried away.
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“ Sammy!”  I  said.
H e  snarled.
“ H e  won’t w in on that sort o f a thing, 

w ill he?”  I  asked. “ I t  doesn’t seem, 
fa ir , you know. I t  was an accident.”

“ W ho’ll w in?”  demanded Strong, 
whirling.

“ W h y, Moocher,”  I  said.
“ Good L o r d !”  groaned Sammy. “ D id  

that old mare finish first? Yes, there’s 
her number! W e ll! W e ll! W hat 
d’you think o f  that? I  never even saw 
her! I  had twenty bucks on that fa
vorite up there— and he broke his leg 
to beat m e!”

A n d  he swore into his binoculars as 
he adjusted them.

“ But w ill they pay when there’s an 
accident like this?”  I  persisted. “ Does 
he w in all that money?”

“ Does he w in !”  snapped Sammy 
Strong. “ I  should say he d oes  w in ! 
A ll the good horses in the race fell 
down! W h y  wouldn’t he w in? That 
big stiff is so lucky he could fall into 
a sewer and come out w ith a diamond 
necklace wrapped around his ankle! 
I ’ve got to go down and see how bad 
those kids are h u rt !”

A nd then Clarence P. Moocher, the 
favorite o f the gods, fell upon me with 
a hoarse outcry and the weight o f a 
steam pile driver.

“ W ell, old k id !”  he shouted, bang
ing me upon the back until I  coughed,

“ she would have won, anyhow! Come 
on down and watch me make these 
bookmakers say ‘S i r !’ ”

I  did not accept that invitation, but I  
did see him afterward. H e  was jam 
ming a great roll o f bills into his 
trousers pockets.

“ Been looking everywhere fo r 
Jones!”  he cried cheerily. “ I  wonder 
how much he won?”

I  could say, very tru th fu lly , that I  
did not know.

“ O h, say, before I  forget it,”  said 
m y Frankenstein, “ I  wish you would 
get me some seats fo r the minstrel show 
to-night. Get two, because I  want to 
take Jones i f  I  can find h im !”

I t  was at that precise moment that 
I  made the stern resolution to divorce 
the name of John H en ry  Sowder from 
the free list fo r life.

I  have not seen Clarence P. Moocher 
since that afternoon, but I  have re
ceived two letters from  him. H e  has 
been out o f town, and returns to-m or
row. H is  last letter asks me to get 
him a box fo r the Globe Theater on 
Monday night.

I  do not know how I  shall break it to 
him. I  do not know that I  care. I  feel 
that I  have contributed quite enough to 
his fortune as it is.

I  do not regret the step which I  have 
taken, for, as I  said before, Sunday is 
m y day off.

w m

A  L IT T L E  B IT OF H IS T O R Y
A N F .  afternoon, when Andrew  Carnegie stopped in Charlottesville, V irg in ia .

fo r a few hours, the steel magnate hired a carriage, and, remembering that 
the town had been the home of Thomas Jefferson, gave the old negro driver this 
o rd er:

“ Show me the most interesting places in the neighborhood, especially places 
connected with the name of Jefferson.”

The d river whipped up his emaciated horse, and made his way, slowly and 
in silence, to the top o f the hill on which Monticello, the old home of Jefferson, 
stands.

“ T h a r’s Monticello,”  he said, turning his head only halfway toward M r. 
Carnegie. “ I t  wuz own’ by Thomas Jufferson. Jufferson stahted this hyuh 
school in Charlottesville, an’ wuz always in debt— so I ’m tole.”

And, without further exploration or observation, he drove the millionaire 
back to the railroad station.
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the object, but the burglar is frightened off without securing it. The following day, Poindexter meets his 
friend, Dick Cassilis, an American, also possessed of abundant means and leisure, and takes him down to the 
former’s bungalow in the country. The burglar makes a second attempt and is caught by the young men. 
To obtain his freedom, Houston, the burglar, tells them the secret of the box. It had belonged, so he says, 
to his partner, Raymond. He shows them a secret compartment containing the key to the location of the 
Big Pish, the enormous treasure horde burieihmany years before by the Incas of Peru. The three decide to go 
at once in search of the treasure. Trailing over the Andes they find themselves followed by an agent of 
Werner, a little cockney called Coop. Houston warns him off and finally shoots him. The man drags him
self to his tent to die. Poindexter and Cassilis bear it as long as they can and then go to Coop’s tent to 
offer him aid, but he has disappeared. They suspect that Houston has made away with him and return con
science stricken to their camp.

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

Y E S , Cassilis was right. W e never 
broached the subject to Hous
ton. W e crept back as we had 
stolen forth, like thieves in the 

night, afraid, furtive, with a strange, 
new scheme o f perverted feelings. The 
law o f the w ild was growing up about 

xjis, and molding us. I  saw it in the 
naked crags, in the desolate puna, in the 
everlasting snow fields.

Houston was the only one o f the 
three who made any pretense o f cheer
fulness, and I  could not but see that 
it was an effort on his part. H e  left 
us pretty much to ourselves, but when 
he did m ix in our company he was com
paratively loquacious. I  have said he 
talked well, and he had a store o f ex
perience from which to draw. I  some
times wondered how rich the store 
might be, and how much he dare bring 
into the light.

Cassilis had grown silent, even surly. 
I  could not recognize in him the bright,

resilient, confident nature which had al
ways attracted me. H e  seemed fallen 
flat, as i f  under weights, and to make 
no response to external things. By 
this time we were both acclimatized to 
the mountain sickness, but I  wondered 
i f  there were an aftermath— what the 
doctors call sequelae, as in the case o f 
influenza. I  did not like the idea of 
Cassilis moody, brooding..

H e  broke it to me on the second day. 
Houston, freed o f his incubus, had set 
his compass fo r the goal o f our hopes. 
W e had gathered that we were within 
a week’s camp o f Astarnok. Th e  word 
rang on his lips as it were from  a 
clarion. Cassilis stirred, cleaned out his 
pipe, and watched the back of the man 
as he went from  us, clean, upstanding, 
lithe, a handsome, sinister being.

“ Jack, do you remember that night?” 
Cassilis was speaker.

I  pondered. I  knew in a minute. 
But---------  “ W hat night?”  I  asked peev
ishly. I t  was only three days old, but 
it seemed to be buried history. The  
savage peak o f the Cordillera across the
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gorge was like some agony in  the In 
ferno o f Dante. I  saw damned human 
souls, climbing it and falling.

“ Jack,”  said Cassilis, in a lower voice, 
losing somehow the whole o f that dis
tance which had lately come between us. 
“ Jack, we’ll never reach the place, and 
we shall find nothing.”

“ W h y  the devil shouldn’t we?”  I  
asked impatiently.

Cassilis was looking down into the 
black gorge, with a musing eye. “ Don’t 
you think Coop’ll do it?”  he asked.

I  stirred uneasily. W hat had flashed 
through a weakened brain in the dead 
watches o f the night, when it seemed 
hard to breathe the thin air ?

“ Superstitious?”  I  shot at him.
H e lit his pipe slowly. “ N o ;  it ’s 

conviction. Y o u ’ve got it. Coop w ill 
do fo r us in death what he failed in 
life .”  H e  shuddered. “ I  feel Coop all 
about.”

“ Look here, D ick,”  I  said firmly. 
“ Drop all that. I t ’s bad enough to face 
the facts and the circumstances, let 
alone inventing and imagining.”

H e made no answer to this, but pres
ently he knocked out his pipe and 
laughed. “ I ’d like to see Houston’s 
face when Coop does him out o f it,”  
he said.

O f  course he was abnormal. I  can 
see that now. But at the time it did 
not seem so odd. H e  had got home 
when he had suggested that I  myself 
had been obsessed by certain feelings. 
Coop was becoming a burden to both 

-of us— not, I  mean, a burden of con
science, fo r we had come to accept the 
law of the wild, but rather a burden o f 
vengeance. I  think we both hated 
Coop. I  know I  did. But something 
was pursuing us, and we both dimly 
recognized what it was. In  death the 
cockney was as vulgar as in life, but he 
was more formidable. H e  rode the air.

Houston was never affected as fa r as 
we could see. O n  the contrary, his 
cheerfulness appeared to increase, and 
when he announced that we were only 
four days by his reckoning off A star- 
nok, his excitement manifested itself. 
I t  was not w holly a healthy manifesta
tion. H e  grew je rky o f manner, fell

into silences, and came out o f them 
jubilant, all but chuckling. I  did not 
fancy the man in that condition, little 
as I  had fancied him before. I  thought 
this must be the particular way in 
which the abominable influence o f those 
altitudes and solitudes took him.

O n the afternoon o f that day, I  was 
walking in Houston’s company over a 
rough piece o f ground, w ith the mules 
in the rear, when o f a sudden I  heard a 
low exclamation from  him, and his face 
staring up at the bluff opposite under
went a deadly change. I  followed his 
gaze, and saw two figures on the sky 
line o f  the spur. Houston lifted his 
rifle with a c ry  like a wounded animal.

“ Stop it, you fo o l!”  I  shouted, knock
ing the barrel up.

The  report rang and echoed among 
the rocks. I  swung my service glasses 
round, and directed them across the 
gully.

“ I t ’s a woman, you id io t!”  I  shouted.
Houston stood, quivering, and his 

face slowly melted back into its fluent, 
mobile condition. “ I ’m sorry,”  he said. 
“ I  thought it was— I  wonder what a 
woman’s doing here.”

W e should soon know, fo r the trail 
they were following was converging to
ward ours. A s  I  looked, I  saw another 
figure, which also seemed short-skirted, 
and then the nodding heads o f mules. 
W e moved on without a sign, toward 
the point o f convergence, but when 
some three hundred yards still sep
arated us, 1 climbed up the slope toward 
the now obvious female figures. Th ey 
were both clad suitably for those 
heights, and each wore blue glasses, 
which prevented any proper view of 
their faces. I  w ill confess to a sudden 
live interest in them, which served to 
make me realize how deeply, how as
tonishingly, we were cut off from all 
that constituted civilization.

“ Th is  is a queer place to meet in ,” I  
remember I  began, hat in hand, and I  
saw the woman who was in front turn 
her head aside, put out her hand, and 
rest it on a big bowlder near. The  other 
stepped forward, as i f  to cover the sig
nificance o f this movement, whatever it 
might be, and said in E n g lish :
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“ I ’m right glad. W e were getting 
pretty lonely. I t  preys on yo u r nerves, 
doesn’t it?”

I  answered her as one would answer 
a new acquaintance, and we spoke in a 
friendly way. I  was conscious that the 
other woman had moved away past the 
bowlder, and was giving instructions to 
the muleteers in the rear. Then  she 
joined her companion.

“ H o w  many are you?”  she asked, 
speaking fo r the first time, in  a clfear 
and rather low voice.

I  told her we were three in number, 
and added that we were prospectors. 
U nder this style, we had agreed from  
the first to hide our quest. “ M y  name’s 
Poindexter,”  I  added.

Probably she took it as a challenge, 
at any rate as an invitation. “ M ine is 
V a rle y,”  she said slowly, “ and this is 
M rs. Chester.”

“ Y o u ’re wondering,”  said M rs. Ches
ter, with a laugh, “ what brings two un
attached women out into this. I ’ve been 
wondering that a lot myself, and I  have 
come to a conclusion which satisfies me, 
but not Miss Varley. D o you happen 
to have any olives ?”

I  laughed. “ Yes, I  believe we have,”  
I  said.

“ Stuffed?”  she inquired whimsically.
“ Stuffed, I  think. M y  friend Cas- 

silis refuses to travel without them.”  I  
indicated Cassilis, who was now quite 
close.

H e lifted his hat. M iss V a rle y  re
garded him fixedly through her blue 
spectacles.

“ But we "are stopping you,”  I  said. 
“ Let us go down, and we’ll find the 
olives, unless Cassilis has eaten them 
all. I  assume we’ll make a common 
camp to-night.”

“ O f  course,”  said M rs. Chester. “ Do 
you know I  was mighty glad when I  
saw you. W hat were you shooting at ?”

“ O h — a— a condor,”  I  said lamely.
“ I  hate those creatures.” She shud

dered. “ I  can’t get accustomed to 
them. Miss V a rle y ’s a good shot; I ’m 
not. The  thing kicks so hard.”

She leaned on my arm as we de
scended through the rough stones, and 
I  don’t know that she was even aware

that she had done so. She rambled on 
like a child. I  began to like M rs. Ches
ter, and to wish I  could see her face 
properly. A ll  her features were elusive 
behind those disfiguring glasses. The 
tw o “ outfits”  commingled, but I  could 
not see Houston. H e  was somewhere 
ahead.

“ W e have always had Manuel to 
choose our camps fo r us,”  said M rs. 
Chester.

Houston was shouting in the dis
tance, and as he came back he encoun
tered two of our Indians. Then  he 
marcBed up, a smile on his burned face.

“ Th is  is your— this is your other 
companion?”  inquired M rs. Chester.

I  made the introductions. “ M rs. 
Chester— M iss Varley— this is M r. 
Houston.”

There was a moment o f absolute still
ness on the part o f both women. I  was 
conscious o f that, though Houston was 
making a conventional response. Then 
quite suddenly, M iss Varley took off 
her glasses, and stared at him. I  have 
told you that I  have a habit o f noticing 
niceties; her eyes were fu ll, wide, and 
inquiring, as i f  regarding a specimen 
under a glass with awakened interest. 
M rs. Chester was talking w ith Cassilis, 
exchanging, I  think, experiences o f the 
soroch e . Houston, who had a good 
deal o f manner w ith women, as he had 
shown on board, was offering his most 
engaging social properties. I  watched 
M iss Varley.

H e r face was somewhat pallid, and 
finely molded, w ith  rather a broad brow 
and bold features. H e r  hair and eye
brows were dark, but her eyes were 
gray beneath, and very steady and 
quiet. W hat struck me most was the 
latent power o f her whole poise. She 
gave one the impression of reserves. 
H e r body moved easily and w ith just 
grace upon its hinges, so to speak. She 
swept- her gaze on me, and there was 
something from  which I  winced.

I  had never seen a more beautiful 
woman. That was my im pression; and 
yet, when I  took her to pieces after
ward, I  wondered why. I  had seen 
faces grow more v iv id , with more regu
la rly  handsome features; I  had seen
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greater animation, which so often goes 
to save an otherwise commonplace ap
pearance; I  had seen more color, style, 
and charm in faces. But I  had never 
seen one more striking, never one which 
made a pull upon me so deeply w ith 
that personal magnetism which is, o r 
may be, individuality, and which is cer
tainly beauty.

M rs. Chester called to her, and her 
face suddenly broke into a smile. That 
was the last and completing effect. I  
almost thought I  had been waiting for 
that. A t  any rate, it achieved the final 
triumph. The  radiance o f that smile 
flashed a charm even upon those barren 
hills.

“ Now , you w ill be able to dine fo r 
the first time, Freda,”  she said, as i f  
indulgently to a younger child.

But M rs. Chester also had stripped 
off her glasses, and I  saw her fo r what 
she was, a pretty, vivacious, round- 
faced blonde o f th irty, who was en
grossing Cassilis’ eyes.

“ W e’re botanizing,”  said Miss V a r -  
ley to Houston. “ I  hear you ’re pros
pecting.”

“ I ’m not botanizing,”  interjected 
M rs. Chester, who had heard this. “ I ’m 
merely the commissariat. M iss Varley  
is the scientific head o f the expedition.”

“ The word is pretentious,”  suggested 
Miss Varley, a faint smile playing on 
her face.

“ I  don’t think so. D o you, M r. Cas
silis?” said M rs. Chester, seating her
self on a rock, prepared to argue the 
point. “ W e’ve come all the way from 
New Y o rk  to explore, and lost a pre
cious season in consequence.”

“ Yo u  like seasons?”  asked Cassilis, 
who hated them, o r at least had avoided 
them fo r ten years o r more.

She was hesitating, playing him like 
a finished coquette, I  judged, but Miss 
Varley  seemed to think a deeper ex
planation was required.

“ A s a matter o f fact, the expedition, 
as M rs. Chester insists, was equipped 
by Vassar. Y o u  see, this region is one 
o f the few not fu lly  investigated. W e 
considered it a reproach to the United 
States that it should remain so.”

She was looking at me with that curi
ously disconcerting regard o f hers.

“ I  agree,”  I  said, “ but it seems a re
proach also to men that it is left fo r 
women to--------- ”

“ Yes,”  she nodded, smiling. “ That is 
one o f my points. Th a t touches me 
nearly.”

“ Mercedes is a suffragist,”  broke in 
M rs. Chester, overhearing. “ She is an 
ardent feminist. I  can’t soar after her 
all the way. Even although I ’ve been 
married---------”

“ I  was in hopes,”  said Cassilis softly, 
“ that it might have been because o f 
that.”

She shot a glance at him. “ Yes,”  she 
said, w ith a change o f voice and man
ner. “ Yes,”  ve ry quietly. “ Perhaps it 
was because o f that.”

Though my mind mechanically regis
tered this talk, I  was thinking of noth
ing just then but o f a name— Mercedes. 
I t  repeated itself in my head, and 
seemed in a way to flower in that rocky 
canon.

Miss V a rle y  turned graciously to 
Houston, as if  to an acknowledged 
leader.

“ I  see my men have already settled 
on the camp. A s  you have kindly sup
plied us with olives, perhaps you w ill 
also add your company.”

Houston’s courtesy was almost exe
cuted with a flourish. I t  had just that 
amount o f overelaboration which set
tled his social genesis. But it was easy, 
and apparently natural. W as this the
man who a few days' earlier---------  W e
somehow seemed to have “ civilized” 
with this encounter of the sexes. M rs. 
Chester was speaking apart with Miss 
Varle y, who listened and shook her 
head. Th ey  both moved across the 
gu lly toward the tents which the In 
dians had already pitched.

“ Pretty women both,”  said Houston, 
w ith a connoisseur’s air. “ W h y they 
w ill t ry  to spoil their beauty at games 
like these is a puzzle fo r gods.”

“ The beauty,”  said Cassilis, “ is still 
to spoil. W here are my dress clothes, 
Jack?”

Houston laughed; we were all human
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again. “ I  think I ’ll take a taxi--------- ”  he
said in his turn.

O u r dinner party was a success; it 
could not have failed in the circum
stances. The  ladies had produced from  
their stores the most 'tasteful dishes 
which modern commerce and modern 
science could pack and procure, and 
something had been added from  our 
larder. The  subjects o f our different 
quests opened up naturally. Houston 
pressed the question o f our com
panions’ destination.

“ Ultim ately the M ontana,”  said M iss 
Varle y, letting her gaze descend the 
w ild  scenery, “ but,”  she added, “ there 
are many points o f interest in  these 
upper regions.”

“ Y o u  propose taking the Fuego 
Pass?”  suggested Houston.

“ Yes.”  She turned to him. “ That 
was what we set out to do, but we may 
possibly change our plans, get deflected 
fo r a time. A nyw ay, we go north fo r 
some days.”

“ H o w  charming fo r u s !”  said Cas- 
silis. “ W e go north also.”

Houston said nothing.
“ That w ill be delightful fo r us,”  said 

M iss Varle y, after ever so slight a 
pause. “ W e shall feel almost w ithin 
call o f Central Park, shan’t we, 
Freda?”

A t  that word, M rs . Chester flashed 
vivaciously into the talk w ith a chatter 
o f New Y o rk . She vowed she was 
homesick, and Cassilis followed suit. I  
efigaged M iss V a rle y  in conversation, 
but I  had the feeling o f some one 
climbing a fence. She was quite, oh, 
w onderfully and beautifully civil, but 
she seemed to have entrenched herself 
in those reserves o f which I  have 
spoken. Shq picked her way in a talk 
w ith both Houston and myself very 
coolly and in friendly discourse, but I  
contrasted her w ith her companion 
much to her disadvantage. Th is  young
er woman was o f too austere and cold 
a nature. She was too much o f a piece 
with those highlands o f the Sierra. I  
felt chilled and unsatisfied. Surely 
beauty was not designed to be thus 
frig id ly  exhibited.

Cassilis and M rs. Chester had run to

earth some friends in common in N ew  
Y o rk , and were talking quite excitedly.

“ M o lly  married, you  know. D idn 't 
you  hear ?”

“ N o -o ; that must have been when I  
was in Siberia. I  don’t think I  had any 
letters fo r many months, and when I  
did get them I  must have missed that.”

“ But you ’ve been in N ew  Y o rk  
isince,”  protested M rs. Chester.

“ I  was there last M ay, wasn’t it? 
B ut I  was only galloping through. I  
saw few people.”

“ A h , you are one o f those Americans 
who regard yo u r country as a prison to 
escape from .”

She spoke reproachfully. Cassilis 
shook his head. “ N o ; I  regard it rather 
as a home to return to when one is sick 
o f the wilderness— this, fo r example.” 
H e  waved his hand at savage nature.

“ Europe isn’t like this,” objected 
M rs. Chester.

“ M uch worse,”  he said seriously, “ the 
wilderness there is moral.”

M iss Varley, who had lent an ear to 
this, was eying him with interest.

“ Yo u  think Europe is ethically worse 
than Am erica?” she asked.

“ N o t a doubt o f it,”  said Cassilis a ir
ily . “ Poindexter happens to be E n g 
lish, but he is painfully conscious of the 
moral decadence o f his nation. H e  
came here to get away from  it.”

M iss V a rle y ’s gaze rested on my face 
a moment, though she must have known 
that he was talking nonsense.

“ Th ey say that a course o f Nature 
has a beneficial and recuperative ef
fect,”  she said.

I  did not wish to remember at that 
moment, but her words somehow 
brought back the horrid  pictures. Ben
eficial! Cassilis and I  could have told 
her better. I t  bred madness; it made 
devils ; it destroyed the common bonds 
o f humanity in which we were knit to
gether.

So the evening, which had opened 
w ith pleasant excitement fo r me, was 
closed in vexation. N o r was this latter 
feeling limited to that one h ou r; it re
curred. Somehow I  was at a disad
vantage w ith M iss Varley. Though I  
was drawn by her personality more
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than I  cared to realize, I  was internally 
discomfortable in her presence. She 
seemed a sort o f incarnate conscience, 
reminding me, w ith her fresh, deliberate 
eyes, how far I  had fallen from  high 
standards. F o r  the next two days, I  
had ample time to develop these mixed 
feelings, fo r our parties made common 
progress northward.

It  was on the third day that I  began 
to perceive Houston was getting rest
ive. W e had now, according to his 
earlier statements, reached a point 
from  which Astarnok, our goal, was 
readily accessible. T o  my calculations, 
it appeared that the place was but two 
days distant. Houston was a man, as 
fa r as I  had judged o r could judge, 
amenable to female influence, and he 
undoubtedly extracted pleasure from  
the society o f the other sex. I  might, 
indeed, have suspected him o f a sus
ceptibility to women i f  I  had gone only 
by his superficial actions. Y e t it was 
evident that he was embarrassed now 
by the presence o f these two women.

A t the end o f the second day toward 
evening, we descended into a valley, 
which presented more aspects o f life  
than we had hitherto encountered. 
There were trees in it under the shel
ter o f blutfs and headlands, and w ild 
shrubs and bushes grew fa irly  thickly. 
I  suppose that we had gradually left 
the distressing elevations o f  the C or
dillera, and were now upon more mod
erate heights o f the Sierra. In  this 
comparatively blooming and flowering 
valley, diversified with trees and the 
signs of animal life, we pitched the 
camps.

I  remember that there was a flower, 
a white flower, grow ing in the valley, 
and I  drew Miss V a rle y ’s attention to 
it. W e had gone out together as the 
sun fell, and there was a beautiful 
panorama stretched before us. W e 
looked eastward, but the sun was going 
down behind western bowlders. I  hate 
snow, which is a violation o f the laws 
o f v is ion ; yet the capped peaks glis
tened wonderfully in the glow, and the 
jagged precipices, now seeming remote 
and out o f our lives, looked no longer 
malignant, but o f a great, grave dignity.

W e stood in silence fo r some time, fo r 
she had ignored, o r not noticed, my re f
erence to the flower, and then she spoke 
almost abruptly.

“ Y o u  are an Englishman, M r. Poin
dexter, and were once in the diplomatic 
service.”

I  was a little astonished. “ Yes,”  I  
assented, “ but no good. I ’ve always 
been more o r less o f a failure, as things 
are counted,”  I  added, feeling a strong 
impulse to honest confession before 
her.

“ W hat do you mean by that?”  she 
asked, looking at me gravely.

“ Y o u r people know the difference,” 
I  explained in a rather shamefaced 
way. “ Th ey do things. I  never have. 
I ’ve drifted. I ’m a dilettante, an ama
teur in life .”

“ A n d  M r. Cassilis?”  she inquired.
“ O h , in a way h e  does count,”  I  said. 

“ H e  is intent on solving the riddle o f 
perpetual motion. H e  has the epitome 
o f the known w orld .”

“ Y o u  have known him a long time?” 
she asked.

“ I  forget how many years it is since 
D ick  Cassilis and I  met in  Vienna. W e 
are old comrades/’

“ M r. Houston?”  she suggested.
“ Houston? W ell, oh, he happens to 

be associated w ith us in this venture— • 
that is all,”  I  said, feeling uncom
fortable.

She was silent fo r a moment, and 
was looking at the glow on the moun
tain. I  recovered my courage.

“ D o you know vfhere that leads?”  I  
asked. “ I t ’s the Fuego Pass, Houston 
says, and beyond is the M ontana  with 
its vast forests. Strange, isn’t it, that 
the mountains should divide such con
trasts? One is so used also to looking 
upon the East as the barrens that the 
w orld here seems upside down. A  little 
higher, and you might see, o r fancy 
you saw, the sea, beating on the Peru
vian shores. ‘B y  the long wash o f 
Australasian seas.’ There  is something 
more impressive in the Pacific than in 
the Atlantic. Perhaps it is its loneli
ness. There ’s nothing yonder fo r so 
many, many thousand miles. One won
ders what P izarro thought when there



n o THE <PQ<PULA<R MAGAZINE

burst upon him this ocean as he crossed 
the great range.”

She glanced at me, and then looked 
at the peaks. ‘‘I  doubt.”  she said, “ if  
he was alive o r sensible to any emotions 
such as you hint at. I  doubt i f  there 
were any room in his sordid soul save 
fo r gain, fo r lucre, fo r  gold.”

I  was silent a moment, fo r the dart, 
unconsciously barbed, had gone home to 
me once more. I  walked uncomforta
b ly  with my conscience when I  walked 
w ith M iss Varley.

“ Yes,”  I  said, at last, “ you are right. 
There was no room fo r anything but 
gold in  his mind. I t  is so adventurers 
inherit the earth, not the meek and 
low ly and the humble o f spirit. A d 
venturers and those heroes, the mer
chant princes— the w orld yields her 
treasure to these. I t  is sad, but we 
cannot remake the universe, and there 
must be purpose in it.”

Somewhere from  behind the scrub 
of trees which screened the jo in t camps 
issued the tinkle o f a banjo, and voices 
raised in song.

M iss V a rle y  smiled. “ Is  that an an
swer?”  she asked, w ith a little irony. 
‘ ‘Do we live fo r that?”

“ I t  is a diversion, by the w ay,”  I  said 
firmly.

“ O n  the way to what ?”
She turned without waiting fo r an 

answer, and began the descent o f  the 
slopes. Th e  absurd banjo which Cas- 
silis had drawn from  the receses o f his 
baggage twanged on the evening air.

“ It  is rather pretty in effect,”  admit
ted M iss Varley, as I  overtook her. W e 
walked down in silence, listening, and 
now the gurgling o f a stream joined 
the harmonies o f voice and instrument.

“ W hat nonsense is he singing?”  
asked my companion, smiling.

I  couldn’t catch the words, but I  re
membered K ipling, and I  quoted:

“ The tunes that mean so much to you alone— 
Common tunes that make you choice and blow 

your nose,
Vulgar tunes that bring the laugh that brings 

the groan—
I can rip your very heartstrings out with 

those.''-1

“ Y o u  do  feel like that, too?”  shq

asked suddenly. “ I  thought I  was fool
ish. O h , it ’s all nonsense, but--------- ”

N ever had I  seen my marble queen 
touched to such mere human issues. 
H e r  pleasure flowed over her in a warm 
gush. Th e  inane strings o f the banjo, 
heard in that desolate wilderness, had 
moved her, broken her down.

“ I am Memory, I am Torment—I am Town! 
I am all that ever went with evening dress!”

H ad not the Cordillera perhaps had 
its play also w ith  this soul, and was it 
now newly humanized and recovered 
fo r emotion ?

C H A P T E R  V I I .
A PARTING OF TH E W AYS.

That night, I  remember, Houston 
spoke o f the pass, and of the M ontana  
beyond. H e  spoke as if  he took it fo r 
granted that our ways would now di
verge. The  Pass del Fuego lay at the 
head o f the valley, and was one of 
the easiest into the back country o f 
the Amazon waters. M iss Varley said 
very little, beyond putting a question or 
two, but M rs. Chester displayed con
siderable eagerness to learn more of 
the M ontana, and showed also a certain 
sentiment at the prospect of our part
ing. I  noticed this, and that is why, 
when we had the surprise next morn
ing, I  knew fo r certain that Miss V a r 
ley had made up her mind at the last 
moment. M rs. Chester no doubt had 
been informed in the night, but she had 
not known when she ;was talking with 
us that evening.

Houston it was who gave me the in
formation brusquely, and accompanied 
by the nearest approach to uncivil man
ners I  had ever seen in him.

“ D id  you know that Miss Varley  has 
decided not to go by the pass? She’s 
going north. H ad you anything to do 
w ith it?”

I  stared at him. “ W hat should I  
have to do with that lady’s plans?” I  
asked slowly. “ I ’m delighted to hear 
we shall have her company a little 
longer. But w ill you be good enough to 
tell me wherein you suppose me to be 
concerned in  her plans?”
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H e begged pardon after a short pause. 
“ I t ’s put me out, Poindexter. W e ’re 
just in our last lap, and I  guess I ’m on 
edge a bit. Surely you see we can’t act 
until these ladies are gone.”

I t  was true enough, but I  don’t think 
I  had realized till that moment how lit
tle I  had been thinking o f the B ig  Fish, 
and how much o f other things.

I  made a reluctant assent, qualifying 
it. “ I t  is not likely that they w ill delay 
much longer. I  understand that these 
more fertile valleys have attracted them. 
The  flora is necessarily richer. Th ey 
w ill not go beyond the oases.”

“ N o ,”  said Houston. “ I  suppose 
not,”  and he turned away.

There was a succession o f valleys on 
that trail, sheltering a more generous 
vegetation, and abounding with vicuna 
and lama and other upland fauna. 
Houston said nothing after that protest 
of his, but he seemed to me to have de
veloped, fo r the first time in m y ac
quaintance with him, a touch o f mo
roseness. H e  avoided the ladies, and 
mingled with the mestizos and Indians, 
making a business of the readjustment 
of the packs and o f the reorganization 
of the commissariat.

“ I t  is true that we can supply the 
larder here,”  he told me over his pipe, 
“ but we don’t know how much farther 
our quest goes. W e may be only at the 
beginning.”

That next night we reached a small 
ravine, embowered in the Sierras, down 
which a tumbling torrent brawled 
through the gulches toward the lower 
levels o f the plains; and here we set up 
the camps. Houston had instructed our 
Indians to pitch in a grove of trees near 
the stream, but below this site the valley 
was broken into rocks and rough places, 
which made a camp fo r the ladies in 
convenient. Houston suggested a point 
farther down under cover o f brushwood 
and upon a small ledge which over
looked the water. Th is , on inspection, 
both Cassilis and myself pronounced to 
be an ideal spot, and here accordingly 
the Indians established the tents.

Houston had picked up toward even
ing, as though he had outgrown his un
graciousness, and returned to his earlier

manner. Indeed, it was his suggestion 
that M rs. Chester and M iss V a rle y  
should share our supper, which he was 
at pains to make attractive by delving 
into our stores. H e  produced some 
champagne, o f the existence of which 
I  had been unaware. W hen I  said so, 
he laughed.

“ I wanted a few bottles to celebrate 
the day we should strike it lucky.”

H e  lifted his tin mug toward the 
ladies. “ H ere ’s health, mesdames,” 
and then he looked at me, “ and wealth, 
messieurs.”  H e  grinned and drank.

W e followed his example. H e  had 
shown a nicety in his choice— health to 
our visitors, wealth to ourselves. A nd 
that was the beginning o f his social 
efforts that night. H e  used his g ift of 
narrative very prettily, surveyed a good 
deal o f his life , and brought to the sur
face some interesting stories in a ram
bling, unpretentious, but effective, way. 
Both M rs. Chester and M iss Varley lis
tened w ith evident interest, and seemed 
to regret when the entertainment ended.

“ Y o u  know you ’ve seen a good deal, 
but you couldn’t hold an audience like 
that,”  whispered Cassilis to me.

“ I f  I  had Houston’s rich stores to 
draw on— give me a chance!” I  whis
pered back.

“ H o w  much does he leave untold?”  
murmured Cassilis.,

“ The  shadow of that lies on what he 
tells,”  I  answered, in the same voice. 
“ W ould he hold these ladies were it not 
fo r what they suspect?”

“ Do you think so?” H e sat up. 
Houston’s voice was mellifluously end
ing. “ Do you know, Jack, I  think they 
suspect us'all ?”

“ W hat, you, too?”  I  asked dryly.
“ Y o u  mean M rs. Chester. I  don’t 

know,”  he said. “ I  would swear to her 
genuineness. She is as natural as a 
kitten. But— but-------- ”

“ But she is afraid of you,”  I  inter
jected brutally.

Cassilis made no answer. The  ladies 
had risen. I  do not know what time it 
was, but the starlight filled the sky, and 
it was time they were returning to their 
camp. .

Cassilis and I  attended them, al
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though the distance was ve ry  short. 
There was the shadow o f parting over 
us all— at least that is what Cassilis and 
I  were feeling. W e shepherded the two 
ladies down to the point where the 
stream tumbled in a cataract over the 
ledge, and mounted the small ascent on 
which the camp had been assembled. 
M iss Varley  and I  were in  front, and 
had done with speaking. Something si
lenced m e; perhaps it was m y compan
ion’s evident distaste fo r talk. But 
we could hear Cassilis and M rs. Chester 
laughing behind.

I  reflected. W hat I  had said w a s , 
true. F o r all her gayety there was some 
fear, some anxiety, at least, in  M rs. 
Chester’s eyes. In  the camp there was 
stillness, fo r the Indians had settled into 
the night, and the mules were patiently 
invisible. I  thought I  was aware o f a 
shade that flitted among the trees, but 
it was merely an idle idea. The  rum
ble of the torrent a hundred yards away 
filled the ears, as an undertone, like the 
drones o f bagpipes.

“ Oh, our tent must be over there,”  
M iss Varley intimated, but I  only deter
mined what direction she meant by the 
direction she took. W e came to a halt 
near a spread o f canvas.

“ Mercedes!” called M rs. Chester. “ I  
thought our tent was here."

“ No", this is it,”  called back Miss V a r 
ley. “ I  was mistaken at first. I t ’s the 
difference o f the dark.”

The others joined us, and we stood 
fo r a short time in a knot together, pre
vious to speaking.

“ A  beautiful night,”  said M rs. Ches
ter.

“ I t ’s pretty cold,” said Cassilis. “ I  
should advise you to keep up a good 
fire.”  _

Instinctively we all looked at the fire, 
which was sinking low Into gray ashes.

Nevertheless, it lit up a slice o f the 
foreground, the fall o f the rock out
ward, and the gray deeps below.

“ I  hadn’t realized we were so near to 
the edge,”  said M iss V arley. “ Yes, I  
think we’d better take you r advice about 
the fire,”  she added, and stepped fo r
ward.

“ Let me,”  I  said, and slipped past her.

to where the pile o f  fuel was heaped. 
I  seized two logs, and moved toward the 
fire, M iss V a rle y  at my heels.

Suddenly I  was conscious that my 
feet had gone from the earth, and that 
I  was falling. I  fell, clutching. I  heard 
Cassilis call o u t; and some one scream.

I  was aware now that the log I  held 
was caught over m y head, and that I  
was hanging from  it. Cassilis’ voice 
came down to me.

“ H old ing on, Jack ? W ait a bit.”
H e  seized m y right arm and pulled 

upward. Eased by that relief o f weight, 
I  struggled upward, and, floundering, 
came to land again. Then I  wiped the 
marks o f the struggle from  my clothes, 
and began to give attention.

“ W hat was it?”  I  asked.
Cassilis was peering into a sort of 

hole. H e  .threw a log on the fire. I t  
blazed, and he stooped and peered 
again. I  joined him.

“ O h, be careful,” called Miss Varley.
Cassilis was muttering something. 

“ A  trap— a regular trap,”  he said. I  
began to turn over the sticks that he 
had revealed. In  a few minutes it was 
as clear as daylight, and Cassilis and I  
ceased our explanation. M iss Varley 
had joined us.

“ I ’m afraid your Indians pitched too 
near the edge,”  said Cassilis.

“ But that’s exactly what has been 
puzzling me,”  said she. “ I  remember 
the tent was quite some distance away. 
I  don’t understand.”

“ W ait a moment,”  I  said, and, slip
ping away, I  climbed down from  the 
ledge to the lower level, and began an 
inspection.

A s  far as I  could judge, the drop was 
at this point about fifteen feet, a suffi
cient fall to imperil the limbs o f the un
conscious human being who should walk 
into the trap. But for the billet o f wood 
I  carried, I  should have gone down 
into a sort o f  oubliette. I t  was con
stituted by a chasm between the rocks, 
and had been carefully concealed from 
view by twigs, and grass, and leaves. 
B y  whom? A nd  with what design? 
W ho had shifted the tent forw ard to the 
margin o f  the ledge ?
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I  came back with these puzzles in my 
head..

“ W ell?" said M iss Varley.
“ It  would have been a nasty fall i f  I  

had gone all the way,”  I  answered 
lightly.

“ Yes, I  suppose so." W as there 
something d ry  in  her voice?

“ I t ’s lucky yott had the wood,”  said 
Cassilis, as lightly as I .

“ Most fortunate,”  agreed M iss V a r 
ley.

I  was making an examination o f the 
vicinity, and testing the ground about 
the tent.

“ O h , I  think we’re all right now,”  she 
said, in that curious voice.

I  felt awkward. M rs . Chester gushed 
very naturally and pleasantly as to her 
relief that the accident was no worse.

“ W ell, it’s getting late,”  said M iss 
Varley. “W e  must say good night.”  
She was a figure black against the leap
ing firelight, and I  could not see her 
face. “ I  think also it w ill be good-by. 
W e must start fo r the M ontana  to
m orrow.”

There was a stifled exclamation, 
hardly that, from  M rs. Chester.

“ Thanks so much fo r all you’ve done 
fo r us,”  said that little woman nerv
ously, taking her cue. She put out a 
hand uncertainly, and then half w ith
drew it. .1 saw Cassilis capture it. M iss 
Varley  turned t »  the tent. “ Good 
night,”  she called.

O u r  responses followed her lamely 
into the darkness, and M rs. Chester ex
tricated her hand and fled, leaving us 
there. W ithout a word we departed.

“ Jack,”  said Cassilis presently, in a 
subdued voice, “ that trap was laid.”

“ Yes,”  I  assented.
'“ A  fall would break a— a person’s 

leg or arm.”
“ Yes,”  I  said.
“ W e were there merely by accident,”  

be pursued.
“ There would have been an accident 

if  we hadn’t been there,”  I  said abruptly.
“ Then you see it as I  do?”  he said, 

relieved.
“ H o w  was it possible to avoid see

ing?” I  asked. “ A nd what is more, 
M iss V a rle y  saw it.”

8 A

“ Does she suspect---------”  he began.
I  groaned. “ O h , the L o rd  knows 

what. Y o u  remember Coop?”
“ I ’ve been try ing  to forget.”
“ H e  was quite stupid with anger this 

morning when he heard they were go
ing on.”

“ I  think he’s mad,”  said Cassilis. 
“ There’s method in his madness,”  I

replied. “ I  thought I  saw a shad---------
O h , well, we can prove nothing. H e  
has the Indians in hand. W e are mere
ly  ciphers.”

“ I  begin to think we have been that 
all along,”  said Cassilis.

Houston was seated by.the fire smok
ing when we reached the camp, and 
looked up on our approach. I  could not 
honestly say he had a guilty look.

“ Miss V a rle y  nearly had an accident 
at her camp,”  I  blurted out.

“ Accident!”  H e  withdrew his pipe,
and stared. “ I  hope nothing---------”

“ A  plant had been prepared— earth 
placed over a hole, and the trap dis
guised. I f  she had fallen through she 
would have broken her ankle.”

“ She didn’t, then. I ’m glad.”
“ A nd she would have been obliged to 

turn back to civilization,”  I  added, pay
ing no heed.

Houston pulled at his pipe. “ I  wish, 
she would go back, but I ’m glad she 
didn’t hurt herself,”  he said.

I  thought I  saw Cassilis’ shoulders 
go up.

“ W ell, they’re not going any farther,” 
I  said bluntly. /

“ I ’m glad— I ’m sincerely glad,” said 
Houston. “ Th a t’s the best news I ’ve 
had to-day, Poindexter. Women are well 
enough in their place, but it must be 
after the markets. W e ’re out fo r some
thing more than kisses; kisses are a by
product. And, mark you, it ’s not cer
tain we’re clear o f W erner’s gang.” 

"H e  shook his head, filled his pipe 
again, and talked cheerfully. The  man, 
inhuman as we were conceiving him, 
was human in that moment to his finger 
nails. H e  was almost a model o f the 
genial and affable companion, and we 
sat talking fo r half an hour on the route 
ere we parted. Cassilis lingered with
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me ere retiring. A fte r a silence he said, 
and it sounded oddly enough:

“ She’s not afraid o f me. Jack.”
I  gathered his meaning slowly, and 

answered: “ I t ’s a rum juncture at 
which to make that discovery.”

“ O h, I  could tell, I  could tell,”* he 
protested, and we were silent again.

“ W ell, I ’m afraid myself,”  I  said at 
last, “ but I  don’t quite know what of. 
I t  seems to me that the curtain’s going 
up again. I  think it ’s'Coop.”

“ I ’m not afraid of Coop now,”  said 
Cassilis cheerfully.

“ Then you can thank Heaven your 
nerves are in a better state than mine,”  
I  replied, as I  went into the tent.

When I  got up. next morning I  no
ticed that Cassilis was absent, and he 
did not appear until the breakfast was 
well advanced. Houston made no com
ment. I t  was Cassilis who explained.

“ Saying good-by,”  he said easily.
H a lf an hour later I  saw Miss V a r -  

ley’s mules moving. The party were ad
vancing along the bottom, and, turning 
a corner, were lost to sight almost im
mediately. Houston had gone, and Cas
silis was engaged in, some task. I  rose, 
and climbed a rise a hundred yards 
away. Below I  could see the train de
filing up the valley. W e had parted for 
good, so to speak, last night. I  de
scended into the open valley, and caught 
them up.

-M rs . Chester hailed me weakly, I  
thought. M iss V a rle y  bent her head to 
my salutation.

“ I  had to come to say good-by, and 
wish you well,”  I  got forth stumblingly.

“ Has M r. Houston come, too?”  she 
asked, looking toward the ridge.

I  flushed. “ No. I  know nothing 
about him,”  I  said sharply. “ I  only 
answer fo r myself. I  wanted to say 
good-by.”

“ I  fancy it was time we did,”  she said 
slowly. “ W e have wasted too much 
time already.”

H e r words were innocuous in them
selves, but I  seemed to read something 
into them.

“ The meaning o f the word is God be 
with you, Miss V a rle y,”  I  said, looking 
her straight in the face.

“ Yes,”  she nodded. “ W e w ill leave 
it at that then. Neither o f us could bet
ter it. Good-by, M r. Poindexter— that 
is, God be with you.”

She turned away, and she had not 
offered her hand. M rs. Chester, as she 
went, gave me a frightened glance. I  
stood, my heart sunk in a sudden 
wretchedness, and watched the proces
sion pass. I t  passed and faded out o f 
sight, among the broken vegetation of 
the valley.

I  was conscious at the last o f that 
frightened glance, and, as I  walked 
back, mortified and gloomy, I  wondered 
what was the significance. W as it really 
fear it he ld ; or was it appeal o r dep
recation ?

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

That day we left the comparatively 
opulent life  o f the valley, and moved 
again among the naked Sierras. Hous
ton was in amazing spirits, laughing and 
talking, and rendering himself agree
able, and as active as a bee in all the 
business o f the advance. A s he drew 
nearer to the goal fo r which we had 
striven so long and so terrib ly, he dis
played himself at his best. That night 
he told us that we were within th irty - 
six hours o f Astarnok.

“ Y o u  may take it at that,”  he said, 
“ though I ’m not sure to a point or two. 
The  fact is, I  shall have to lay a course, 
in nautical phrase.”

“ Have you been there?”  asked Cas
silis.

“ W ith in  a short distance o f it,”  he 
replied, fingering his beard. “ I t ’s not 
what you understand by a village— in 
fact, it’s a station of the dead. I t  was 
once inhabited, but is now deserted— • 
long since. N o ; there was never any
thing to draw a man there, no prospect 
o f reefs, nothing. Th a t is why Ray
mond hid his secret there, no doubt.”

I t  was, o f course, impossible to re
sist the contagion o f the fever. Despite 
what we knew, what we thought we 
knew, and what we guessed, Cassilis 
and I  were inflamed by talk like this.



THE <BIG FISH x *

Th e  secret o f  the Incas’ treasure lay 
within th irty -s ix  hours o f  u s !

“ To -m orrow ,”  said Houston, still 
fingering his beard, “1 shall have to trig 
a course, to make sure. There are so 
many valleys and gulches here. W e 
might miss this one a hundred times. 
I f  I  can figure out one I  know I  can 
find the temple at Astarnok.”

“ The temple!” I  echoed.
“ Yes, it ’s Inca work— some say pre- 

Inca work— Chimu. B u t it ’s never 
been explored o r excavated.”  H e  
thumped his side suddenly. “ W hat if  
it should be there! But no, it  would be 
too obvious. Raymond wouldn’t--------- ”

He sank into ruminating silence, in 
which there seemed even a touch o f 
moodiness.

Some time after noon on the fo llow 
ing day we had reached a level among 
the crags which Houston declared suit
able for his observations. I t  was a wild 
scene, the barren grandeur o f which af
fected one’s nerves. So fa r as the eye 
could see northward, cap beyond cap of 
the Cordilleras pierced the heaven; long 
ranges, all white, ribbed the horizon, in 
tricately confused. Southward a great 
precipice cut us off from  the more gra
cious country o f the valleys; and our 
immediate surroundings displayed the 
work o f frost and snow at those eleva
tions.

The  earth was destitute of any grow
ing thing, and strewn with bowlders as 
after some huge blasting operation o f 
nature. The  sun beat upon us hot as 
in the tropics, and we had cast off our 
coats to walk. W e took food in an 
aerie on the heights, and surveyed our 
destination.

“ Yonder,”  said Houston, indicating 
merely distance. “ But which of the 
gullies I  don’t know, and shan’t until 
I ’ve trigged the place. I  shall want the 
help of both o f you.”

Neither Cassilis nor I  had more than 
a rudimentary acquaintance with the 
science which thus mapped out conti
nents and measured mountains. But we 
were willing, even eager, to assist.

“ I ’ll call on you when the preliminary 
preparations are made,”  said Houston.

“ The  Indians can do those things. 
A fterw ard  they w ill be no use.”

Cassilis and I  sat and eased our limbs, 
and talked and smoked fo r some time, 
and presently Houston returned.

“ Cassilis, w ill you  go with Diego?”  
he said. ' “ Across the gu lly , and up the 
h ill yonder. I ’ll jo in  you afterward. 
W e ’ve got to fix  up a base line.”

W hen the others had gone, Houston 
turned to me. “ N ow  we can get to 
w ork,” he said, showing his even teeth 
in a curious smile. H is  eyes were nar
rowed to points in deep sockets. . “ Can 
you use a theodolite?” he asked.

I  shook my head. “ N ever mind. I ’ll 
manage without that i f  you only follow 
instructions carefully. I ’ve put up one 
side of the base beyond there. I  want 
to triangulate with the hill on which 
Cassilis is.”

I t  was all to me double Dutch, but I  
accepted it on faith, and obeyed like a 
schoolboy. Houston took some instru
ment from  his pocket, adjusted it on a 
tripod, and squinted along it. H e  shook 
his head. “ N ot far enough back,” he 
said, while I  watched him with interest. 
“ I ’ll get the angle directly.”

W e picked our way among the rocks 
to a point where the ridge sloped out
ward, and once more he set up his in 
strument. Still he seemed discontented. 
I  looked to the hill beyond, and I  
thought I  could see some o f the pack 
mules winding along its side.

“ W ait a bit,”  said Houston, as if  sud
den inspiration had come to him. “ D o 
you see that rock? Pace beyond it, 
counting as you go, until I  call stop.”

I  walked to the rock. “ N o w ?” I  
asked.

“ Yes. C o u n t!” came Houston’s voice 
clearly to me.

I  walked forw ard and counted. I  
was aware that I  was reaching the edge, 
o f a cliff that I  could not see beyond. 
I t  did not seem as if  I  could walk many 
yards farther in safety. Tw enty—
twenty-one— twenty-two I  counted. 
The  rock hid me from  Houston— and 
then I  fell.

The  whole earth shifted under me, 
and I  went down. A s I  did so, there 
flashed in my mind the fall in front o f

115
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M iss V a rle y ’s tent; but the thought was 
only instantaneous, fo r I  remembered 
nothing after that,

I  conjectured afterward that I  had 
been struck by one o f the huge stones 
which the dislodgment o f the cliff had 
brought down with me. A t  3ny rate, I  
must have been stunned, and remained 
unconscious fo r some time. The  sun 
was shining brightly when I  opened my 
eyes, and slowly took in my position.

I  had fallen some th irty feet, but the 
fall had been broken by the debris 
among which I  lay. The slope o f the 
cliff was steep, but not perpendicular. 
I t  was composed o f loose rubble and 
stones, and on the first movement I  
made I  began to go down with it. I  
clutched heavily at the treacherous cliff, 
and slowly my downward movement 
ceased.

I  began to examine my position care
fu lly. I  saw now that I  was in imme
diate danger, if  the loose stones were 
disturbed, o f going down a chute into 
the depth below. I  had no means o f 
seeing what lay in that depth, because I  
could not wheel my eyes downward be
yond a certain projecting ledge some 
hundred feet lower. I f  I  reached that 
ledge, and it held, I  might have a chance. 
I  saw no other.

I  glanced upward, fo r I  was able to 
do that better the way I  lay, and I  saw 
overhead a number o f menacing bowl
ders. The  cliff was alive with eyes 
watching me, and threatening doom. I  
feared the fierce onslaught o f those 
huge crags, which appeared to rest on 
the soil with no roots, and lean to
ward me.

Again my eyes went down as fa r as 
their range. Th e  ledge outstanding, yet 
not in a direct line, invited them. Be
low and beyond I  vaguely guessed at an 
empty chasm from which there was a 
dull roaring. Was it a torrent from the 
glaciers higher up ? I  had lost my sense 
©f direction, and knew nothing. The 
sun blazed like an instrument o f to r
ture.

I  don’t know what started the idea in 
my mind, unless it was the quickened 
senses under the inspiration o f peril. I  
suddenly thought of homeopathy. The

idea in  that juxtaposition sounds ridic
ulous. I t  was ridiculous, but life is 
ridiculous, and, i f  we have a sense of 
humor,, death also. A t  any rate, the 
idea o f homeopathy entered m y mind, 
dribbling in , as I  stared at the hot sky.

“ Small doses!”  I  repeated it to m y
self. “ Small doses o f the poison.”

Th a t was the secret. I f  I  struggled 
I  should fall in a shower o f debris that 
would amount to a small landslip. But 
let me w rigg le !

I  wriggled. I  felt the earth and 
stones move round me. In  a sort of 
moving m atrix I  was shepherded down
ward one yard, two yards— I  came to 
a pause.

Surely now I  had the secret. Y e s ; it 
was homeopathy. I  wriggled again, 
and the pebbles escorted me a yard or 
tw o lower. A  third time I  repeated the 
maneuver, and this time one o f the 
larger rocks joined morosely in the 
movement, and, rolling into the vacuum 
I  had made, struck my head.

F o r some minutes— I  know not how 
many— I  was still, dumb, incapable of 
m otion; merely aware o f the hot sun. 
Then I  recovered, took a grip  o f my 
courage and wits, and moved again---------

I t  would be wearisome to take you 
through that terrible downward course. 
A t  one point— whether I  had moved 
with too much energy, o r the stones 
were loose, I  don't know— I  descended 
with a rush fo r a dozen feet o r more, 
and was only held up by a protruding 
rock more deeply imbedded than usual. 
W hen I  got back my Ipreath I  hardly 
dared stir, but by degrees I  regained 
confidence, and advanced once more. I t  
must have been fu lly  two hours ere I  
reached the ledge---------

I t  was an insecure resting place, after 
all, but I  was now able to look down, 
and see what lay beyond it. There was 
an abrupt fall o f some eighty feet, and 
then a fierce torrent sw irling at the base 
o f the cliff. Sick at heart after all my 
exertions, I  found my position even 
worse than it had been originally. The  
ledge absolutely overhung the precipice, 
and I  seemed to have arrived at a dead
lock. I  lay,on my side, sweating with 
my exertions, and looked out from  my
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aerie as it were an eagle’s upon the 
rocky plain below.

The  heat o f the sun, though now fa r 
gone in its declension, affected me in  
my weakened state o f  nerves and mus
cles. I  dozed. W hen I  awoke there was 
something in the plain below, which 
made me sit up and stare.

I t  was some one riding on a mule—  
no, there were tw o people. Th ey drew 
nearer, and halted, as i f  uncertain o f 
their direction, some half a mile away. 
A t  first I  took them to be tw o o f our 
party, and then I  saw I  was wrong, fo r 
while one was plainly an Indian, the 
other was unmistakably a woman.

I  rose on my ledge, and cried aloud. 
I  shouted, and I  gesticulated. The  
woman started her mule up the bed o f 
the river, and the Indian followed. I  
redoubled my efforts, and I  thought I  
saw the Indian’s face turn in my d i
rection. The mules stopped, and it 
seemed as i f  a consultation was in  
progress. Then the mules were pulled 
found, and came slowly toward me. 
Again they stopped, and again they 
went on, but this time the halt seemed 
to have been to consider a plan o f cam
paign. I  lost sight o f  them behind a 
bluff.

I t  may have been an hour later, when 
I  had given up all hope, that I  heard 
some one calling to me away on the 
right. Some bushes here joined with 
the rough ground to make a sort of low 
wall th irty yards away. The  face o f an 
Indian was peering through, and he 
was shouting words I  could not make 
out. Then there was a silence, and sud
denly he appeared again, busy with 
something; he moved to the edge o f the 
firm rock, and whirled a rope about his 
head. I  understood— it was a lariat.

The rope swung, tw isting light, easily, 
as a thing alive in the sunlight, and fell 
with unerring accuracy on the ledge at 
my feet. I  thanked God and the In 
dian fo r that trick o f the plains. But 
what did it there in exhibition among 
the tenantless mountains of Peru? I  
dismissed the vague wonder, and eager
ly  grasped the hitch o f the rope, pass
ing over my head and under my arms. 
The Indian nodded, and began to pull.

I  reached safety amid a constant 
stream and rush of debris, bruised, torn, 
and breathless, but unbroken; and be
yond the scrub I  came face to face with 
M iss Varley.

“ Yo u  are not hurt?”  she asked quick
ly , and without salutation; and upon 
my reply in  the negative, sa id : “ It  
looked an ugly situation.”

“ I t  was,”  I  answered, “ and I  owe you 
my grateful thanks fo r the rescue.”

“ I  don’t know that we can talk about 
it in such heroic terms,”  said Miss V a r 
ley, and unexpectedly added: “ There is 
something else. I  have something to 
say to you.”

“ W on’t you sit?”  I  asked, looking at 
the rocks, and w ith  a somewhat rid ic
ulous assumption o f drawing-room 
manners. I  was not conscious o f my 
tattered garments; nor was she. I  
wondered at her face, and was wonder
ing when she spoke. W h y  was she 
here, miles away from  the pass into the 
M on ta n a ?

“ Three o f my Indians have come 
back from Arequipa,” she began 
abruptly.

I  took this in, but it didn’t, at first, at 
any rate, seem significant. She con
tinued as abruptly:

“ I  sent them down some time ago 
fo r supplies and— other things. They 
returned last night.”

A s  she paused I  interjected a vague 
commonplace. She had the appear
ance o f one preoccupied with distress.

“ I t ’s wonderful how these native In 
dians do find their w^y about,” was 
what I  said.

I  don’t know that she heard. She 
spoke in a level and rather hard voice, 
and looked at the glittering valley. 
“ About a week ago I  came upon a dy
ing man. H e had been shot and left 
fo r dead. I t  was in the range back 
yonder.”

I  was listening flow with both ears 
straining, and with a heart that beat 
rather fast.

“ W hen he revived under the influ
ence o f a little brandy, I  beard a tale 
from  him. I t  was plain he was far 
gone, and I  doubted if  he would ever 
travel a day’s journey. Yet that was
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the only chance, and he begged fo r it— ■ 
to be sent down to Arequipa. So I  
sent him— under , the care"'of the three 
Indians— those that returned last night.”

I  understood. I t  was Coop! Coop 
in life  or in death was bound about my 
neck like a millstone.

“ You came to tell me this?”  I  said, 
after a silence.

" I  thought you could make your own 
deductions,”  she said coldly.

“ Please let me understand,”  I  per
sisted. “ W h y  is it necessary that I  
should know that the three Indians re
turned last night?”

Something flashed in her face, and 
a baffled look succeeded. “ W e had 
pitched camp in a gully on the Sierra,” 
she said, in a monotonous voice, “ and 
later I  wandered out and explored. 
There was a moon, and it showed me 
men on mules busy in a fold o f the 
rocks below. I  went nearer, and saw 
them— the face o f one quite clearly. 
They were armed, and I  didn’t reveal 
myself. I  don’t know, but I  thought 
they were perhaps on some unholy er
rand. There was a tent. Th e  moon 
shone on it. I  saw the men go in, and 
the one whose face I  saw came out last, 
and lifted his gun and strode off after 
the others. W hen they were gone I  
descended carefully to the tent, and 
looked in. There was a man dying 
there, a man with a bullet wound left 
fo r dead.”

C oop! Cassilis had been right. 
Never would the shadow of Coop lif t  
from  our live s !

“ And the man whose face you saw?”  
I  said hoarsely.

She turned away, and said nothing.
“ W h y do you tell me this?”  I  asked 

angrily. “ Is  it  merely sport, or ju s - 
tice?”

“ It  is neither,”  she said. “ I  don’t 
know why. I t  is perhaps because I  am 
not certain. I  don’t know.”

“ You thought that the man was killed 
by us?”  I  demanded.

“ I  had every reason to think so,”  she 
replied. “ H e  told me his tale.”

A  dozen emotions and thoughts were 
stirring me. Th is , then, was the ex
planation o f Coop’s disappearance. I t

did not lie at Houston’s door at all. 
H o w  fa r had that cowardice, that in
action, that abstention o f Cassilis and 
myself been responsible fo r the trag
edy ? I  dared not attempt to clear my
self. I  stood silent; and then sense 
w’oke in me again.

“ Y o u  want me to defend myself?”  I  
asked defiantly.

“ I  never thought o f  that. W hat de
fense is there? N o ; I  think I  was 
merely influenced by a desire fo r fa ir 
play. Even the criminal should have 
his chances. Th a t is w hy I  told you 
about the Indians.”

“ I  do not understand,”  I  said dully. 
“ W hat have I  to do with the Indians ? 
Th e  man’s dead, and--------- ”

“ The  man reached Arequipa safely,”  
she interposed. “ H e had told me his 
story, and why you were wanted. H e  
wished to go back and inform  the au
thorities. H e  wanted to do his duty be
fore he died.”

I  stared. “ W hat story did he tell 
you?”  I  asked, in a quiet voice.

She did not hesitate; she seemed now 
to have made up her mind to go through 
with it. “ O f  you r offense against the 
law, o f his pursuit, and o f  your— your 
vengeance on him. H e  was resolved to 
put the law on you r tracks, i f  he should 
live.”  She"~shifted her gaze to me. 
“ That is w hy I  thought you ought to 
know.”

“ I  wonder,”  I  said steadily, regard
ing her, “ I  wonder jwst how much you 
meant to extend the quality o f mercy 
to the criminal. Y o u  told me that I  
ought to know— but what ? I  know 
from you that this man, Coop, was con
ducted by your servants to Arequipa. 
Is  that the extent o f m y knowledge?”

I  could not help the hardness o f my 
voice. I t  seemed once more as if  we 
were engaged in a battle to the death 
with Coop. I  felt all the old, fierce 
feelings, the jo y  o f fight rising with re
sistance, the callousness in the face of 
suffering. Coop had threatened us in 
his death. H e  threatened us again in 
his resurrection.

“ W hat am I  to know?” I  demanded.
“ The man, Coop, as you call him, has 

communicated with the authorities,”
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she said. ‘‘There is an armed exped i-’ 
tion sent after you.”

I  could have burst into laughter in 
her face; so amazing was the irony o f 
it all. W e had feared Coop, but Coop 
dead, the spirit o f Copp brooding ma
levolently over those who left him to 
die in the wilderness. W e had never 
fo r a moment thought o f this, o f  Coop 
alive, Coop- tw isting on his sick bed in 
his obdurate, tricky cockney way, to 
play the cards against us. Th e  au
thorities ! A n  armed expedition! I  
could have shouted with laughter.

“ Thank you,”  was all I  said. “ N ow  
we know where we are. Y o u  have con
sented to give us, then, a sporting 
chance, so to speak.”

“ I  don’t understand terms o f that 
sort,”  she replied coldly. “ I  came to 
the conclusion that you ought to know.”  

I  wondered why. A n d  then, revolv
ing in my mind all the circumstances o f 
the case— what she had seen, her natu
ral suspicions, what she had heard to 
confirm these— I  felt o f a sudden that I  
was doing her an injustice in that hour 
o f bitter chagrin.

“ Y o u  are very kind,”  I  said earnestly. 
“ I  am doubly in your debt. Y o u  saved 
my life just now on the cliff side. Yo u  
would now save my— my name.”

“ Y o u r l i fe !” she ‘echoed, looking 
startled.

“ Y e s ; didn’t you know that?”  I  
asked. “ Nothing could have saved me 
if  it hadn’t been fo r the lariat. I  won
der where that man o f yours got his 
knowledge of it. Th e  Indians here are 
not accustomed to make use o f the 
lasso.”

She did not answer that, but asked: 
“ H o w  was it you were on the cliff ?”

I  looked upward toward the hill in 
the fading light. Problems began to 
crowd upon me. I  did not expect to see 
Houston’s face peering over the moun
tainside, alert, cruel, dominant. I  had 
dismissed Houston from  mv mind from 
the first moment of my recovery. But 
now he came back, an offensive figure, 
and I  knew he could not be so dis- 
nissed.

“ Yo u  remember that unstable piece

o f ground by your tent?”  I  asked 
slowly.

“ Yes,”  she nodded, and our eyes met. 
“ Y o u  knew?”

“ I  think I  did. I  guessed, at any 
rate. W ell, to think that the trick  could 
be repeated on m e! U pon my soul, I  
deserved all I  got.”

“ Repeated! W hat do you mean?” 
she asked quickly.

I  threw my hand upward. “ A  queasy 
piece o f earth, rotten, undermined. A  
wink is as good as a nod, don’t they 
say ?”

She drew a long breath. “ You  mean 
it was undermined, prepared— like— • 
like---------”

“ Yes,”  I  assented. “ W e are having, 
open confession to -day.”

“ But that man— what did he want— - 
w hy should he---------”

She broke off.
“ H e  has his reasons,”  I  said. “ Rea

sons which applied to you, too. I  think 
he only meant you to in jure  yourself 
superficially— a broken arm--------- ”

She laughed scornfully. “ And you?” 
she said finally.

“ That is another matter,”  I  said, and 
there was silence.

Suddenly I  added: “ There is Cassi- 
Jis.”

“ Yes, yes,”  she said, in distress. 
“ W hat is to be done ?”

C H A P T E R  I X .
W H A T HAPPENED IN  T H E STARLIGHT.

I t  was darkening toward evening, 
and as yet I  knew nothing o f her 6wn 
personal situation. M y  own, and its re
lation to her, had absorbed all our in
terest.

“ Yo u  ask what is to be done,”  I  said, 
“ when all is done.”  I t  was brutal. But 
I  was a mere barbarian just then.

“ N o ,”  she answered, more quietly. 
“ Y o u  are between two fires, but every
thing is not accomplished. Y o u  are in 
danger from  the authorities, and also 
from  this man, Houston. The  question 
is : W hich is the greater peril ?”

“ Yo u  take an interest in our peril ?”  
I  murmured.
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“ I  shouldn’t be here if  I  didn’t,”  she 
said bitterly. “ I  am a fool fo r my 
pains.”

“ Y o u  can be sorry, and yet have no 
faith. I t ’s good o f you,”  I  said. “ O n ly  
a woman could be so generous. Y o u  
think us guilty, and yet would help us.”  

“ Not— not that man,”  she cried. 
“ Then,”  I  said trium phantly, “ you 

have doubts as to our guilt.”
She shook her head. “ I  wish I  

could.”
“ Yo u  have,”  I  declared eagerly. 

“ And you are justified. Coop lied, 
whatever story he told you. W e are not 
malefactors, and he has no authority to 
represent the law.”

“ But he was wounded— apd left 
to— ”

She was looking at me, and my eyes 
fell. “ He was wounded in fa ir fight. 
H e  forced it on us, nor was it  Cassilis 
or I  who wounded him.”

“ I  knew that!”  she cried.
“ Yes, but there is worse,”  I  said, in 

shame. “ When you saw us we were 
searching for him. H e had been our 
antagonist, a troublesome antagonist. 
H e  had no right where he was, tracking 
us. W e are prospectors, you see, and 
we have, o r think we have, a rich find. 
Th is  man pursued us. H e  had no right. 
There  is no law runs in this wilderness 
save that o f might.”

“ Yes, yes, I  understand,”  she said 
eagerly.

“ W e found him ill, wounded. W e 
le ft him.”

There was a silence, in which I  was 
conscious o f the flood o f water roaring 
below. I  broke it at last.

“ I t  is no use to say that we repented, 
Cassilis and I ,  and came back in  the 
n ight; but he was gone.”  ,

“ Yes,”  she breathed deeply. “ W e 
found him.”  A nd  she added, as if  to 
herself: “ Y o u  came back.”

I  stirred. “ N ow  you must let me put 
you on your way, as night is coming 
on.

“ Y o u  must come back with me to the 
camp,”  she said hurriedly. “ Manuel 
knows the way. Y o u  can’t go back to 
Houston.”

“ I  must go hack to Cassilis,”  I  said.

“ Cassilis— yes. Freda----------”  She
was silent.

“ Does M rs. Chester know all this?”  
I  asked.

“ Freda knows everything, but she 
didn’t believe— at least, not after— she 
doesn’t believe now.”

“ A nd you?”  I  asked gently.
“ I  suppose I  have never been 

tempted,”  she said slowly. “ But I  
think I  could understand later. I f  I  
was wrong and mistaken in  one thing, I  
may be mistaken in another. I  am not 
hard, only ignorant.”

“ Y o u  are divinely m erciful,”  I  said. 
“ I  have betrayed you to Coop and 

you r enemies,”  she said, with a sudden 
wildness. “ T h e y  w ill be upon you. 
Y o u  must came back w ith  me.”

I  shook my head, smiling. “ Yo u  
know I  can’t.”

“ N o, you can’t. There ’s your friend. 
I f  it should be too late! W h y  does he 
---------  Is  he afraid o f  you, as he was
o f Coop?”

“ Some day I  w ill tell you. I  must 
find Cassilis now. I  must see you on 
your way. W here is you r camp ?”

“ Y o u  needn’t trouble about me. I  
have Manuel. I ’m not afraid.”

“ I  never thought you were. I  can’t 
conceive o f  you afraid.”

“ Can’t you? . I  can. I  have been. I  
am in dreams.”

“ Dreams! A h !  W e are sot respon
sible fo r dreams. Miss Varle y, I  am 
deeply grateful to you. A nd , though 
you may not think it, I  value your good 
w ill ve ry  much. I  should like you to 
have as good an opinion o f  me as you 
can. Believe me, I ’m not a malefactor. 
Y o u  know the worst.”

“ Yo u  have said that law does not run 
in the wilderness. Does that apply also 
to ethics?”

“ I  wonder what you or I  would be if 
left to the mercies o f the wilderness for 
years?”

“ I  am no one’s judge,”  she said. 
“ F o r Heaven’s sake, don’t think me a 
prig .”

“ I  think you goodness itself. Good-
by.”

I  held out my hand. The  shades of 
the evening were falling, and I  had
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work. Should I  ever see her again? 
She had never yet touched m y hand. 
Now she did so, and sent a glow 
through me.

“ Thank you,”  I  said, turning. “ A nd 
now for Cassilis!”

Mine was the upward road across 
that accursed hill, and I  paused once or 
twice to watch her go— till she passed 
out of sight toward the valley. B y  the 
time I  had scaled the height, night was 
imminent. The  cold was intense; the 
stars shone; I  saw bleak peaks in  
heaven. Somewhere across the next 
ravine o f rocks Cassilis had departed 
with Diego. I  recalled how I  had seen 
the mules winding about the spur. I  de
scended into the chasm, and the dark
ness closed in on me.

I  had no definite plan in my head. 
M y  only idea was that I  must warn Cas
silis of Houston’s treachery. Quite evi
dently Houston had no further use fo r 
us. H e  had secured the knowledge o f 
Raymond’s secret through us, and per
force had taken us in as partners and 
associates. Th a t silenced us, and pre
vented a hostile and riva l expedition. 
N ow  that he was so close upon his 
treasure, there was no need fo r cere
mony with u s ; we had become mere 
encumbrances, whom it were well to 
drop casually.

I  could not doubt that he had his In 
dians bound to him, and I  distrusted 
Diego, the mestizo, in particular, fo r a 
consummate villain. I t  was he whom I  
suspected o f the trap before Miss V a r -  
ley’s tent.

W hen I  reached the summit o f the 
farther hill, I  walked wrapped in night, 
but able to discern the upstanding rocks. 
Here there was no movement o r sign 
o f life, and only a gurgling noise w it
nessed to the fall o f a small stream 
among the rocks. I  proceeded beside 
this downward toward the bottom fo r 
some time, and going under its cover, 
so to speak, I  made no audible sound on 
the stones.

Presently I  came abruptly to a stop, 
fo r the faint starlight showed me some
thing moving not far away. I  became 
as motionless as the rocks about me, 
and watched.

So fa r as I  could make out, it  was a 
man busy with a pile o f stones, but it 
was long before I  was able to deter
mine what he was doing. Then at last 
I  noticed that the heap was diminish
ing. A s  he went on, he flung stone 
after stone aside, and then he would 
peer down on the heap, and next throw 
more stones away, and peer again. See
ing the man so absorbed in  his work, 
and knowing that the water drowned all 
the sound o f my footsteps, I  ap
proached nearer and strove to solve the 
riddle. The  man was working fu ri
ously, and something in his gestures 
seemed familiar. I  passed in mental 
review Houston, dismissed him, and 
was pulled up at the thought o f Diego. 
I  had guessed the identity beyond a 
doubt. I t  was the mestizo who was at 
w ork in this odd, fu rtive  manner under 
the stars.

A nd then, coming from  I  know not 
what source, a horrible fear rose in me. 
Those stones! I  knew them. Th ey 
formed a cairn, a tumulus. W as 
treasure underneath ?

Suddenly iDiego paused in  his work, 
and backed away. Then a horrid 
scream o f fear rent the air about me, 
and he began to run w ild ly away. I  
loosened my gun, which I  still retained, 
and moved forw ard. O u t o f the debris 
o f the stones something rose, something 
dark, mysterious, and unrecognizable. 
W as it an animal ? M y  heart beat hard 
as I  gazed. Then  in the faint light the 
thing detached itself from  the shadows 
and the darkness, and became individ 
ual. I t  crept and staggered, but I  knew 
it.

“ Cassilis!”  I  shouted, but I  don’t 
know that my voice carried far. I  was 
vaguely conscious that it was weak and 
thin, like a reed squeaking in my 
throat. W ell, at any rate, I  had the 
use o f my limbs. Diego was flying 
furiously, a black and dw indling shad
ow. I  ran forward.

“ Cassilis!”  I  cried. Th e  stumbling 
figure seemed to turn its head, and then 
to gather speed and run at an incredible 
pace fo r one so crouched and doubled. 
I t  ran along the rocky margin o f the 
torrent.
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“ Cassilis!” I  cried, pursuing it. Cas- 
silis arisen from  that tomb among the 
rocks! I  ran blunderingly, but the 
poor thing in front o f me sped the 
faster, as if  te rror were at its elbow, the 
torrent roared and swallowed m y voice. 
I  was gaining nothing, yes, something, 
a little on that stricken creature. I t  
vanished ahead. 'A n d  the hill ceased, 
and there, was a precipice below me.

I  came to a pause on the brink o f the 
gulf. The  torrent roared and spouted, 
as it pitched itself into the void down 
to some unplumbed depths below. H ad 
Cassilis gone over? Had that thing 
which had seemed Cassilis, a blighted, 
broken, frightened thing, stumbled over 
and gone headlong downward ?

I  shuddered and turned back. I  was 
drawn to that mysterious stack of 
stones higher up. Reaching it, I  made 
an examination o f  the ground, and 
fumbled among the rocks nervously. I  
was afraid, I  think, o f what I  should 
find there. I  turned over a stone larger 
than others, and by the light o f my elec
tric torch which I  still carried I  scru
tinized it. I  recoiled from  the stain 
upon it, and stood up.

I  saw all now. Th is , then, had been 
the fate destined fo r Cassilis. H e  had 
been shot or stabbed and buried under 
a cairn. But what was Diego doing 
there? W hat was the meaning o f his 
stealthy nocturnal mission to the place 
where the dead had been laid ? D ead! 
It  came to me with sw ift horror. He 
had not been dead. Th a t thing I  had 
seen staggering, loping, flying for life  
had been a maimed and wounded man, 
but not a dead man. From  the tomb 
the dead had risen and scared the vu l
ture at his work. Cassilis!

I  turned back again. I  must find out 
what had happened to him. I  must de
scend the rocks in the valley where the 
water fell. I t  was a precipitous way, 
and I  struggled down among the bowl
ders, supporting myself by them, until 
I  reached the bottom.

Th e  drop was, as near as I  could es
timate, fo rty  feet, and the mass of 
water came over with a mighty roar. 
I t  spread in a pool below, and thence 
rushed down into a bigger volume o f

water, which drained the gu lly  at that 
part. There  was only the starlight to 
assist me, fo r my small torch was only 
o f  use in detail, and I  experienced some 
difficulty in  searching the banks. I  was 
conscious, moreover, with a sickly^ feel
ing in my heart, that no one could have 
fallen in  that water slide and lived. I  
made search as far as the junction o f 
the torrent with the more spacious, 
easier-flowing stream, but I  saw no sign 
o f  any body. I t  was probable that any 
thing tossed by the torrent into the 
smoother and deeper flood would have 
been swept away long since into the 
valleys below.

I  came back w ith  all hope gone, yet 
reluctant to leave the scene. I t  seemed 
so terrible a way in  which to part from 
a friend one had left straight, tall, and 
stalwart a few hours earlier— that he 
should have gone to his doom, a 
stricken creature, flying in  panic from  
the very man who would have stood 
by him to the end. A  gulp came into 
m y throat— and then m y heart leaped 
in exultation. -A t  the distance o f a 
hundred yards o r so was a man’s figure 
detaching itself weakly from  the dark
ness. I  moved toward it w ith a cry 
o f  welcome.

Th e  next moment I  had stayed my 
steps. T h is  was not Cassilis, but an
other. The  figure advanced toward me 
quickly, and now I  saw that it  was not 
an Indian, but a white man, and that 
it was not Houston.

“ Can’t wish you ‘Good day’ very 
well,”  he said, when he reached me. 
“ and ‘Good night’s’ out, “too. W e’ll rest 
content w ith ‘H ow dy.’ W ho are you, 
anyway ?”

H e  was peering into my face as he 
spoke, more nearly than c ivil usages 
seemed to perm it; and thus I  got a good 
sight of him. The  stranger was a man 
somewhat over middle height, o f a 
dark, flat face with inconspicuous fea
tures, and the general impression I  got 
was repellent.

“ I ’m a mining prospector. W ho are 
you ?” I  asked bluntly in my turn.

“ D itto to you,” he answered, with a 
laugh. “ But' you answer to a name, 
don’t y o u ? - M ine’s O ’Rourke.”
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I  responded: “ M ine’s Poindexter.”
“ I  got yo u !”  he said suddenly, and 

•lapped a pistol to my forehead. “ Bet
ter go easy, man. I t ’s a hair trigger.”  
He whistled, and swore, fo r the noise 
of the water drowned out his whistle. 
“ Step live ly,”  he adjured, “ this is a ll- 
fired cold, and I ’ve beeH out fo r days, it 
seems.”

I  made no movement, nor was I  fool
ish enough to let my hands go down to 
my pockets.

“ W ho are you, and by what right do 
you hold me up ?”  I  asked.

“ Right o f this,”  he said, jogging the 
cold barrel against my face. “ Come 
along.”

There was a sharp report at the back 
o f my head, which made me start, and 
he laughed uproariously, as at a good 
joke.

“ Scared you, hey? I ’ve worked that 
trick before.”

From  the acrid smell o f powder, I  
gathered that he had let off another 
pistol in his other hand, by way of 
challenge, intimidation, o r signal. I t  
proved to be the latter, fo r I  suddenly 
perceived a second figure running out 
o f the night toward us. I  had already 
had time to sum up the situation, and to 
make a guess at what had happened.

The second man arrived on the scene, 
and addressed the other with a high- 
pitched voice, which I  seemed to recog
nize.

“ Bagged him, Jeff?” he said exult
antly. “ I  reckon that gives us the 
cinch.” Fie came up to me, and seized 
an arm. “ I t ’s no use you making any 
kick, young man,”  he said. “ Y o u ’re as 
good as dead if  you do. H aul him 
along, Jeff.”

I t  certainly seemed that with a loaded 
revolver menacing me, and tw o stalwart 
ruffians by my side, discretion was the 
wiser counsel. I  signified my intention 
to follow, i f  they would release me.

“ The cards are against me,”  I  said, 
“ though I ’m hanged i f  I  know what it 
all means. Unless you’re actually go
ing to commit me to sudden death, I ’ll 
come along quietly. I ’m a bit played 
out to-night.”

The man Jeff’s hand went into my

pocket and extracted my revolver. “ A ll 
right,”  he said. “ Yo u  can ease up, 
Haddock.”

“ I  fancy I  must have had the pleas
ure o f  making M r. H addock’s acquaint
ance at some time,”  I  said. “ W as it 
in Tim buctoo? O r  maybe Tokyo? I t  
seems worlds away. A nd  we renew it 
under strange circumstances. Fate is 
odd.”

“ Fate w ill be a whole lot odder if  I  
use my butt on your teeth,”  responded 
Haddock, in a petulant way.

Jeff laughed. “ Oh, he’s good enough, 
fo r you, Maddock,” he said. “ H e ’s 
prime fed and fattened. I  like a deal 
with that so rt; and so, I  reckon, w ill 
W erner.”

O f  course, I  had known it almost 
from  the first. These were members of 
W erner’s gang— the “ Black Gang,” as 
Houston had called them— whom Coop 
had put on the track o f our expedition. 
I  said no more, but was busy with sun
d ry  speculations during the progress of 
the next twenty minutes. Y o u  see, for 
one thing, I  had undergone a mental 
revolution. I  did not know now quite 
where I  stood; my w orld  was topsy
turvy.

Behind a bluff in the hills, a welcome 
fire glowed and sparkled. I  was dead 
weary, and I  remembered that I  had 
had no food since midday, since which 
time I  had passed through some curi
ous experiences.

“ I  hope,”  said I ,  as we reached the 
camp, “ that this w ill prove as comfort
able as it looks, fo r I  have a hearty ap
petite.”  '

Jeff guffawed, and the miserable 
Maddock whined and jangled out some
thing to my detriment and to the disad
vantage of my future disposal. But i t  
was plain these were not the master 
hands, and I  awaited W erner with some 
curiosity. T h is  was soon assuaged, for 
as we came up the flap o f a tent was 
lifted, and a thick, square form  stood 
in the entrance.

“ I t ’s Poindexter, isn’t it? ”  he called 
out.

“ Right enough,”  said Jeff, expector
ating. “ A n  easy cop.”

“ I  thought it was, from  the glasses,
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said the other. “ I ’m glad. W e ’ll make 
him welcome. H o w  are you, Poindex
ter?”

“ Rather tired, and very hungry,”  I  
replied.

H e  stared at me. “ I  hope we’ll do a 
-deal this time,”  he said. “ Jeff, let them 
fetch food here. I  could do with a 
snack myself.”

He entered the tent, and emerged 
w ith something in his hand. Th e  fire 
was leaping among the brushwood Jeff 
had thrown on.

“ W ill you give me your parole?”  
asked W erner.

“ I  w ill fo r the next hour,”  I  said.
I  caught flashes o f his face in  the 

firelight, and it was sardonically 
amused. “ A ll r ig h t; we can afford 
that,” he said. “ D rink?”

I  saw he had a bottle and a glass in 
his hands, and I  assented. I  drank a 
long drink o f weak whisky and cold 
mountain water, and felt better.

“ W e haven't got much o f that,”  said 
W erner, seating himself. “ T h a t’s your 
fault, Poindexter. I f  we hadn’t had to 
scurry from London---------”

" I  thought you had plenty o f time,”  
I  interposed, shooting at random.

The light was red on his fu ll, dark 
face, and he scowled.

“ Th a t’s Houston's lip ,”  he said. 
“ W ait till I  get my fingers on him ! I f  
he hasn’t slipped us— it was the near
est thing.”

“ By the way, how’s my friend, 
Coop?” I  asked politely, setting to 
work on the food some one had 
brought.

W erner grinned. “ Coop ought to in
terest you,” he said. “ Coop is a nut. 
I  wouldn’t lose Coop fo r a diamond fo r
tune. W ell, Coop’s in hospital, doing 
well, thank you.”

“ I ’m glad o f that,”  I  said. “ H e was 
a very entertaining type. L ike  you, I  
should feel his loss.”

W erner was examining me without 
emotion, stolidly, almost lymphatically, 
and his jaws moved slowly on the food.

“ There ’s just one question I ’d like to 
put,” he said a t last. “ D id  you know 
anything of Raymond’s lacquer box 
when you bought it? ”

“ I  haven’t any objection to answer 
that,”  I  replied. “ I  hadn’t the least 
knowledge o f it .”

“ I  thought so from  the first.”  He 
nodded, and a scowl captured his face, 
till it was a mere mask of morose and 
malign fu ry. “ Some day you and I  
w ill have a talk about you r M r. H ous
ton. Meanwhile we’ve got something 
more important to talk o f ;  and as 
there’s no time to lose, better get on 
w ith  your refreshment. A n  hour, you 
said? Yes, I ’ll give you the hour. Sit 
here and think, i I  don’t quite know 
what’s at the end o f the hour, nor do 
you, I  guess.”

A s he spoke, he rose like a quadrilat
eral figure, and waddled away gro
tesquely. Y e t there was something im
pressive behind that grotesqueness; 
and, in spite o f all the new ideas form 
ing in my head, and the new reckless
ness o f fate that I  challenged, there was 
a strangely uneasy feeling in m y heart.

C H A P T E R  X .
T H E  R I G H T  B O W E R .

F o r  some reason, that night stands 
out v iv id ly  in my memory. I  could not 
guess the hour nearer than midnight, 
though it may have been short o f that 
by some time. I  seemed to have lost 
count in the press o f my strange ad
ventures that evening.

It  was a fine light night, as I  think I  
have said. The camp lay in the trough 
o f a valley which had been the ancient 
bed o f a river, and was hemmed about 
with rising spurs naked as the Sahara, 
and round about these again, but at a 
greater distance, loomed the higher 
peaks of the Andes. The  hollow in 
which we were was filled with cactus, 
and a shrubby growth o f what sort I  
could not determine in the darkness. 
The  play o f  the flames threw shadows 
over all— leaping shadows that blotted 
out the brushwood behind, and the tents 
near it.

From  the time W erner came back 
and sat down with his face to the fire, I  
had a consciousness that I  was playing 
a hand in a game. O f  course I  knew
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what he wanted, but I  didn’t quite 
know yet how I  felt about it. I  had 
no passion o f hatred fo r him, as I  had 
for Houston, but I  was in the position, 
i f  you consider, o f one brought to bay 
by a pack o f his natural enemies. Th a t 
was how I  regarded them. I  did not 
know what I  should say as I  sat there 
with my back against a rock, and 
looked at W erner’s broad, sardonic 
face. I  was watching how he would 
play his hand.

“ You  know what I  want, Poindex
ter,’’ he said clearly. “ I  want Hous
ton’s trail.”

“ I  supposed so,”  I  replied. “ I  can’t 
give it you.”

“ No, sonny, not just now, I  know,”  
he said easily. “ I  was prepared fo r 
that. But I ’ve got to have it to-night, 
and so we’d better get along with our 
powwow. A n y  little natural reluc
tance or shyness about it you’ll get over 
in  time; only don’t make it top long. 
Don’t be too coy, Poindexter, o r I ’ll 
have to take charge. W hat time did 
Houston reckon to reach— well, what 
he was aiming at?”

“ I f  I  remember rightly, he said we 
were two days off what you mean,”  I  
said deliberately.

“ A h ! Then that leaves a small mar
gin,”  said W erner sharply. “ Is  Gon
zales there, Jeff? T e ll him to get those 
mules ready.”

H is  cool assumption that he would 
get what he wanted out o f me ruffled 
me. Jeff, lean and hard-bitten, with 
his insignificant face, stood watching at 
the entrance to a tent. H e  smoked in a 
leisurely manner; it was obvious that 
he left the playing of this game to his 
leader with confidence. I  suddenly de
termined what game it  was. I t  was 
euchre. I  don’t know w hy I  imaged 
it thus, but I  did. W erner had opened 
and appeared to have taken his trick. 
I  waited fo r him to go on.

" I ’m going to make it easy fo r you,”  
he said, in his assured way. “ I  don’t 
mind using blank cartridge, i f  it w ill 
do. There ’s no need to make a mess. 
W e ’ve got room fo r you somewhere.”

“ Y o u  are very generous,”  I  said sar
castically.

“ I  don’t know,”  said W erner, looking 
at me, “ that there’s much of that about. 
I t ’s only that I  don’t want more trouble 
than is needful. I  believe in short 
cuts.”

“ Then cut it  short,”  I  advised.
“ Y o u  have an arrangement with 

Houston,”  he proceeded. “ Y o u  can 
transfer it to this shop i f  you like, sub
ject to rebates.”

“ W ill you explain?”  I  asked.
I  was looking beyond him across the 

fire, which was leaping and obscuring 
the scrub near one o f the tents. In  that 
obscurity there seemed to be some 
movement; it seemed somehow preg
nant with suggestion.

“ W e hold you r party in  an adverse 
position,”  went on W erner. “ F o r one 
thing, we’re on the trail o f you, and for 
another, we’ve got you under lock and 
key. So we are in a position to make 
terms. A s  a short cut, I ’m w illing to 
let you in, but not on bedrock prices. 
Y o u  shall have your share. I f  you ac
cept that, we call it a deal, and arrange 
details. I 'd  sooner do it without a 
mess.”

“ W hat mess ?”  I  asked.
I  saw a star behind a peak on the 

Andes, and the sky was as blue as the 
sea in  contrast with those leaping 
flames. Still the shadows jumped gro 
tesquely about the tent in  the scrub; it 
drew my eyes with wonder, w ith fore
boding.

“ I t ’s a question,”  said W erner, “ of 
getting what I  want. I ’m going to get 
it to-night. Y o u ’re a fool, sonny, if  
you don’t come in on any terms. D on ’t 
you know what country we’re in?”

The  poor, p itifu l figure of Cassilis 
fled before my eyes. I  shuddered. “ I t  
is N o  M an’s Land,”  I  said. “ There  is 
no law in the w ild, save the law o f the 
w ild .”

“ That’s so,”  said W erner. “ You  can 
put two and two together, my lad. 
D on’t you forget also that this was the 
land of the Inquisition. W e ’re holding 
an inquisition on you, so to speak, this 
minute. Th is  is Torquemada’s land, 
and I  guess. Torquemada’s instruments 
are not far off.”

The  shadows stirred across the scrub,
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and W erner seenied to tu rn  his head 
Swiftly toward it  and listen. Th e  star 
was passing behind the white peak. I  
laughed.

There was no difference between 
them, Houston and W ern e r; they were 
murderous ruffians. T h e y  had no right 
in  a respectable world. Le t them per
ish ! I  had been playing my cards lan
guidly, not caring, or, rather, on ly car
ing in so fa r as W erner’s face and mind 
mattered. W hat had I  to do with the 
treasure now? I  had the thought o f 
Houston going down before those other 
rascals, and I  hugged it  to myself as I  
made my answers. But now I  laughed. 
T h is  man threatened me with torture. 
Let him go on and see. I  wanted to 
know exactly what kind o f man would 
be let loose on Houston. I  was anxious; 
fo r him to prove himself savage, brutal. 
I f  he were demonstrably worse than 
Houston, I  should rejoice. I  laughed 
aloud.

“ Yo u  are going to compel me to open 
my mouth?” I  asked, with a sneer in 
my voice.

“ Th a t’s it,”  said W erner bluffly. 
“ Y o u  can take my terms, o r you can be 
persuaded.”

“ Persuaded is an admirable euphem
ism,” I  said. “ W ell, I  suppose we’re all 
‘persuaders,’ in a sense. W e ’ve been 
after what isn’t ours.”

“ The B ig  F ish  is his who finds it,’* 
said W erner.

“ W ell, it was found,”  said I .
“ It  was found by Raymond,”  he re

plied, “ and he’s dead. W e’ve got the 
inheritance.”

“ I t  seems t® me you haven’t, but 
Houston has,”  I  answered.

H e  uttered an oath. “ Come, Poin
dexter, make your choice. W e start be
fore dawn.”

“ A re  you quite sure that I  shall 
speak?” I  asked.

He gazed at me. “ I  reckon Jeff could 
make you speak,”  he said somberly, “ or 
Gonzales. Personally, I  don’t take a 
hand at such things.”

“ Supposing I  said I  don’t know?” I  
said.

“ I f  you said you didn’t know the

fra il, you’d lie,”  he said fiercely, “ and 
we’d make you confess it.”

I  mused. “ W ell, I  don’t know it,” I  
§aid, after a pause.

W erner struggled to his feet. “ Gon
zales !”  he roared.

The  smoke swayed to and fro , and 
the scrub disappeared and reappeared. 
A  man o f small stature came running 
up out o f the darkness.

“ H ere ’s your job ready fo r you. 
Quick, m an!”  shouted W erner. H e  had 
risen, a menacing ogre, gnashing his 
teeth. I  did not stir. I  was newly 
aware o f  something seething in  that 
shadow before the tent. W erner also 
grew aware o f it. H e  ceased, stared, 
and his lips spread in  a horrid  grin.

“ W ait a bit. I  play the right bower.”  
he said. “ I ’d forgotten.”

O dd, wasn’t it, that we had both been 
thinking o f the same game?

“ You  can drop it, Gonzales. Step 
live ly, M addock!”

W erner was looking athwart the fire 
to the shadowed tent, and out o f the 
gloom Maddock moved suddenly, lank 
and cadaverous, a specter with a whin
ing voice. H e  dragged at something— ■ 
[some one.

“ There’s my card,”  said W erner 
harshly, agrin, his eyes fu ll o f  meaning 
and menace.

I t  was Miss Varley.
I  started and exclaimed; she said 

nothing, but looked across at me.
“ In  the round-up,”  W erner was say

ing, “ she corailed both. I t  seems I  am 
indebted to this lady doubly. N ow  
then, Poindexter, speak tip. I t ’s up to 
you.”

“ W hat do you mean?” I  asked, 
shaken to m y heart.

W erner spat. “ I  don’t know what's 
going to happen to Miss Varle y. I  
guess it ’s up to you,”  he said. “ Yo u  
stand in a mighty funny relation to her, 
come to think o f it— kind o f god, or 
fate. Anyw ay, she’s in your hands!”

“ I  beg, M r. Poindexter, you w ill not 
consider me.”

There was an aloofness in those cold 
words which chilled me. D id  she un
derstand ? H ad she understood ? 
C ould  she understand? H o w  much of



THE <BIG FISH 127

our talk had she heard in these obscur
ing shadows?

“ W e must make a beginning, and go 
on.”  W erner’s voice it was. “ Y o u  w ill 
remember how things happened in the 
Torquemada days. W hen we shall stop 
depends on you. So you see it ’s all in 
your hands.”

“ I  can give you Raymond’s secret,”  I  
said evenly, though my pulse beat like 
a watch, and there were voices and 
arguing in the chambers o f my heart. 
“ The treasure is to be sought in the 
temple o f Astarnok.”

W erner came across to me, and put 
his face close to mine, till his hot breath 
scared me. “ I f  you’re cheating me,”  he 
growled, and then: “ A ll right, M ad- 
dock. I t ’s off for the moment.”  H e  
turned to me, and I  saw Miss Varley 
fading into obscurity again. “ Y o u  
won’t put me on the tra il?”

“ I  have said I  don’t know it.”
H e mused. “ W h y?”  he asked.
M y  old thought raced in  my head, 

and I  rejoiced in it. Houston and 
W erner! W h y, the latter had proved 
himself beyond my dreams. I  could 
trust him. I f  there were any one more 
satanic than Houston it was this black- 
avised, grinning devil. I  had what I  
wanted. Unleash them and let them 
perish in mutual b lood!

“ Houston removed himself out o f 
my purview some twelve hours since,”  I  
said deliberately. “ H e was, when I  last 
saw him, endeavoring to assassinate 
me.”

W erner uttered an oath which 
showed his interest. “ W h y didn’t you 
tell me this before?”  he demanded, and 
as I  was silent, he went on suspiciously: 
“ H ow  do I  know this isn’t part o f the
lay? I f  it is----------”

He turned again, and called to Jeff. 
“ I  reckon that hour’s up, Poindexter,”  
he said. “ W e’ll fix you.”

I  shrugged my shoulders. I  was quit 
of all sense of responsibility now. I  
had nothing to decide. I  had decided.

I  was imprisoned in a tent, with two 
half-breeds before it, and all the rest of 
the night there were sounds o f prepa
rations. It  must have been about an 
hour before dawn, when the sky was

lightening, that an uproar arose. There 
were shouts, and the noises o f a con
course met, oaths, and the evidences of 
a quarrel. Suddenly the flap o f the 
tent was pushed aside, and a black ob
ject barred the light.

“ A re  you there?”  I t  was W erner’s 
voice, and he followed the question 
with an oath. “ Is  this your doing?” 
he demanded.

“ W hat?”  I  asked.
“ The g irl. Y o u ’ve got her.”  H e  

threw a brand from  the fire forward, 
and stared. “ I f  it was you,”  he said, 
“ I ’d broil you.”

I  told him I  didn’t understand.
“ She’s gone,”  he said sullenly. “ No, 

it wasn’t you. I t  was— it must have 
been the devil.”

H e  swung out o f the tent, and I  fell 
back in my prison, delighted, rejoicing, 
yet with an odd sense of disappoint
ment. But there was no time left me 
fo r reflections, fo r immediately the In 
dians struck the tent, and began to pack 
up. Before dawn we were on the 
march.

I  was kept rig id ly under guard all 
that time in a scene o f bustling activity, 
but I  had no converse with any one un
til the moment of departure. Then I  
found myself under the special scrutiny 
o f Gonzales, a slim, malicious-eyed fel
low, with some aspirations to dandyism. 
H e  spoke English, more o r less broken, 
and more or less dirty, and he gave his 

. orders without ceremohy. I  was 
mounted on a mule like the rest of the 
company, and I  trailed up'the valley in 
their midst, a captive without any active 
desire to be anything else. I  was now 
©n the road to the final act o f the drama, 
and I  was gleefully anxious to witness 
it. I  did not know then how many 
scenes that act would contain ere the 
curtain fell fo r good.

I  got no information out o f Gonzales, 
who was surly, and smoked and cursed 
his mule. But a little later W erner 
joined us. H e  had lost his mood of 
ferocity, and was amiable enough, even 
talkative.

“ The g irl didn’t matter, after all,”  he 
told me, “ though I ’d give something to 
learn how she managed to get away.”
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“ The  g irl didn’t matter, as you say. 
Y o u ’ve got me,”  I  answered him.

“ O h , we’re holding you, all right, fo r 
extra  safety.”  H e  grinned. “ I  don’t 
say I  don’t believe your tale, but I ’m 
taking no risks, and Torquemada’s 
there all the time, anyway.”

“ I  am content,”  I  said. “ Le t’s get on, 
I  suppose you know the place.”

H e regarded me curiously^ as i f  he 
did not understand. Indeed, there was 
every reason w hy he shouldn’t. “ A s - 
tarnok, or, as they soften it in Spanish, 
Astarno, is a sort o f historic site here
abouts,”  he said. “ Some of m y men 
know i t ; I ’ve heard o f it  myself. There 
was once a Chirnu city there.”

“ C h im u!” I  echoed.
“ Yes,”  he said, “ the civilization be

fore the Incas. T h e y  say the Chimus 
go back as fa r as ten thousand years. 
Th ey were wiped out o r amalgamated 
by the Inca bunch.”  H e  was evidently 
without interest in the Chimus, fo r he 
abandoned the subject.

“ Yo u  seem to be in a h urry ,”  he con
tinued, “ I  suppose you ’re figuring that 
you’ve got a hand in this job. But 
you ’ll recollect you refused. I t  was on 
the alternative you surrendered. Y o u  
haven’t got a fraction o f a share in  the 
B ig Fish, sonny.”

“ M y  good man,”  said I  calmly, “ do 
you suppose that if  I  had agreed to 
your terms I  would credit you with the 
fo lly  o f keeping faith ? I  have quite an
other opinioh o f you— I  rank you as 
too high a scoundrel fo r that. I ’m not 
w orrying about the B ig F ish .”

H e  frowned, but I  don’t believe he 
minded my frankness.

“ W hat the devil are you at, then?” 
he asked bluntly.

“ I t  seems to me,”  said I ,  “ that you 
go one better than Houston. Judging, 
at any rate, from  your references and 
menaces last night, I  put you higher in 
the ranks o f crime. Th a t’s what I  
wanted to find o u t; that’s what has 
given me such satisfaction. F o r now I  
have let you loose on Houston, I ’m sure 
o f getting what I  want.”

“ W hat do you want?” he asked 
sharply.

“ Houston, living o r dead!”

H is  eyes searched me. “ O h !”  he 
said at last. “ So Houston’s been selling 
you, too, eh? Houston would sell his 
mother. A nd  he’s slimy, too; he’d es
cape the penalty. B y  thunder, I ’ve a 
notion Houston w ill be missing at the 
last trump. But you ’re wrong,”  he 
added. “ I ’d have kept faith. Th a t’s 
the difference between Houston and me. 
I  dare say I ’m worse than he in some 
ways. I ’m no judge, but I  guess I  keep 
faith. H e ’s a Judas. H o w  has he let 
you out?”

“ H e  sent me over a crumbling cliff 
when he’d finished with me,”  I  ex
plained.

“ A h !”  W erner was obviously inter
ested. “ T h a tf was when you and the 
g irl were on the hill ’way back. That 
was it, was it? I  was wondering---------”

“ Y o u  saw me there?”  I  asked.
H e  nodded. “ Spotted you both. W e 

kept tabs on the girl. I t  puzzled me. I  
reckon she changed her mind. Women 
are like that. A nyw ay, she served us 
pretty well.”

“ D id  you follow me ?”  I  asked.
“ Yes, but Maddock played the fool, 

and lost your trail. H ow ever, we 
picked up the girl to go along with. She 
came in useful. I  thought she might. 
She kept tabs on you, I  reckon.”

I  began to see that there was a cer
tain system in  this gentleman’s conduct. 
“ The Indian ?” I  asked. “ W hat became 
o f him ?”

“ Indian?”  he queried indifferently. 
“ Oh, with the g irl ? H e  lit out, as they 
all do. I  know the breed /hereabouts.”

Y e t I  could have sworn that Manuel 
was no Cholo, nor. any Indian o f those 
parts. I  began to see something else, 
and that was perhaps an explanation o f 
Miss V a rle y ’s escape.

“ So Houston signed your death cer
tificate, did he?” went on W erner. 
“ Yes, he’s equal to all that. I t ’s .like  
him to muddle it, also. H e  don’t do 

■ jobs clean.”
“ I  hope you do, and /w ill,”  I  said 

fiercely.
“ I  guess so,”  he answered quite 

mildly. “ I  don’t, fancy Houston w ill get 
through my fingers. He did once— and 
he’s got to pay fo r it.”
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“ W ill you tell me who Houston is ?”  I  
asked bluntly.

“ H e ’s a Judas; he sold us,”  said 
W erner. /

“ You  mean he belonged to your 
gang?” I  asked, perplexed.

“ Th a t’s so. H e  sold us. I t  don’t 
amount to a bad tale, taking it all round. 
Houston’s fo xy , but he’s overreached 
himself.”

“ But he and Raymond were partners 
in the expedition fo r the B ig F ish ,”  I  
protested.

W erner laughed. “ Th a t was the 
stuffing he used, eh?” he said. “ Ray
mond wouldn’t have had him within a 
score o f miles i f  he could have helped 
it. I t  was Houston he bolted from, 
Houston and me.”

There was no shame, no complacency 
in his statement; it was merely a state
ment, and that was all.

“ I ’m interested,”  I  said. “ W ould you 
mind telling me more?”

“ Not at all,”  said W erner. “ W e’ve 
both been sold, and we’ve got to make 
good on Houston.”

“ I ’m glad you are what you are,” I  
said. “ I  have another reason, a far 
stronger reason.”  H a  looked at me in
terrogatively. “ I  had a friend--------- ”

“ A h !” H is  exclamation was accom
panied by a flash of the eye. “ Yes, 
there was another. O f  course, we knew 
there were three of you. I  was specu
lating about the third m an; so that’s it. 
You  said you ‘had’ a friend. I  take it 
Houston succeeded better with him, 
then.”

I  nodded. I  dared not speak.
“ I  don’t believe I  need really keep 

tabs on you,”  said W erner thoughtfully. 
“ I  kinder fancy you’d make a good 
pardner. Th is  Houston is false all 
through. Look, Poindexter,”  and ani
mation fo r the first time was in his 
heavy voice, “ we were in a country like 
this ’way back, and we’d prospected 
ourselves gaunt and naked, all five of 
us. W e had lived, of course, on the 
usual canned stuff, and even that pe
tered out. The rations played havoc 
with us. W e tried experiments with 
the grass, but they weren’t a success. 
It  was blazing hot in the day, and at 

9 A

night— oh, well, you had some, and can 
guess pretty well what it was.

“ W e were sick, dog-sick o f it all, 
and were on the home trail, as 'tired 
men as you ’d want to see; and one 
evening, just as we got the camp fixed 
fo r the night, there tumbled in out of 
nowhere this Raymond, sicker and 
tireder than we were. H e  fell at the 
tent flap, and we gave him a nip of 
spirit to fetch him round. But he was 
mighty sick, and couldn’t keep anything 
on his stomach fo r days.

“ W e couldn’t leave him there, and so 
we fixed up a litter, and managed to 
carry him on the mules, but it must 
have jolted his inside, poor devil. I t  
wasn’t exactly flat racing there. Then 
he recovered a little, and was wonder
fu lly  mild. The  don had good man
ners and style. H e  vowed he was pro
foundly grateful to us, and hated to be 
a burden, and all the rest o f it. And I  
believe,”  said W erner, laughing, “ it 
would have all gone at that if  he hadn’t 
put his hand in his pocket and pulled 
out a handful o f coins and things. 
L o rd  love us, there was no mistaking 
them; their appearance and age and 
everything about them was witness 
what they were. Th ey were treasure 
from a cache!

“ I  stared at them, and Houston got 
on to it, also, but the others didn’t—  
not then. H e  wanted to make it up to 
us fo r our hospitality, he said. There 
.was the value o f a few thousand dol
lars in the jewels in  his fist, and as he 
offered, I  fo r one was not going to be 
foolish enough to refuse. But here 
Houston came in. H e  shot me a look, 
and put up a hand.

“  ‘M r. Raymond, I  reckon you ’re our 
guest,’ he said. ‘W e don’t make a profit 
out of sick men.’

“ That was Houston. Th a t’s where 
he came in always. I f  he’d played 
straight— well, it ’s no good going over 
that. Anyw ay, Houston stopped me, 
and we had a talk that night. Raymond 
was fu ll o f gratitude, choked with it. 
H e  said our conduct was handsome, 
and he became friendly1!! Houston, 
mind you, hadn’t got any further idea 
than a cache somewhere. That was
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plain enough, but he wanted to know 
more. So did I  after our talk.

“ Raymond became friendly, and bab
bled. H e ’d always taken an interest, he 
told us, in the Incas and in the Spanish 
South American provinces, and he’d 
formed theories. I t  was one night 
when we were nearing civilization that 
he spoke up, letting us into his secret. 
O f  course, we had all o f us heard ru 
mors o f  the B ig Fish. W ho hasn’t in 
Peru? A nyw ay, the name came up in 
his talk, and Houston’s elbow dug into 
my ribs. H is  teeth gleamed.

“  ‘The  B ig  F is h !’ said he, leaning 
back, but w ary as a hawk. ‘I f  a man 
should hook that, he’d have to get a net 
to land it, I  reckon.’

“ Raymond gave him a glance, for he, 
too, was as sharp as scissors, and shut 
up. ‘I  should say you were right,’ he 
answered; and never a word more 
passed his lips on the subject.

“ W ell, you’ll think that was a poor 
scent to follow on, but it wasn’t. Here 
was a man talking of the B ig  Fish, and 
possessed o f Inca gold and gems. A n y 
way, it was good enough to call the 
view halloo. Raymond stuck to him 
like a leech. I t  was understood we 
were all in it. Raymond was leading, 
because he was reckoned the first-class 
intellect among us, but we were all in 
it. T o  make a long story short, he 
smelt a rat. Yo u  see, he hadn’t taken 
the cache on his back, and so it meant 
an expedition, i f  he’d found anything. 
Houston watched him like a cat, and he 
overdid it. The old don got wind o f us. 
H e  was in Lim a at the time, and had 
been making preparations. Th a t was 
what made Houston give himself and 
us away. Fie took alarm, and stopped, 
stayed in his hole a bit, and then bolted.

“ He slipped us to Europe. Houston 
packed after him next steamer, and we 
followed, and after a while we ran him 
down in London.”

W erner pursed his lips. “ W e reck
oned some of that B ig  F ish  belonged to 
us. I f  it hadn’t been fo r us, he’d have 
been a corpse. H e  owed us a share, 
and if  he didn’t see it, we were going to 
help ourselves. Th a t was how it was. 
W e settled down to watch again, and it

was mighty slow work. The  man made 
never a move. Perhaps he was afraid 
he was being watched. A nyw ay, he 
squatted down in some London district 
— Bloomsbury, is it  ?— and lived quietly, 
and without a sign. A t  last we got tired 
o f it, and we tried inside work. Ray
mond hired the upper part o f a house 
which a retired butler rented, who was 
his landlord. W e got him for a consid
eration, and we got admittance to the 
place. Maddock had a try , and then 
J e f f ; finally it was Houston’s turn, but 
we couldn’t find a scrap of anything to 
throw  light upfcn the Big Fish.

“ Just then Raymond got sick, and 
that blocked our operations. So we sat 
and sucked our fingers, and swore in 
London town like four fools. Then I  
tried my hand along with the butler, 
and the old boy smelt a rat again. He 
got nervous and peevish, the man said. 
H e  went out one morning hastily, and 
when he came back he’d a parcel in his 
hand. M ullins managed to see it after
ward. I t  was a lacquer box.

“ I  don’t know if  he suspected M u l
lins, but it  had the look o f it. ‘M ullins,’ 
said he, after a cab had been called that 
afternoon, ‘I  bejieve there were bur
glars in  my rooms last night. A n y 
way, as I ’ve only got one valuable pos
session, if  it ’s that they’re after, they’ll 
have to burgle the National Safe De
posit,’ and he departed with his parcel.

“ Th a t’s where the lacquer box came 
in, and that sold us. There were two 
boxes, as it turned out, but M ullins only 
saw one ; and that’s how we came to 
make the mistake-r-unless it was a 
chance of the auction room.”

“ Y o u r story is amazingly interest
ing,”  I  said. “ I  am obliged to you. 
W erner. W e have now reached the 
point where I  come in.”

“ Y o u ’ve hit it, sonny. Y o u  come in 
precisely there, and, but for you, we 
should have probably had the B ig  Fish 
by now.”

“ But fo r me,”  I  corrected, “ the se
cret o f the B ig  Fish would have been 
lost forever. I t  would have drifted out 
o f  that auction room blown on the 
winds o f chance, a meaningless phrase. 
'And I  sincerely wish it  had!”
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But W erner was paying no heed. H e  
hadn’t finished; he was absorbed. “ B y  
thunder!”  he said tensely, “ to think that 
Houston played that trick on m e!”

I  became aware that the story was 
not finished. “ W hat trick?”  I  asked.

“ W e made our sh6t in the auction 
room, as you know,”  said W erner, “ and 
got the wrong box. I  guess afterward 
you smoked something, and clung on to 
yours as a sporting chance. But Hous
ton got onto you. H e  was angry at 
what he called the way we mussed it up. 
He started out himself, missed it by 
a shave in your fl&t, and missed it  by 
a bigger price in the bungalow.”

W erner reined in his mule, and 
looked blindly at the rocks. "‘ ‘Th a t’s the 
kind of a grafter Houston is! H e  
threw us over, and made terms with 
you. Not a word did he let us know, 
but kept close and mum, and promised 
this and that, and said it couid be le ft in 
his hands, but we had a doubt o f him, 
and watched. Y o u  see, I  knew the 
skunk. I t  grew plain he’d sold us. H e  
was scared that time in London. Then
Jeff used his knife---------”

“ A h !” I  said. “ N ow  I  understand.”  
“ H e was a- fool to do that. Th a t can 

come later. I t  nearly put us off guard. 
It  was only the last moment that we got 
Coop aboard. I  picked him up cheap in 
a London tavern, game fo r anything. 
H e ’s a pretty agent, is Coop. W ell, 
anyway, we managed it, and now we’re 
hot on the tra il.”

H e  wiped his brow, lit a cigar, and 
laughed grim ly as he puffed out the 
smoke.

“ I f  there’s anywhere this trail leads 
to fo r Houston, it ’s not paradise,”  he 
added.

Jeff was shouting some distance 
ahead up the valley, and his long arms 
went out as i f  pointing. Werner* left 
me, and pushed on his mule, picking its 
way with remarkable celerity among 
the scrub and bowlders. The Indians 
and half-breeds, o f which latter there 
were several in the train, brought the 
rest of the cavalcade to a standstill, and 
awaited orders. Th ey lit cigarettes 
without visible excitement, and stood 
beside smoking flanks. The  sun was

streaming down on us, and the white 
peaks mocked our burned faces. Pres
ently the train was in motion again. 
W erner dropped back slowly until Gon
zales and I  overtook him.

“ Houston, living or dead, you 
wanted, wasn’t it?”  he asked grim ly. 
“ W ell, you can have him— I  don’t know 
in which state myself yet. I t  means the 
same in the end.”
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C H A P T E R  X I .
T H E  T W O  C A M P S ,

I  knew then that we were at near 
quarters, and I  asked W erner.

“ Astarnok’s across the ridge,”  he 
said, “ and friend Houston’s there. I ’ll 
chaw him up in ten minutes,” he added, 
w ith savage vehemence; and later 
asked: “ Isn ’t there a play or something 
I  saw way back in New Y o rk  about 
‘something lingering with boiling oil in 
it’ ? Curse the fe llow ! T o  think he’d 
dare do me like th is !”

H is  face was scarlet, and his eyes 
bulged, as if  he were going to have a 
stroke, but he seemed to master himself, 
and returned to his conversation. He 
was by rib means o f that sinister nerv
ous organization I  had detected in 
Houston. Here was rank brute force 
and rank brute passion, but now in in
tellectual control.

“ Expedition after expedition has 
tried fo r the Fish, Poindexter,” he said, 
with a queer note of triumph ringing 
in  his voice, as though already he had 
his hands on the 'treasure, “ and every 
one has failed. Th ey found the Little 
Fish a hundred and fifty  years ago, and 
a tidy nest egg it was. But the Big 
Fish— there’s something in it to stir the 
imagination, that age-long search, eh? 
I t ’s picturesque, and would turn into a 
sort of romance. The  last lpt out per
ished o f starvation and cold out on the 
ranges. H o w  Raymond struck it is a 
puzzle. He was interested in the In 
dians. I  reckon he made out somehow 
through his knowledge o f them. They 
don’t know anything. I  don’t think 
they would take gold if  you offered it 
them. They don’t understand it. They
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take dollars, all right. T h e y ’re fu ll of 
traditions and superstitions. Raymond 
knew the lingo. I  fancy that was how 
he got hold of his secret, mooning about 
among them. A nd it was worth it, 
Poindexter!”

“ Y o u r narrative has been entertain
ing and certainly instructive,”  I  said. 
“ But there’s a flaw in it so fa r as I  am 
concerned.”

“ H o w ’s that?”  said he. “ Have you 
played me false?” H is  eye rolled in 
black menace.

“ N o,”  I  said. “ Y o u  have all I  know. 
As I  have hinted, I  think I  prefer you 
to Houston, probably because you ’re an 
unknown quantity, and Houston isn’t. 
N o ; it ’s something in your narrative 
that puzzles me.”

“ I ’ll answer any questions,”  he said 
cheerfully. “ I  don’t mind tabling my 
hand now. W hat you could do, my 
lad, even i f  you wanted to, don’t 
amount to shucks now.”

'T v e  told you I  want Houston’s head 
on a charger,” I  said icily. “ But I  have 
a weakness for a rational narrative, and 
I  should like to ask how you discovered 
that the lacquer box would be sold at 
the auction rooms.”

“ The merest detail, my friend, the 
merest detail,”  said W erner, with his 
eyes alert on some object in the dis
tance. I t  had no significance, however, 
and he came back to me. “ M ullins, 
lad, M ullins, a man with all the tradi
tional qualifications fo r butler, including 
silence and craft— M ullins also is now 
waiting in London town to buy a little 
place in Cheshire with his ill-gotten 
gains.”  H e  laughed. “ Funny notion, 
some of your English townsfolk have. 
M ullins’ ideal was simple. ‘A  little 
place with a bit o f fishin’ and a little 
’untin’, M r. W erner,’ says he. M u l
lins had the name o f Raymond’s solici
tors, and we had nothing to do but 
watch.”

H e paused, and went on m editatively: 
“ Raymond died two days later; I  
reckon he had no time to give instruc
tions about his box and his secret. A n y 
way, the lawyers had no inkling of it, 
fo r Houston called on them— one of his 
bits of bluff and cheek that got him

through sometimes. H ow ever, he 
didn’t make much out o f it. Takes a 
pretty deal to make much out of a 
lawyer. Everything was sold in the 
usual way, to wind up the estate.”

“ The  estate!”  I  echoed thoughtfully. 
“ W ho was-------- •”

But a signal was flashed on the knoll 
ahead fo r W erner, and he left me. 
F o r  the moment our progress was 
checked, and it was checked by design. 
One o f tjie Indians had kept us in 
touch with Houston’s column, and it 
■was now reported that he was moving 
down the valley beyond the rocky walls 
o f  our canon. T h is  puzzled W erner, 
who had heard from  one of the Indians 
fam iliar w ith these parts that Astarnok 
lay farther up on the heights, the g riz 
zled and dreary ruin o f a past civiliza
tion.

“ H e don’t know he’s followed. H e ’s 
got a surprise,”  was W erner’s conclu
sion, with grim satisfaction.

That he took things so easily some
what astonished me, now that we were 
within hearing, so to speak, o f the clash 
o f  arm s; but he was imperturbable as 
the action approached, pulled forth a 
long cigar, proffered me one, and 
smoked, as he watched the operations 
o f his camp.

“ I t  don’t matter a cuss word what 
Houston does now,”  he asserted geni
ally. “ I ’ve got him. H e  can’t get away 
from  me, and we can take our own 
time. W hat he knows I ’ve got to know. 
W hat he finds is mine. W e ’ve got all 
the fun coming.”

I  am bound to confess that it was not 
possible fo r me to take the situation 
with the same nonchalance. I  burned 
to be at Houston, to sacrifice him, to 
see him in ashes. Yo u  may say this 
was a vindictive and uncharitable spirit. 
I  am only stating the facts'of my emo
tions— the emotions, remember, o f one 
who had seen his friend done barba
rously to death.

I t  was as night closed in that we 
came to our rest in a little sequestered 
gulch above the ruins o f Astarnok. 
The  idea o f that ruined sanctuary fas
cinated me by. its exceeding remoteness 
in the bounds o f the world. W erner
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was undisturbed. W hat he knew was 
that three miles down the valley was 
Houston’s camp, and that Houston was 
all unaware o f our anticipation of him. 
Th is  tickled W erner, and he made 
merry at supper w ith his unholy and 
unseemly crew.

I  did not know which o f the ugly 
gang I  disliked most— the mean M ad- 
dock, the repellent Miguel, or that little, 
ratlike Jeff, who had been responsi
ble fo r the knife wound in Houston’s 
body. Th ey were to me a gang of 
pirates, and nothing m ore; and I  had 
no part nor lot with them. O n  W er
ner’s own barefaced showing, they had 
all been in a d irty  conspiracy to rob an 
unfortunate old man o f the legitimate 
rewards of his “ find.”

That reflection gave me instant 
pause, however. W hat was I?  W hat 
had Cassilis and I  been? I  was afraid 
to face the exact logic o f our status. 
The “ find” had been Raymond’s, and 
we had taken part in  robbing his ex
ecutors of its proceeds! N o ; I  could 
not admit all that. The  estate, what- 

-ever that stood for, was not in posses
sion of the B ig  Fish, and never had 
been. Surely it was reserved fo r the 
bold spirits of an adventurous expedi
tion. Houston, then? O r  these un
scrupulous brigands? I  gave up the 
puzzle. A nyw ay, I  had no longer any 
relation to the treasure. I  was there 
fo r another purpose, and if so be W er
ner and his thieves should assist me to 
that vengeance, no, to that justice, 
which my heart craved, I  was content. 
I  listened to W erner, smoked, and 
looked down on the broken stone walls 
fading into darkness. I  could at least 
share W erner’s grim satisfaction in 
Houston’s ignorance of the fate that 
awaited him.

W erner, as I  say,-w as in excellent 
spirits, and indulged his prisoner. H e  
invited me to go down with him to the 
ruins which stood in a grass-grown 
space between ledges o f bowlders. 
Somehow I  had expected to find more 
of a building than this scattered heap 
of rocks. It  had been once o f massive 
design, as it was possible to determine 
from the site and the size of the stones,

but with the passing of many centuries 
had become merely a graveyard.

T o  add to this impression, it was set 
in a plan o f mounds, as it were the 
tumuli o f the dead Incas. Yet, I  re
membered that this was reputed to be 
o f earlier origin than the Incas. W ho 
were these ancient and forgotten 
Chimus, whose civilization had gone 
into the dust these thousands of years, 
but who practiced arts and Sciences in 
the era o f the early Egyptian dynasties ? 
W as this indeed one o f their temples to 
unknown gods ?

W erner’s slow voice broke in on these 
speculations: “ That priest o f yours 
doesn’t worship much here, I  guess.”

Th e  priest o f Raymond’s message I  
had always taken as an adjunct to. the 
“ temple,” but now my mind, long adrift 
from such considerations, faced the 
idea. There would and could be no 
priest in  this place. I  said as much to 
W erner.

“ Th a t’s not Houston’s idea,”  he said, 
looking down the valley in the twilight. 
“ M an, you’re not fit fo r a rough-house 
tackle o f this sort,”  he added, laughing. 
“ I ’m laying fo r Houston, and he don’t 
know it.”  H e  guffawed. “ But he’s
doing my business down the valley.”

“ I  don’t understand,”  I  said. “ I  
don’t want, as a matter o f fact, to un
derstand unless it bears on---------•”

“ The head on a charger. I  take your 
point,”  he interrupted. “ Most people I  
know wouldn’t have sized you up, Poin
dexter. Th a t tale wouldn’t have held 
water. But I  know a bit more. You  
can go ahead, anyw ay; and I ’ll tell you. 
Down below there is an Indian village, 
and that’s w hy Houston’s pitched there. 
H e ’s smart. H e  smelled the priest in 
the village, and he’s going to find him 
and hobble him.”

“ A nd you?”  I  asked, astonished at 
his coolness again.

“ W atch me bump H ouston !”  He 
snapped his fingers contemptuously. 
“ I t  only adds to the picturesqueness 
that he should be doing my work down 
there.”

H e  moved away to go upward to the 
camp, but I  did not respond.

“ A ll  right, sonny,”  he said, with his



134 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

rich laugh. “ I ’ve told you to go ahead. 
I ’ve squeezed you d ry , and you can 
vamose.”

The darkness swallowed him. I  had 
my contemptuous liberty. I  breathed 
free o f the air, and, after the sound o f 
his feet had gone, I  walked round the 
starlit ruins, inspecting, pondering.

The  red fu ry  against Houston was 
growing within me. I  looked down, as 
W erner had done, and thought I  could 
see the fires o f his camp.' S w iftly , on 
an impulse which was almost that of 
an enraged animal, I  wheeled round, 
and began to clatter down the rocky 
way toward the lower parts o f the 
gorge.

A s  I  progressed, I  found the natural 
phenomena grow more gracious. The 
stony valley merged into an ample 
stretch of valley, clothed with grass 
and shrub, from  which the environing 
hills retired. I t  was evidently one of 
the oases o f that mountain wilderness 
which we had reached. A s I  drew near 
the camp fires o f Houston’s party, I  
was conscious o f another than myself, 
and I  drew into shadows in the fear 
that I  might be seen and recognized by 
one o f that unscrupulous company.

N o  sooner had I  done so than the 
figure I  had seen slouched past me, and 
I  seemed to recognize it as one o f W er
ner’s party. I t  was thus, then, that he 
kept watch, while his enemy and mine 
slumbered all unawares in the apparent 
security o f his camp.

I  turned my steps farther down, and 
circumvented the camp, and then I  be
came aware o f another shadow. It  was 
H ouston !

I f  I  had been armed I  could have 
shot him in his tracks. I  followed with 
a deepening malice at an even distance, 
keeping him before me in the starlight. 
H e  picked his way downward, as 
though familiar with it, and presently 
came out upon a flat where a mountain 
torrent roared, and where the uncer
tain light showed the outlines o f several 
buildings. I  guessed that this must be 
a native village in those wilds, and I  be
gan to have an inkling o f  what Hous
ton wanted. H e  entered one of the 
huts, and disappeared from  my v ie w ;

and I  sat without in  the cold, clear night 
awaiting him.

I t  must have been quite an hour ere 
he appeared again, and he went upward, 
as if  he had finished his errand. I  pur
sued him.

W e had not gone more than a few 
hundred yards in this way, and were 
come to the bed o f a stream, when o f a 
sudden he saw me. I  had become care
less through security, and, moreover, I  
had not reckoned on the silhouette 
which my figure would present against 
the empty sky. H e  turned, saw me, and 
ran forw ard toward me, crying out 
something in an unknown tongue. U n 
armed as I  was, I  fled with all the speed 
of my feet into the brushwood, and 
scrambled up the side o f the hill. A  
stone detached by my ascent acquainted 
him with the direction I  had taken, and 
I  heard the bushes part as he crept to
ward me. A s  noiselessly as I  could I  
moved sideways along the declivity, 
from  bush to bush, taking care to dis
turb no more stones. A t  this moment 
I  had only room for one congratulatory 
thought, that he had not known me for 
what I  was, but had supposed me one 
o f the Indians.

The  stars gave me a certain light for 
guidance, and I  was not now afraid of 
being overtaken. I t  was unlikely that 
Houston would pursue a mere inquisi
tive Indian very far. Th a t I  was right 
in my conjecture was demonstrated by 
the silence which soon fell upon the 
scrub. I  waited fo r a time before re
suming my way, and when I  did I  
moved forward rapidly uphill in the 
direction in which I  calculated that the 
ruins o f Astam ok lay. But a score of 
little tributary gorges contributed to 
the volume of the greater valley, and 
I  soon came to the conclusion that I  
was ascending the wrong ravine. W ith  
a mental review o f  the topography, I  
made out that I  must cross the spur on 
my right to reach the valley I  wanted. 
W hen I  had surmounted the ridge, I  
was pleased to think my conjecture had 
been right, fo r away southward, but 
weakly conspicuous as a star, was a 
spot o f light which I  assumed was 
.Werner’s camp fire.
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I  crossed tKe ravine slanting upward, 
but after I  had been walking fo r an 
hour I  was forced to the conclusion 
that I  had been mistaken. Th e  light 
glowed still in the distance, but seem- 
ingly as remote as ever. I  stared, won
dering. I t  was higher up, between tw o 
peaks of the Sierras, and burned white 
and still. Could it possibly be a star? 
I  asked m yself; and into my head there 
flashed the thought of Cassilis. I  could 
not say why I  associated him with it. 
I t  was preposterous. Y e t he was so 
constantly in my thoughts that it did 
not seem strange. I  had the curious 
fancy that the light was drawing me 
onward, and that it would guide me to 
Cassilis, seated by his fire, hailing mg 
with bis cheerful, well-remembered 
voice, “ Hello, Jack !”  Cassilis, whose 
maimed and broken body I  had seen go 
over the precipice in the mountain to r
rent.

A t  the head o f the valley I  came to a 
pause. The  cold o f the night blown 
from  the snow-clad Cordillera was in
tense, but I  was warm from  my exer
cise. I  did not know how long I  had 
been wandering, but I  judged that the 
night was far spent. A fte r a rest, I  
made my way along the moraine which 
joined up these lesser gorges under the 
shadow o f the greater peaks, and so 
descended one which I  thought I  rec
ognized as that which held our camp. I  
proved mistaken once more, however, 
and so the dawn was near at hand be
fore Tactually reached the ruins of the 
Chirnu temple.

As I  approached, worn out now with 
my nocturnal travels, I  saw a figure 
moving solitary in front o f me, a figure 
lean and tall, with the walk o f an In 
dian, and, supposing it to be one o f 
W erner’s men, I  was on the point of 
hailing it. Then I  refrained, fo r I  re
membered that Houston’s camp was 
not far, and that this might be a spy 
from  below. But the man appeared to 
make no attempts to h ide ; he went 
straight forw ard upon his way through 
scrub and rock, until he disappeared 
within the ruins o f the temple. I  fo l
lowed with caution, and found myself 
behind a broken wall o f stones.

Th e  Indian was visible now in the 
center o f the temple, and was motion
less there, as i f  he had been a statue. I  
gazed fo r several minutes, and he did 
not move, and the sky grew perceptibly 
lighter. I  could see him quite plainly, 
standing in the middle o f the tumuli, 
and I  could even make out his features. 
W hat struck me now was the strange 
headdress he wore, which seemed to go 
down upon his back fo r some distance.

The  light grew, and then, just as I  
was wearying o f m y position and my 
curiosity, the man stooped, went upon 
his knees, and bowed his head to the 
earth, remaining there fo r some min
utes. I  watched in silence, and then 
suddenly a light away across the shoul
der o f the Sierra drew my eyes. I  
turned, and there was the dawn. W ith  
a flash I  knew. Th e  Indian had been 
making his obeisance to the sun. Here 
wa§ one o f the ancient sun worshipers.

C H A P T E R  X I I .
T H E  R U IN S A T ASTARNOK.

Houston came up the valley about 
ten o’clock that morning. I  was roused 
from  a deep sleep by W erner, and saw 
his grim  features set in  a grin  before 
me. !

“ L ike  to see the fun ?”  he inquired.
W hen I  had grasped the situation, I  

scrambled to my feet, and, while I  made 
my preparations, learned that W erner’s 
spies had brought him word o f H ous
ton’s movements.

“ W here did jtou get to last night?” he 
asked, regarding me quizzically. 
“ Lucky you hadn’t a pistol, eh?”

I  stared, and then I  began to under
stand. W erner’s spies had knowledge 
o f more than I  had suspected; they 
must have been on Houston’s track 
when he visited the Indian village, and 
on mine also.

I t  seemed that W erner had a dra
matic surprise in contemplation, fo r he 
took no one with him but me, and he 
waited behind a portion o f the temple 
ruins in a mood of anticipatory gusto. 
I  must say that the first sight o f Hous
ton by day thrilled me; I  could under
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stand now those prim itive instincts o f 
hate, revenge, and blind passion which 
lie at the roots o f poor human nature. 
W erner had said it was lucky that I  
had no guri, and I  wondered at the 
adjective. W hen Houston entered 
through a breach in the stonework, 
debonair, watchful, and resolute, I  felt 
that I  moved. W erner’s hand was 
upon my arm the next moment, and it 
was like a band of iron in its grip. M y  
glance swept him with its angry survey, 
and I  saw his face massive, set, stolid, 
yet w ith some bubbling undercurrent 
in it. H e  suggested some one waiting 
until the quarry was within striking 
reach.

Houston inspected the temple, and 
made a circuit o f it w ithin the broken 
walls. Th e  tumuli all about drew his 
eyes, and in his preoccupation he came 
toward us, his light eyes ambushed and 
flickering, yet g iving a certain inhuman 
a ir to him. It  was at this moment that 
W erner chose to spring his surprise.

“ Say, H ou ston !” .
The  man looked up, across at W e r

ner where he had shown himself be
yond the stonework, and, though this 
must have been an amazing encounter 
fo r him, he did not change face. W e r
ner, I  am sure, would, in such a case, 
have displayed some emotion, i f  only 
that o f anger and ferocity. But Hous
ton stared, and then showed his white 
teeth above his beard in a smile.

“ That you, W erner? T h is  is luck !”  
he said easily.

“ I ’m glad you find it so,”  said W er
ner heavily, and here I  came into view.

Now , in Houston’s eyes I  was dead 
and done for, but his smile wavered 
only fo r a moment, and was caught up 
again and went on as his eyes met mine.

“ You, too, Poindexter!” he said. 
“ Th is  is more interesting than ever.”

H e could not, however, keep some
thing out o f his throat, something that 
cracked. H e  must have guessed at the 
explanation o f W erner’s presence, and 
he must have known that the secret was 
no longer his alone.

“ I ’m glad to see you about,”  went on 
W erner, seating his square body on the 
wall. “ I t ’s saved us a trip , maybe,

down to you r camp.”  H e  tossed fo r
ward loosely a hand which held a re
volver. “ There are many ways o f set
tling w ith you, Houston, and I ’ve not 
made up my mind yet. A fte r  all, it 
might save trouble if  I  were to shoot 
you out o f hand now, though I ’ll admit 
I ’ve thought o f other things when I  was 
kind o f lonesome and needed cheering.”

Houston looked at his nails— a trick 
I  remembered.

“ Yo u  are at liberty to act as you de
cide,”  he said easily. “ But I  don’t fancy 
you ’ll go in fo r melodrama, at least not 
yet.”

"Th e  court is always anxious to listen 
to anything the condemned prisoner 
may have to say in his defense,”  said 
W erner, who was enjoying himself. 
“ Go ahead, Houston. A n y  mitigating 
circumstances ? A n y  orphan children ?”

H e  leaned to me, and added: “ F o r 
your private delectation, Poindexter, I  
may remark that Houston is the man 
who killed his father and mother, and 
then appealed to the judge fo r mercy 
on the ground that he was a poor 
orphan.”

W erner grinned at his own w it, and 
with the weapon in extreme evidence 
eyed his vietim.

“ The  wilderness tells no tales, Hous
ton,”  he said, “ and Poindexter won’t, I  
guess. H e ’s after you himself.”

“ W hat you say about the wilderness 
strikes me,”  said Houston, faintly smil
ing. “ It  hides a ll ; it’s difficult to find 
anything in the wilderness, anyway, 
and more specially i f  on£ takes the trou
ble to conceal it.”

“ Cassilis---------” I  strove to say, and
said, and the word was a snarl on my 
lips. I  could utter no more. I  choked.

Houston’s glance was penetrative, 
sw iftly precautionary; it summed up 
my unarmed state.

“ Yo u  see, W erner, you can’t afford to 
lose me,” he said softly, “ fo r I  hold 
the priest.”

“ The priest!”  W erner was clearly 
taken aback, and his face got ugly.

“ Yo u  are doubtless fam iliar,'through 
bur mutual friend there, with the fact 
(that the priest here has the secret o f the
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B ig Fish. W ell, the priest’s in  my 
keeping.”

A s  the man’s cool face, expressing no 
triumph, was presented to us, I  won
dered how far he spoke the truth, this 
unscrupulous l ia r !

There was something savage, some
thing primeval in the ferocity o f W er
ner’s face as he made re p ly :

“ A nyw ay, I  hold you, and you’re not 
likely to forget it.”

“ Then, my dear fellow, we’re all sat
isfied,”  said Houston lightly.

H e  began to hum an air, and pro
ceeded w ith his investigations, W erner 
eying him w ith the meditation and po
tential fu ry  o f  a bull waiting to charge. 
I  don’t think he had looked fo r th is ; 
he had_ expected triumph all along the 
line, and he did not like the counter. 
Yet Houston had placed him in a pre
dicament, i f  what he said was true. 
W erner could do nothing without the 
priest, and he was aware o f it. The  
situation was rendered more bitter by 
the fact that he could not be sure if  
Houston were lying. So the scoundrel 
held him in a cleft stick, whether he 
held the priest o r not.

Houston strolled off presently when 
his inspection was over, and W erner 
with an oath returned to his camp. That 
he was in a black temper was demon
strated by his attitude to his men. R u f
fians and desperadoes as I  had reason 
to believe these, they were evidently 
cowed by a superior force such as was 
constituted in W erner. H e  gave or
ders which sent half a dozen men scur
rying about, including his partners. 
Meanwhile a notion had dawned upon 
me.

W erner’s plans embraced a ransack
ing o f the Indian village. One o f his 
Indians spoke the lingo o f those tribes, 
and he was utilized as the chief in
quisitor.

The  Indians, who differed somewhat 
in physiognomy from  the Cholos, to 
whom I  had grown accustomed, were 
a quiet, peaceable folk living on the 
borders o f starvation.

There were llamas and other animals 
down the valleys, and the Indians culti
vated coffee and corn, remaining self-

sufficing in their prim itive isolation. 
Th ey were amenable to the overtures o f 
W erner’s spokesman, but showed no 
friendliness. Indeed, it was possible to 
detect in their attitude at times a reti
cence, a shyness, and a distrust. W hite 
folk came their way but rarely, and in 
general these must have been rude pros
pectors and pioneers without considera
tion fo r the indigenous inhabitants o f 
those inhospitable regions.

I  had by chance the opportunity o f 
examining one, an intelligent fellow o f 
some authority, fo r I  was present when 
he was interrogated, and I  added my 
questions through the interpreter. The 
stereotyped question had met with the 
one answer.

“ W here is the priest?”
“ There is no priest. There is the 

chief, Ingres.”
“ W here, then, is Ingres?”
A  look o f suspicion passed over the 

troubled face.
“ H e  is gone.”
Th a t had been the invariable answer, 

while W erner’s face grew blacker.
“ W here is he gone ?”
T h e  man knew nothing. Ingres had 

gone on the previous night, and had 
never returned. N o  one knew where 
he was. Then came my question, which 
arose out o f the notion I  had taken, as 
I  have told you.

“ A sk him what time the man disap
peared. W as it at night?”

The  interpreter obtained assent.
“ A t  what hour?”
Th e  priest, a chief, it appeared, had 

left his house after midnight, and had 
never returned.

“ A sk him which house is the 
priest’s?”

“ O h , fudge, Poindexter, we know 
all that, and that Houston interviewed 
the man last night,”  interrupted W e r
ner impatiently.

W ell, it was no business o f mine if  
he failed to find the priest; only Hous
ton interested me. So I  said nothing of 
what I  had seen that dawn, o f the im
passive Indian waiting in the precincts 
o f the temple, o f the bowed head of the 
sun worshiper. The priest, Ingres, had

l$7
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been at liberty then, I  could swear. I t  
was just possible that he had fallen 
into Houston’s hands since, but I  
doubted it.

W erner also was in doubt, though 
he knew nothing o f the visitant. I  don’t 
think he believed Houston, or, at any 
rate, he remained in a condition o f 
mental suspense. H e  operated on the 
supposition that Houston might be tell
ing the truth. Y e t if  he had been con
vinced of this, I  am sure that the man 
would have recalled the methods o f 
Torquemada, o f which he had grim ly 
reminded me. H e  said nothing to me, 
but. I  tam e to the conclusion that he 
had decided to let Houston think he 
was believed, and to keep watch. I f  
the priest was at large, having taken 
alarm, or, fo r any other reason, hiding 
himself, it would be better to have an 
extra pair o f eyes to search with, and 
in any case W erner could reflect that 
Houston jcould do nothing without his 
knowledge. So it came about that, 
while engaged in waiting on events, 
W erner turned his attention to the 
tumuli about the temple.

He began to excavate, I  don’t know 
with what hope o r expectations; it 
might have been merely to mark time. 
But at least he had an interested spec
tator, which was myself. Somehow 
this relic o f a long-perished civiliza
tion seized on my imagination, even, if  
I  may put it so, on my pity. I t  seemed 
so far away, so distant and alien from 
the modern way o f men. I t  was a 
place o f sepulture, as was soon evi
dent ; and, grave by grave, the remains 
o f that lost race came easily to the light. 
They came in the form  o f shards and 
vessels, offering strange evidence to 
the high artistic tastes o f the vanished 
Chimus who had sunk, perchance, be
neath the onslaughts o f  their succes
sors, the Incas. Y e t tru ly  the Incas 
were in a less civilized condition, and 
nearer barbarism.

Ten  thousand years might have 
lapsed since these pots and vessels were 
buried in the sepulchers o f their 
form er owners. A s I  watched them 
dug up, I  was awed. Th e  pottery was 
in various colors, and elaborately paint

ed and modeled. N o  trace o f  letter
ing, however, appeared on the pieces. 
T h e  most were in  the form  o f water 
vessels w ith  hollow handles. Some 
were purely painted vessels, others 
were grotesques in bas relief. The  
Chimu heads modeled on this pottery 
were o f a bold Coptic cast, and seemed 
to claim kinship w ith  those early E gyp 
tians whose dynasties were probably 
contemporaneous w ith the prime o f 
Chim u civilization.

A ll these uncovered treasures would 
have been, dear to the eager heart o f the 
antiquarian, but to W erner and his 
kind they were as the broken bottles of 
a picnic party. H e  was after treasure 
o f another sort, and grim ly resolved on 
getting it.

Between the tw o camps brooded an 
atmosphere that one felt was om inous; 
it was that o f  the close calm preceding 
the thunderstorm. I  am bound to say 
that Houston exhibited no sign o f dis
turbance. H e  was as courteous in his 
behavior as heretofore, a polished 
scoundrel w ith  blackness in his ugly 
heart.

A nd  I ,  too, remained in a condition 
o f  neutrality, brooded over also by a 
somber emotion, until that happened 
which I  am now to relate.

Y o u  w ill recall that I  had my suspi
cions, that I  had formed a theory, and 
that I  held m y tongue. W hat part or 
lot had I  in the quarrels and affairs o f 
these ruffians that I  should assist either 
w ith my advice? Because I  wanted 
vengeance on Houston was no reason 
fo r helping W erner to “the treasure; un
less by these means alone I  could exact 
what I  wanted. So thinking I  knew 
more than either, I  was silent, and 
watched.

O n  the third night I  rambled on the 
Sierra again, crossed a valley o f rocks, 
and m&s brought up by the gleam of a 
distant light. I t  shone like that flame 
I  had noticed before, and hailed me like 
a beacon. Th a t speck o f light invited 
me, drew me. I  set out to find it.

Th e  night was sharp, w ith still cold, 
and was rich w ith a plenitude o f fine 
stars. I f  I  have been able to suggest to 
you anything o f the nature o f that
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country, you w ill picture the road over 
which I  went, stumbling and blind to 
the plain sense o f my, position. W hat 
sort o f fool was I ,  in pursuit o f this 
phantom, this w ill o ’ the wisp? A h , 
well, deep down in my unplumbed 
heart, hardly recognized o r acknowl
edged, but liv in g  still, was hope. I f  I  
was alive fo r anything, I  was alive then 
fc r  justice, and yet not fo r justice, but 
fo r vengeance, which is God’s. Cas- 
silis was always in my thoughts, a dear 
companion, a trusted friend, a helpless 
victim. Th a t flicker o f light repre
sented to me something which I  could 
not have interpreted at the time. In  
that unm erciful wilderness, it heralded 
hope and yielded comfort. I  stumbled 
on toward it.

I  do not know how long it took me to 
surmount the shoulder o f the mountain 
whence I  imagined the light to issue. I t  
may have been several hours. And, to 
my cold, blank despair, when I  reached 
the summit, there was nothing— no 
light, no appearance o r semblance 
of any. I  stood wondering and medi
tating. T ire d  as I  was, I  had been sus

tained by a thought. N ow  I  began to 
feel lassitude steal through my limbs. 
I  had followed a mirage. W hat I  had 
taken to be a beacon o f welcome and 
consolation had turned out to be dark
ness. There  was a supreme silence 
about the peak which I  had climbed. 
Stars filled heaven, as I  have said, and 
blinked at me solemnly. I t  seemed a 
mockery. I t  was not fo r that pale, un
com forting light that I  had struggled 
so far.

I  could have shaken my fist at the 
blank sky. I  was ill— I  was burning 
now w ith a fever, and I  dimly recog
nized it, without minding. A nd at last 
I  did raise my arms, and waved them in 
defiance. I  shouted my passionate pro
test to the stars. A nd  then I  was aware 
o f something that stole out and moved 
upon me, and I  turned, and I  knew it 
was a woman.

It  was then that I  fell, fell toward 
her, not knowing what I  said, but call
ing on her and seizing her hands, and 
kissing them, and kissing the skirt 
against which my head rested ere it 
reached the earth.

TO 1JE CONTINUED.

This story will be continued in  the December Month-end P O P U L A R , on sale two 
weeks hence, November 25  th.

A  BRACE OF D E A D  ONES
I N  Washington a senator or representative who has failed of reelection, but 
* makes it a habit to hang around the national capital as a private citizen, is 
known as a “ dead duck.”  In  this class is Nathan B. Scott, who was at one time 
senator from  West V irg in ia .

One night, when everybody who owned an automobile was driving in Poto
mac Park, the crowd noticed that an electric runabout, with all its lights out, was 
being laboriously shoved along the edge o f the driveway. In  it were a woman and 
a child. A  second glance showed" that the person doing the shoving was former 
Senator Scott. H e  was short o f breath and red of face, absorbed in his attempt 
to push the machine to a location which would keep it safe from collision with 
other automobiles.

“ H e llo !”  called another motorist, slowing up his machine. “ A re  you in 
trouble ?”

“ Yes,”  said Scott laconically, not to say curtly.
“ Is your machine ‘dead’ ?”  was the next question.
“ A s dead as I  am,”  replied the senator.



Sweeny’s Dumb-waiter
By Charles R. Barnes

A uthor o f  “ Sweeny, the Detective,”  “ M r. Sweeny, Treasure H u nter,”  Etc.
\

Dan notices a little thing and shows up better than the whole 
detective force. Incidentally he contracts some very bad habits

MR S. S W E E N Y , being in a lonely 
mood, dropped into the Board
er’s apartment fo r a chat. 

“ Say,”  she began, “ I  s’pose 
I ’m as welcome here as a burglar.” 

“ Indeed,” replied th6 Boarder, “ you 
are really welcome. I ’ve just finished 
a bit of writing, and I ’m glad to be 
diverted.”

“ Then,”  M rs. Sweeny declared, “ I ’ll 
set down and tell you how my poor dead 
Danny was smarter than one of the 
classiest crooks that ever worked. H e  
was alwus noticin’ th ings; and it was 
one little thing he noticed and remem
bered that made him show up better 
than the whole of the detective force—  
one little thing, and all the gab that goes 
up and down a ordinary dumb-waiter. 
Gee, ain’t dumb-waiter conversation 
fierce, though! There ain’t scarcely a 
day goes by that I  don’t hear things 
that makes you think that all the folks 
in the world is crazy or gettin’ there. 
Y o u ’ve heard parties hollerin’ up and 
down our dumb-waiter, ain’t you, mis
ter?”

“ O ften ,”  the man replied.
“ W ell,” M rs. Sweeny went on, “ it 

was the dumb-waiter that put Danny 
hep to the mystery of the Andrews girl. 
Onct somethin’ happened that made him 
hang around it like kids at a baseball 
fence knothole. I t  kinda fascinated 
him. You  see, one evenin’ he was pass- 
in ’ by the thing, and the door was open 
a little. A  lady on the top floor was 
bawlin’ out the butcher’s boy.

“  ‘Say,’ she said, ‘the idee o f you 
fetchin’ me pork chops,’ she says.

“ The boy is right back at her.

“  ‘Yo u  ordered them chops,’ he says, 
‘and so I  fetched them.’

“  ‘Mebby I  did order ’em,’ she says, 
‘but my husban’ comes home, and he 
says: “ W hat you got fo r dinner ?”
A nd I  says : “ Pork chops, dearie;” and 
you ought to of heard the roar he lets 
out o f him. You  gotta take them chops 
back, kid, and fetch me a pound and a 
half o f liver and bacon. I  ain’t a lady 
to criticize,’ she says; ‘but, be-lieve me, 
it seems as if  any butcher ought to 
know better than to send pork chops to 
a lady when her husban’ don’t want ’em,’ 
she says; ‘and I  got my opinion of M r. 
Schwartzheimer, that keeps your sec
ond-rate dump,’ she says.”

The Boarder smiled.
“ I ’d consider her somewhat unrea

sonable,”  he commented.'
“ M y  gosh!”  exclaimed M rs. Sweeny, 

“ is that the best word you can give it? 
Danny listened to that line o f talk, and 
then went and laid down on the lounge, 
all in.

“ ‘Belle,’ he says, ‘n o >wonder there’s 
divorces and people goin’ batty every 
day,’ he says. ‘W immin is the lim it,’ he 
says, ‘with the lid off. The  feller that 
said you never can tell what a woman 
is goin’ to do next,’ he says, ‘had misfit 
works in his thought plant,’ he says. 
‘You can alwus tell what a woman is 
goin’ to do next,’ he says. ‘She’s goin’ 
to do somethin’ crazy,’ he says. And I  
guess, at that, mister, he wasn’t so far 
wrong. W hen I  think over the things 
I ’ve did, I  ain’t so awful strong for 
myself.”

The Boarder refrained from  remarks, 
and M rs. Sweeny went on.
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“ A fte r that,”  she said, “ Danny 
couldn’t keep away from  that dumb
waiter. He hung round it like old 
maids to the new m inister; and he was 
alwus hearin’ madhouse talk and try in ’ 
to make sense o f it. Y o u  can hear every
thing on a dumb-waiter, from  ladies 
kickin’ about their neighbors to the ice
man .tellin’ somebody how much they 
owes, and sayin’ come across with the 
coin or I  don’t bri'ng no more ice. M y  
Danny usta say that a dumb-waiter was 
human nature in a nutty shell; and you 
can take it from  me that he was right. 
I f  the private side o f folks’ lives was 
knowed, there ain’t no tellin’ how many 
more million more inmates there’d be 
in the bughouses. Some puffecly sane 
parties is bad enough with their com
pany manners o n ; and I  hate to think 
how they act when nobody is lookin’.

“ Now, we’ll get away from  this here 
dumb-waiter business to folks that 
makes their liv in ’ by doin’ things that’s 
against the law— folks that ain’t slick 
enough to do ’em, and own country 
homes and keep out of jail. Danny, be
in ’ a race-track gambler, knowed a lot 
of ’em. I  guess, mister, that pretty soon 
you ’ll be thinkin’ that he didn’t know 
nothin’ but crooks, won’t you? M y  
gee, it seems like I  ain’t been tellin’ 
you no things at all lately, except them 
that has to do w ith that sort o f gents 
and ladies!”

“ Yes,”  the Boarder admitted, “ your 
husband certainly had an extensive ac
quaintance in the underworld.”

“ He sure did,” M rs. Sweeny agreed; 
“ but it was all in the day’s work. And 
he come to know Pete Marks and his 
wife through his bookmakin’. Pete was 
a curious sort o f a gent. He wouldn’t 
do no burglar business, but was all the 
tirhe gettin’ up schemes fo r makin’ big 
money all in  a lump in ways that was 
out o f the ordinary. Onct he went 
down in W all Street and got the dope 
on the bank-messenger business. Then 
he spotted one o f ’em with a satchel, 
hollered ‘Stop th ie f!’ and grabbed that 
there satchel. T h e  crowd didn’t butt in 
when Pete beat it away, thinkin’ it sure 
b’longed to him. H e ’d o f made a lot of 
money that time, only there wasn’t noth

in ’ in the bag but checks and things, 
and payment was stopped on ’em. But 
you see the idee, don’t you ? Pete didn’t 
have mo specialty.”

T h e  Boarder nodded, and his landlady 
carried her yarn along further.

“ A ll folks has bugs about somethin’ 
to eat, mister, and Pete’s bug was kip
pered herring. Be-lieve me, that man 
thought more o f kippered herring than 
Danny did o f the things bartenders sells. 
H e ’d of walked a mile and a quarter for 
one o f them little fishes, and four miles 
fo r two. Goodness knows them her
rings ain’t a lovely mess; but Pete would 
o f  beat his w ife  twice a week instead 
o f once just to smell one. Th a t was 
how strong he was fo r the stuff. H is  
w ife was all the time offerin’ up thanks 
that it was kippered herring instead of 
morphine that her husban’ was attached 
to. H e  run things into the ground, and 
you might say he buried ’em and hisself 
with ’em. I  guess you’ve met people 
like that.”

“ O ften ,”  answered the Boarder.
“ About the time Danny begun rub

berin’ at the dumb-waiter,”  M rs. 
Sweeny resumed, “ M rs. Gold D ollar 
Cohen b’gun to run after them funny 
religions that’s sprung on our city every 
onct in a while. One o f them Umpah 
§fuys got her goin’. I  guess you know 
what I  mean. Them  fellers wear robes 
and turbans, hire a hall in a swell hotel, 
and make you believe in a lot o f bunk 
that the priests in India, o r Borneo, o r 
some place like that, dreamed out after 
their hop parties. Nobody can under
stand i t ; but they stick like they do to 
the fifteen puzzle. I t ’s more interestin’ 
than bridge, b’cause anybody can under
stand bridge after a little teachin’, but 
nobody never was knowed to under
stand them Um pah religions.

“ The guy that got M rs. Gold D ollar 
goin’ was named Gongh R a h ; and he 
certainly had some class about him. 
M rs. Gold D ollar had followed the races 
with her husban’ fo r twelve years; and 
you had to go some to put anything 
across on her. She was wise. But this 
Rah party had her burnin’ punk sticks 
all over* the house like it was skeeter 
time in Jersey and goin’ broke buyin’
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Oriental clothes— kinda kimono things. 
H e  give her books to read that like to 
drove her wild. Once she come run- 
nin’ in on me, and says:

“  ‘Belle,’ she says, ‘fo r the love o f 
M ike,’ she says, ‘come along with me. 
W e ’ll get a bowl o f chop suey some 
place,’ she says, ‘and listen to them 
Chinks talk and try  to understand w ’at 
they say,’ she says. ‘I  want somethin’ 
easy,’ she says, ‘ fo r my head’s most 
split try in ’ to get a line on what that 
there Rah man is drivin ’ at,’ she says.

“  ‘W hat’s doin’ now?’ I  Says.
“  ‘I  wisht I  knowed,’ she says, ‘ for, 

i f  I  did, I  wouldn’t be w orry in ’ so,’ she 
says. ‘Accordin’ to them books,’ she 
says, ‘my soul is doin’ a aeroplane act,’ 
she says, ‘and is now searchin’ the back 
streets of Calcutta, India, lookin’ fo r 
me,’ she says.

“  ‘H u h ,’ I  says, ‘that soul ain’t wise, 
so it seems to me,’

“  ‘That,’ she says, ‘is just w ’at I ’m 
a think-in’ ,’ she says. ‘W ’y  don’t it come 
to New Y o rk  and look in the telephone 
book?’ she says. ‘I t  don’t seem right,’ 
she says, ‘that such a mutt thing like 
that soul could belong to me. I  dassent 
tell my husban’ w ’at I  know,’ she says, 
‘ for he sure has got enough on me al
ready ; and if  he knowed I  ffad a shoe
string soul like I  got,’ she says, ‘he sure 
would turn me out, and I ’d have to sell 
papers for a liv in ’,’ she says.

“ I  talked to her a long time about 
cuttin’ out the funny religions that is 
continual handin’ a party’s soul thou
sand-mile tickets; but the Rah gent’m’n 
had got in his work. There was a lot 
of queer and distressin’ fix in ’s in that 
new relig ion; but the soul with the wan
derlust was the biggest item. I t  w or
ried M rs. Gold D ollar half to death.

“ Yo u  see, the Rah had told his come- 
ons that they had some sort o f a soul in 
’em all the tim e; but if  they done wrong, 
or was out of sorts and not tuned up 
to the soul’s idee o f things, then out 
skips that soul and finds a place more 
to its lik in’.

“ Most o f the time, M rs. Gold D ollar 
was awful embarrassed, b’cause she fig- 
gered that at times some man’s soul was 
in her. She kept blushin’ painful fo r

a week, till the Rah feller told her that 
only ladies’ souls visited ladies, and 
men’s souls was at home in men. Th a t 
was some relief to h e r; but the idee of 
her soul wanderin’ and roamin’ here 
and there kept her worried, like a lady 
worries about her little boy that’s play
in’ out in the street and no tellin’ what 
the trolley car’s did to him.

“ I  know that this stuff is awful non
sense, mister. I ’m only tellin’ it to you 
so you’ll know the sort o f a thing that 
was cornin’ off. Lots o f them India 
parties gets away with it, mostly to 
wimmin that has pet dogs— them kind 
o f people. Y o u ’ve read in the papers 
about them Umpah religions, ain’t 
you ?”

Like all newspaper readers, the 
Boarder wras familiar with the betur- 
baned folk, and, as soon as M rs. 
Sweeny became aware o f the fact, she 
went on with her story.

“ I t  was just about this time,”  she 
said, “ that Della Andrews disappeared. 
There  ain’t no use tellin’ much about 
that case, b’cause the papers was fu ll of 
it, and nobody talked o f nothin’ else. 
She was a rich g irl, about twenty-five 
years old— one o f them literary, cul- 
turevated dolls---------”

“ Y o u ’ve combined two words,”  re
marked the Boarder.

“ Y o u  forget it,”  retorted M rs. - 
Sweeny. “ I  know what I ’m talkin’ 
about, and I  ain’t goin’ to stand fo r no 
more call-downs from you. Yo u  may 
write fo r p r in t ; but I  can write a letter 
to my sister Em , and she’ll understand 
what I  mean just as'good as if  I ’d 
hunted out every word in the dictionary.
I  say that g irl was culturevated, and 
that goes, fo r she was. She was good- 
lookin’, too, and was ingaged to be 
married to a swell party. A ll o f a sud
den she disappears; and, like nearly al- 
wus happens, the police couldn’t find 
her.

“ That disappearance got on my 
Danny’s chest. M y  gosh, I  never see 
the like o f the interest men takes in a 
case where a pretty g irl disappears! 
Y o u ’d think there wasn’t no more in the 
w orld ; and all you got to do to see all 
you can look at, is to go outdoors on a
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sunny day. Pretty girls is commoner* 
than homely ones; and yet Danny o r no 
other man would care a cuss if  all the 
homely ones disappeared.

“ But this one was pretty, and she 
was all Danny could think about. H e  
read everything that was printed in the 
papers. A nd when any of his f r ’en’s 
dropped in— Gold D ollar Cohen or Y e l
low Money Einstein, o r any of them 
fellers— Della Andrews was the most 
prom’nent part o f the conversation, ex
cept the orders to our hired g irl to fetch 
in another round of drinks.

“ Yes, sir, that doll sure had Danny 
and the rest o f ’em goin’. A ll the time 
they speculated on what had happened 
to her. Ye llow  Money Einstein, bein’ 
romantic and four times married, was 
sure that she had eloped with a hand
some but poor man— mebby a cu rly - 
headed Greek, that had perhaps been 
shinin’ her shoes at his stand in front 
o f the corner saloon.

“ Danny, bein’ practical, wouldn’t 
lissen to that kind of talk. H e  just 
knew that Della Andrews had been 
murdered and throwed in a pond, like 
so many is ; and it made him real mad 
to have anybody think different. You  
see, mister, Danny read the papers, and 
knowed how such things ought to be.

“ Now , while all this was cornin’ off, 
the whole apartment house got excited 
because the Rah party had came to live 
there. H e  didn’t show hisself much, 
goin’ out early in the evenin’ mostly and 
gettin’ home late. But some of the 
neighbors seen him, and was real awe
struck at him. H e was brown as the 
mornin’ tastes in Danny’s mouth, and 
he wore them fortune-teller clothes—  
or mebby I  ought to say he was got up 
like L ittle  Egyp t’s father. H e  had a 
flat above us— him and his wife— and 
Danny took to listenin’ at the dumb
waiter door worse than ever.

“  ‘Belle,’ he says, ‘now's my chance 
to find out the habits of them foreign
ers,’ he says. ‘I  found out already that 
they’re strong fo r the liquor store,’ he 
says, ‘fo r the lady up there hollers down 
to the delivery kid to fetch over a dozen 
bottles o f beer every day,’ he says.

“ '‘Danny,’ I  says, ‘you’re a old gos

sip,’ I  says. ‘Y o u  better keep away 
from that there dumb-waiter,’ I  says, 
‘o r you’ll be doin’ knittin’ next,’ I  says, 
‘and keepin’ a parrot.’

“ I t ’s all right, mister, fo r ladies to 
rubber in on their neighbors’ business, 
but it didn’t seem to me like men’s work, 
and I  didn’t like to see my husban’ get
tin ’ so femalish. I ’d ruther he’d keep 
in his proper spear, and kick about the 
meals and complain that he never could 
find no clean laundry. Listenin’ at the 
dumb-waiter looked the same to me as 
makin’ beds o r tellin’ the janitor’s wife 
what you think o f the lady across the 
hall. Some things, mister, belongs to 
ladies, and some things belongs to gen- 
t'nr'n. Yo u  know 'that as well as I  do."

The Boarder nodded.
“ I  get your point of view ,”  he said.
“ Yes,”  M rs. Sweeny assured him, 

“ that was m y point o f  view, all rig h t; 
but it turned out to be a disappoint of 
view, fo r my Danny never paid no 
attention to what I  said. I t  was him 
fo r that little chute; and, whenever he 
was to home, he hung round it steady 
as a drinkin’ man to a bottle o f rum. 
There wasn’t much talk goin’ up and 
down that he didn’t hear. Then, one 
evenin’, he come runnin’ in to where I  
was kinda puzzled.

“  ‘Say, Belle,’ he says, ‘the next time 
you see M rs. Gold D ollar Cohen,’ he 
says, ‘you ast her i f  them souls has to 
have a special kind of a diet,’ he says, 
‘to make ’em pufform.’

“  ‘W h y should I  ast her that, Danny ?’ 
I  says.

“  ‘B ’cause,’ he s&ys, ‘I  shouldn’t won
der if  the whole secret o f ’em journey
in ’ round,’ he says, ‘was the eatin’. M y  
gosh,’ he says, ‘if  somebody was to feed 
me and my soul on kippered herring,’ 
he says, ‘I ’m dead sure that the soul 
would quit me,’ he says, ‘and find some 
place where there was roast beef and 
chops and such things on the bill o f 
fare,’ he says.

“  ‘Danny,’ I  says, ‘what you d riv in ’ 
at?’ I  says.

“  ‘Be-lieve me,’ he says, ‘that guinea 
upstairs has sent out fo r kippered her
ring twice,’ he says. ‘I ’m beginnin’ to 
s’pect that he’s got the habit like Pete
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Marks. A nd  i f  He has got it, it’s a sure 
sign that he’s a crook. A in ’t Pete 
M arks a crook?’

“  ‘M ister, that husban’ o f  mine was 
sure a genius fo r reasonin’ out things. 
Yo u  couldn’t get ahead o f him. And, 
while he was talkin’, the more I  thought 
about what he said, the more sure I  got 
that the Umpah man was a crook. Re
spectable folks may eat kippered her
ring once in a while, the same as they 
can stay away from  church, o r  lie when 
it ’s necessary. But when a guy makes 
a habit o f , kippered herring, then you 
want to watch out fo r him, the same 
as you’d watch out fo r some party that 
was truthfu l only in spots.

“ Danny figgered it out like that, too; 
and mebby he wasn’t the steadfast regu
lar at the dumb-waiter door afterward.

“ A  couple o f days passed, with Danny 
listenin’ at that there dumb-waiter all 
the time he could spare away from  his 
business and the s’loons. A n d  then one 
mornin’ he come to me all excited.

“  ‘H in d u !’ he says, sarcastic as y o u . 
ever seen anybody. ‘H in d u !’

“ ‘Yo u  mean the man upstairs?’ I  
says.

“  ‘I  do that,’ he says. ‘A nd take it 
from  me, Belle, he ain’t no more H indu 
than a nickel-plated match box,’ he says.

“  ‘W ’at is he, then ?’ I  says.
“  ‘H e ’s Pete Marks,’ Danny says, 

‘loose from  a dyein’ establishment. I  
been thinkin’ all along that I  recognized 
that voice, yelpin’ fo r kippered herring,’ 
he says, ‘and just now I  got sure o f it. 
The feller up there was pannin’ out a 
delivery boy, and tellin’ him what good 
service they had down to F ifty-e ighth 
Street. Pete usta live there; and I  
know most darned well that it ’s him 
that hollers fo r them kippered herrings,’ 
Danny says. ‘ I  don’t need no better 
evidence than that nobody but Pete 
would holler fo r kippered herrings 
more’n once a month,’ he says. ‘Belle,’ 
he says, ‘what you think his graft is ?’

“ I  couldn’t answer that, mister, and 
neither could my husban’. But you can 
bet on it that Danny got on the dumb
waiter job like he was a sojer boy and 
all was silent along the Potomac. You 
could hardly pry him away from  the

little door. A nd , as I ’ve told you 
b’fore, he was one o f them real deter
mined m en; and I  knowed that Pete 
Marks would have to be smooth as a 
hard-boiled egg to keep what he was 
doin’ away from  my husban’.

“ Things run along like that a little 
while longer, Danny readin’ up on the 
Della Andrews case and prow lin ’ ’round 
the dumb-waiter door. W e was sittin’ 
in  the front room one night about ten 
o’clock, just dopin’ over nothin’ in put- 
ticular, w ’en my Jausban’ makes a quick 
trip  to the dumb-waiter. H e ’s gone 
about five minnits, and I ’m beginnin’ to 
think up a good call-down to hand him 
fo r his old-lady habits, w ’en back he 
comes, and there’s a serious look in his 
eyes.

“  ‘Belle,’ he says, ‘somethin’ is startin’ 
upstairs,’ he says. ‘There ’s loud talk 
goin’ o n ; but I  can’t hear it ve ry  plain, 
b’cause they got their dumb-waiter door 
shut tight,’ he says.

“  ‘W ell,’ I  says, ‘let ’em alone,’ I  says. 
‘Fam ’lies has got a right to start some
thin’ onct in a while,’ I  says. ‘I t ’s part 
o f happy married life ,’ I  says.

“ But Danny couldn’t see it that way.
“  ‘Belle,’ he says, ‘it ain’t no secret a 

tall,’ he says, ‘that I  don’t like the looks 
o f matters up there,’ he says. ‘I ’m goin’ 
to get satisfied in my mind what’s bein’ 
brung off,’ he says.

“ A nd w ith them words, he ducks back 
to that there chute, and opens the door 
wide. I  followed him, and what does 
he do but pull up the little elevator and 
climb on the top o f it.

“  ‘Danny,’ I  says, ‘quit that there 
foolishness. I f  some one would see 
you,’ I  says, ‘you’d get shot fo r bein’ a 
burglar,’ I  says. But he wouldn’t hear 
w ’at I  was savin’. H e  catched hold of 
the rope and pulled hisself up to the 
Markses’ floor. Then the elevator 
stopped, and I  stood there, lookin’ up 
with my heart in my mouth, like a 
Swiss-cheese sandwich, and hopin’ to 
John that nothin’ tum ble would hap
pen.”

M rs. Sweeny paused here to note 
whether o r not the Boarder was prop
erly interested.

“ D id anything happen?” he asked.
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“ W ell,”  she said, “ I ’ll tell you about 
it. Danny wasn’t a man to crab some
body’s act w ’en it was only pickin’ pock
ets o r some legitimate line o f crook 
business. But Pete M arks was goin’ 
too' strong fo r him. . W ’en Danny got 
up to the dumb-waiter door that opened 
into Pete’s apartment, he could hear a 
argument that had got off to a good 
start. A  lady that wasn’t M rs. Marks 
was sayin’ :

“  ‘S ir, I  tell you plainly that I  am 
beginnin’ to distrust you. A lso I  have 
come to the conclusion that I  am forci
bly detained here.’ - *

“ Pete, he says: ‘Madam, such is not 
the case. Yo u  can go w ’enever you 
want t o ; but I  advise you not to be 
hasty. Y o u r soul, as you know, is now 
puffec’ly  satisfied in the body of M rs. 
Jennie Trom m er, o f Boise C ity .’

“  ‘So you say,’ the lady says; ‘but I  
ain’t so su re ^  I  feel that I ’m wakin’ up. 
Here you’ve Kept me in this apartment 
and prevented communication with the 
outside world, and I  don’t like the looks 
of it. Y o u ’ve exerted some peculiar in
fluence over me— hypnotism, perhaps—  
but now I  am coinin’ to myself. I  de
mand my release.’

“ Pete wasn’t fo r that, a tall.
“  ‘Miss Andrews,’ he says, ‘you know 

puffecly well that you’ll never be real 
happy till you get your soul back. And 
while it’s residin’ in M rs. Trom m er, and 
she’s satisfied with life, there’s nothin’ 
doin’. Y o u ’d better follow my advice. 
Pay over to me ten thousand dollars 
and I ’ll work out my plan. I ’ll start 
a rival groc’ry  store in the same block 
where Trom m er’s got his. I ’ll under
sell him and drive him out of business. 
Then M rs. Trom mer, not bein’ able to 
get the bonnets and shawls she wants, 
like she’s gettin’ now, is goin’ to be 
cross, and pan out her husban’ and feel 
abused. She’ll be so darned discon
tented that your soul won’t be able to

live with her, and w ill come back to 
you. I t  b’longs in you, and not the soul 
o f that Broadway show g irl that you’re 
wearin’ now. D o  w ’at I  say, Miss A n 
drews, and all w ill be peaceful with 
you.’

“ Be-lieve me, mister, that looked like 
the limit to Danny. H e  couldn’t stand 
fo r it. So he just busted in the dumb
waiter door, jumped into the apartment, 
and faced them people that was there. 
They was Pete, and his wife, and Della 
Andrews. ’And you can just bet that 
they was su’prised.'

“  ‘Miss Andrews,’ says Danny, ‘you 
don’t know m e; but you can just lay 
down a little bet that w ’at I ’m goin’ to 
hand you is the truth. Th is  here man, 
all dyed up and dressed dizzy, like you 
see him, is nothin’ but a crook and a 
faker. H is  name is Pete Marks. Come 
along with me, and I ’ll show you his 
police record down to headquarters,’ he 
says. ‘M y  name is Dan Sweeny, and 
I ’m a hon’rable bookmaker follerin’ the 
races,’ he says, ‘from  Saratoga to Noo 
Orleans,’ he says.

“ The girl looked at Danny a minnit, 
then she turns to Pete:

“ ‘I  shall follow this man’s advice,’ 
she says, ‘and leave this apartment un
der his pertection.’

“ Pete looked my Danny over, and 
says: ‘I  didn’t think it o f you,
Sweeny,’ he says.

“  ‘I  could think anything of you,’ says 
Danny. And with that he leads the 
way to the door, and took Della out. I t  
didn’t take very long to get a cab fo r 
her, and she went home.”

“ W hat became of the Markses?” 
asked the Boarder.

“ They moved that night,”  M rs. 
Sweeny explained. “ Later on, we 
found that they had went to the sea
shore, where folks took the dye fo r tan. 
Yo u  see,” she finished, “ Pete, as I  said, 
was uncommon in his methods.”

You’ve seen those merry-eyed fellows who stick their 
heads through a hole in a sheet and invite you to hit 
them with a baseball—if you can. Dan Sweeny was 
once a ball-dodger of that type. You’ll hear about It fn 
the next Popular, out two weeks hepce, November 25tb



His Mother's Doughnuts
By Ralph D. Paine

A uthor o f  “ The P rod igy," “ The H eart o f  Peter B u rn ham ," Etc.

Doughnuts and pies are not usually prescribed for nerve food*
But here is a case where they worked wonders on a varsity 
football team and put an ambitious youngster back in the game

ST U A R T  W H I T N E Y  was playing 
a slashing game at guard on the 
Yale eleven. In  appearance he 
was all that a powerful young 

athlete ought to be. H is  shoulders 
were quite like those which adorn the 
widely advertised “ college clothes,”  his 
ch'in was determined enough to fit the 
profile o f a Gibson man, and as fo r 
height he could have looked a D u  
M aurier g irl squarely between the eyes. 
In  short, he was a proper hero for a 
story, fo r he had a modest opinion of 
himself, and his manners were pleasing.

The  football coaches had watched 
him carefully through his freshman 
year, and were convinced that he had 
brains and that indispensable quality 
known as “ sand.”  Therefore, when he 
reported fo r practice at the beginning 
of his fall term as a sophomore, W h it
ney was admitted to the exclusive com
pany o f the varsity squad and training 
table.

I t  was a bruising season in Ya le  
football annals. Most of the veterans 
had been graduated, and the new ma
terial was green and unsteady. The 
coaches were overanxious, and they 
drove the men harder than was wise. 
That experienced trainer, M ike M o rri
son, was vigilant le st' their physical 
condition be whetted to too fine an 
edge, and kept his eye open fo r symp
toms of overtraining.
. There seemed no reason to w o rry  
about Stuart W hitney, however, fo r he 
looked so hale and rugged that he fa irly  
set the pace fo r the rest o f the rush 
line, and played his opponents o f the 
second eleven to a standstill.

N ow , the truth was that, this young 
cyclone of a guard was only nineteen 
years o f  age and had grown exceed
ingly fast, but because of his splendid 
physique a man’s . work was expected 
o f him, and he demanded it o f him
self. I t  happened quite naturally that 
by the middle o f the playing season he 
began to feel the strain, although he 
failed to comprehend wha#ailed him.

H e  was unable to switch his thoughts 
from  football. Th e  team formations,- 
the signals, the tactics o f his own posi
tion, his mistakes, the chiding of the 
coaches, churned together in his mind 
by day and night. H e  dreaded the 
daily practice, but when the time came 
to take the field he got a grip  on him
self, and displayed his customary prow 
ess. H e  kept his anxious, unhappy 
cogitations to himself, taking it for 
granted that the other men o f the team 
must be in a similar state o f mind, and 
afraid o f showing the white feather by 
telling his troubles to the trainer. H is  
roommate surmised that things were 
going rather wrong, and asked one 
n ig h t;

“ A ren ’t they working you a bit too 
hard, Stuart, old man? I  am no foot
ball expert, but I ’ve trotted out to the 
field almost every afternoon to watch 
the practice, and I ’ve never seen you 
out o f the game fo r a minute.”

The  varsity guard was scowling at a 
penciled diagram o f a “ tackle shift” 
formation, but he brightened to answer 
with assumed heartiness:

“ O h, I ’m husky enough to stand it, 
Jack. Y o u  see, I  need a lot o f ham
mering into shape before the Princeton
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and H arvard  games, and as the biggest 
man in the line the coaches aren’t going 
to coddle me. W hat makes you think I  
am stale?”

“ O h, your nerves are jum py at times, 
and you talk in your sleep and fight 
you r pillow ,”  quoth Jack. “ But I  didn’t 
intend to make you w o rry  about your
self. A s  long as M ike M orrison con
siders you fit, it is none of my busi
ness, I  suppose.”

W hitney smiled cheerfully, and re
assured his chum :

“ M y  appetite fo r training-table grub 
isn’t quite as keen as it was, but my 
weight keeps up pretty well, and I  hit 
the line hard i f  I  do say it myself. 
V a rs ity  football is always a good deal 
o f a strain, I  imagine, and I  am a new 
hand at the game. I t  w ill come easier 
next year.”

The  other man nodded somewhat 
dubiously, and returned to his books, 
while the athlete tramped downstairs 
for a walk before bedtime. H e was 
restless, and his head ached. The  game 
against West Point was*only a week 
away, and the stalwart cadet against 
whom he would be pitted had been 
named in the A ll-A m erica  eleven of 
the preceding year.

F o r the first time, Stuart W hitney 
was conscious of being afraid of foot
ball. He tried to fight it down, but in 
his heart lurked the vague, unmanly 
hope that he might bedisabled before 
the West Point game. A nd  the realiza
tion o f this dreadful attack of cow
ardice afflicted him with such profound 
melancholy that tears came to his eyes.

Having, at length, rid  himself o f the 
specter o f fear, he was surprised to 
find that the melancholy still lingered. 
H e  felt sad, without knowing quite 
why. A nd , more than this, he became 
suddenly, acutely homesick. Just to be 
fa r away from the football field, to loaf 
at his ease in the dear, old-fashioned 
house among his own people, who never 
blackguarded and scolded him— why, 
the thought o f it  made him gulp and 
dig his fists in his eyes.

F o r  some time he walked through 
quiet, darkened streets, ashamed and 
surprised at his singular moods, and

drifted back to the campus, still haunt
ed by thoughts o f home.

N e xt morning these phantoms 
seemed to have fled. Strong and re
freshed, he strode to the training-table 
quarters fo r breakfast, and was glad 
to meet his comrades o f the loyal fel
lowship o f the eleven. H e  was one of 
them, a picked man, chosen to uphold 
the honor and traditions o f his college. 
I t  was something to be immensely 
proud o f ; it was worth fighting for, and 
he wasn’t going to be a sniveling kid 
and disgrace himself and the team.

W ith  these bracing reflections, W h it
ney surveyed the hearty breakfast fare, 
but his execution was feeble. H is  
gorge rose at sight o f the oatmeal, po
tatoes, and rare steaks, which the other 
men consumed w ith such healthy ardor. 
H e  was suddenly tired o f this food, and 
he only picked at it. The  captain was 
in haste to meet one o f the coaches be
fore chapel, and he failed to notice the 
guard’s lack of appetite.

“ I  suppose I  ought to see M ike M o r
rison and tell him I ’rh off my feed this 
morning,”  W hitney said to himself. 
“ A nd I  do feel sort o f disinclined to 
think o f the next meal. But maybe I ’ll 
round to during the forenoon.”

H e  felt his v igor slacken through the 
next few hours, and he frequently 
yawned, but this he laid to the stuffy 
a ir of the classrooms. W hen he strolled 
into the dressing room o f the athletic 
house at the field, M ike M orrison scru
tinized him, but observed nothing un
usual in his appearance or demeanor. 
The  Herculean young guard was on 
the point o f confessing his troubles, but 
the fu ll back just then thumped him on 
the back, and exclaimed laughingly:

“ Yo u  old horse, y o u ! The  rest of 
us look pale and careworn, but you 
thrive on this m an-killing slavery. N o 
danger o f your going stale, is there?”

The  guard smiled and nodded. H is  
anxiety must be a false alarm. H e went 
to his locker, and pulled out his grim y, 
stained, football clothes. W ithout 
warning, he was seized w ith a sort o f 
nervous trembling which frightened 
him, and fear again clutched at his 
heart.

147
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H e could not bear to reveal such 
shameful emotions. The  weakness 
passed, and he followed his comrades, 
who romped across the tu rf to the play
ing field.

A  famous guard o f other days had 
returned to help the coaches. T h is  hero 
was none other than the formidable 
“ Pudge” Osterhaus, who had been fo r 
four years the terror o f all his foemen. 
H e grinned amiably at sight o f Stuart 
W hitney, and announced his intention 
o f taking the youngster in  hand and 
showing him a few things.

W hitney was pained to note that the 
gigantic veteran had donned football 
clothes, and was prepared to take his 
place in the rush line o f the second 
eleven.

Pudge Osterhaus was not a brutal 
player, but he was rough and hard, and 
he had been trained in a school which 
believed that football was no sport fo r 
mollycoddles. A lthough several years 
had passed since his graduation, he was 
still sound o f wind and tough of mus
cle, and he was painstakingly anxious 
to aid in the education o f young W h it
ney at guard.

The  latter played m anfully during 
the earlier scrimmages, breaking 
through and blocking w ith a dash and 
intelligence which caused Osterhaus to 
grunt approval. But the youngster was 
playing on his nerves. Something had 
gone wrong w ith  his endurance, yet he 
had no notion o f quitting.

A t  length the veteran sent him 
sprawling by means o f a crafty, side
long thrust, and as he fell the flying 
arm of the runner smote W hitney on 
the nose and made it bleed. H e  rolled 
over, sat up, held his smarting nose in 
his fist, and, to his own acute astonish
ment, began to weep. Th e  other men 
waited, eying him curiously, and one of 
the coaches asked:

“ Is your nose broken? Better let 
M ike look at it.”

Stuart W hitney, who had come to the 
end of his tether, looked up through his 
tears, and blubbered:

“ No, my nose isn’t broken. B -but I  
guess I  have p-played out.”

“ Nonsense! Show your sand. Y o u ’re

the deuce o f a picture o f a Yale  varsity 
gu a rd !”  sharply spoke up Osterhaus. 
“ D o you want us to telephone fo r a 
nurse and a baby carriage?”

Alas, the disgraced athlete' could not 
ra lly  in  the face of such an insult as 
th is ! H e  felt queerly unlike himself. 
There  was neither shame nor resent
ment in his mind, only tearful sadness. 
W hat he wanted to say would sound 
incredibly foolish, but he could not help 
saying it. H is  accents were broken as 
he exclaimed:

“ I  want to go home. I  can’t play 
any more football. I  want some of my 
mother’s pie and doughnuts. There 
isn’t anything else in the world that 
w ill make me feel right again. A nd 
I ’m going to have ’em if  I  get fired 
from  the team fo r it.”

Some o f the players laughed uproari
ously, but the captain and M ike M o r
rison put their heads together in hasty 
consultation, after which the trainer 
said w ith a troubled a ir :

“ Yo u  trot over to the house and 
change you r clothes, W hitney, and then 
you take a hack and go to the campus 
and pack a bag. Y o u  are bound home 
on the next train out o f New  Haven, 
and you stay there and eat mother’s 
pie and doughnuts until you hear from 
me.”

W ith  never a glance behind him, the 
youngster trotted from the field, and 
his face was shining with happiness.

M ike M orrison turned to the captain, 
and observed in his most serious 
m anner:

“ Th is  breakdown is up to me, I  sup
pose. The boy is badly overtrained, 
and he just went to pieces without any 
warning. But how was I  to see it com
ing? H e  looked as fit as a brick house, 
and he hasn’t complained of feeling 
wrong since the season began. H is  
mother’s pie and doughnuts! W ell, 
well, let him have ’em. W e ’ll have 
him back here in a week, ready to play 
fo r his life. When they go stale, it 
catches ’em all sorts o f ways. But this 
is a new wrinkle. I  suppose he 
brooded over pie and doughnuts be
cause they were forbidden at the train
ing table. A nd it made him homesick.”
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Th e  grizzled trainer o f many genera
tions o f Yale  athletes was a psycholo
gist after his own fashion, and he knew 
better' than to poke fun at the whim
sical, childish yearning o f Stuart W h it
ney after his mother’s pie and dough
nuts. The  confession had been sym
bolistic. Th e  boy wanted something as 
different from  the football routine as 
possible. A n d  M ike M orrison was suf
ficiently sensible and experienced to hu
mor him.

A s fo r the fugitive himself, he lost 
no time in taking his departure fo r a 
small city on the upper Delaware R iver. 
D uring the overnight journey, his emo
tions were harrowed by the conviction 
that he had humiliated himself beyond 
words and that he was probably viewed 
at Yale as a social and athletic outcast. 
H e  bought a New Y o rk  morning news
paper in the train, and winced at sight 
of a spicy headline:

Y A L E  V A R S IT Y  G U A R D  CRIES F O R  
M O T H E R ’S D O U G H N U TS

“ I  shall never hear the last o f it ,”  he 
ruefully reflected, “ but, anyhow, while 
there's life there’s hope, and I  may 
play guard in the big games, after all. 
I t  depends on how fast I  get into con
dition again, so the worst thing I  can 
do is to mope and hold post-mortems. 
But, great Scott, that was an ex
traordinary perform ance!”

A nd the saner he became as he drew 
nearer home, the more inexplicable it 
seemed. H e  was no longer a boy, but 
a man, in his own estimation. H e  stood 
six feet tw o in his stockings, and 
weighed two hundred and four pounds 
when in fighting trim. A nd  he had 
wept because Pudge Osterhaus tapped 
him on the nose, and he had demanded 
his mother’s pie and doughnuts as the 
only solace the world could offer!

I t  would have comforted him to hear 
M ike M orrison’s diagnosis o f the case, 
but the fact that he was going home had 
power to chase football from  the weary 
brain o f the overtrained guard, and 
when the train halted at the Ballard- 
vale Station, he had begun to think life 
worth living.

H e  had telegraphed his father o f his 
coming, and thak genial man, a physi
cian by profession, was waiting w ith the 
fam iliar sorrel mare and hooded buggy. 
Th e  son overtopped him by a foot o r 
so as they shook hands.

“ Y o u  needn’t explain, Stuart,” brisk
ly  interrupted the doctor, as the son 
began to stammer his singular story. 
“ A  telegram came from  vour head 
coach this morning, and I  t(x>k the lib
erty o f reading it. H e  orders you to 
quit w orrying, loaf, and play, and fill 
up on pie and doughnuts until further 
notice. M other is in the kitchen filling 
the order. So you tried to do too much, 
eh?”

“ I t  looks that way, sir. I  didn’t 
know what was the matter w ith  me un
til I  sort o f wilted and made an ass of 
myself.”

“ U m -m ! I  had a patient once, a 
business man— he looked as strong as 
an o x ,” began the father. “ But, pshaw! 
what is the use o f telling old stories? 
Y o u  were tired, and you needed a dose 
o f home.”

Th ey drove at a rapid gait to the 
rambling house overlooking the river. 
The  athlete’s mother was on the porch 
to greet her youngest son, ready to pet 
and baby and spoil him to his heart’s 
content. Pie caught her up in his arms, 
and carried her into the hall, where, 
lo and behold, a pan o f crisp, warm 

/doughnuts was conspicuous upon, a 
small table.

W ith  a great, boyish laugh, he kissed 
her, and then demolished a doughnut 
with two bites. She ran to summon the 
motherly cook, who had grown gray 
in the service o f the household, and the 
tw o women returned with a tray of 
ju icy, flaky pies as E xh ib it B.

“ Here, I  don’t want to die o f the 
colly-wobbles in my little insides!” ex
claimed the son. “ Better lock ’em up 
and deal them to me one at a time. M y , 
oh, my, but I  am glad to be hom e!”

Th e  mother needed no explanation 
whatever. Stuart had been brutally^ 
treated by the football tyrants of Yale. 
Because he was so big and strong and 
handsome they had tried to make him 
play the game fo r the whole team. A nd
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when he was worn out, he had turned 
to his mother, which was just what she 
expected him to do.

A ll that first day at home, he lounged 
and chatted and slept at intervals, and 
managed to let football d rift into the 
background o f his thoughts. I t  was 
luxurious to be untrammeled, rid  o f the 
strain and stress o f the playing field, 
away from the incessant talk about the 
game.

N ext morning, however, after fou r
teen hours o f unvexed sleep, the Yale 
guard was like a giant refreshed, and 
announced his intention o f going out to 
find some of his old friends.

“ Sally Ryder has come back from 
California,”  said his mother. “ Th is  is 
her first visit home since she went out 
there to take care o f that invalid aunt 
o f hers two years ago. She is quite the 
young lady now.”

“ She must be eighteen or so by this 
time,” remarked Stuart, w ith percepti
ble interest. “ Is  she a good looker? 
She was an awful gawk as a little g irl.”

“ I  think Sally is almost a beauty,”  
answered his mother, “ but you blase 
young college men are very critical.”

“ I  may look her up,”  said he. “ I  
suppose that kid brother o f hers is in 
the high school. H e  used to torment 
the life  out o f her.”

“ Yes, D ick Ryder is still a high- 
school student, but I  imagine that he is 
too busy to tease Sally. H e  was elected 
captain o f the school football team this 
fa ll.”

The Yale guard was convalescing so 
rapidly that he pricked up his ears at 
this, and declared, to the consternation 
o f his m other:

“ I  may drop around to see them prac
tice this afternoon. Perhaps the boys 
would appreciate it i f  I  should offer to 
coach them a bit.”

“ But football is tabooed!”  cried she.
“ O h, this would be only play fo r 

me,”  he explained. “ A nd it is an excel
lent symptom. Y o u r pie and dough
nuts have already worked wonders.”

In  the course o f a leisurely pilgrim 
age among the pleasant residence 
streets o f Ballardvale, he chanced, at 
length, to discern at a distance a young

person o f an aspect fam iliar yet agree
ably strange. Sally R yder had indeed 
outgrown her commonplace girlhood, 
and was w orthy o f notice, even by a 
Yale sophomore. She was so slim and 
tall and dignified that he was quite flut
tered by this meeting, which seemed to 
cause her no responsive emotion.

“ W h y, how do you do, Stuart?” said 
she, offering him a small, gloved hand, 
which was quite lost in the depths o f 
his manly fist. “ I  supposed that you 
were in college. H o w  can the football 
team spare you, right in the middle o f 
the season?”

She was so very self-possessed that 
he became grandly formal in turn, and 
vouchsafed:

“ I  was ordered home fo r a few days’ 
vacation, Sally— er— I  mean Miss 
R yder.”

“ But you are looking aw fu lly well, 
M r. W hitney. I  hope you were not 
sent home by the faculty.”

H e looked sulky at this, but there 
was some satisfaction in discovering 
that she had not heard the ignominious 
story o f his enforced absence.

“ O h , the faculty had nothing to do 
w ith it,”  he replied. “ The  trainer and 
the head coach thought I  was over
trained, you know. I  expect to play 
against H arvard .”

A t  this the demeanor o f the attrac
tive young person became positively 
haugthy as she declaimed:

“ I  expect to see the game, and I  shall 
cheer fo r H a rva rd .”

“ W h a t! W h y, I  thought you were a 
true-blue Yale g irl I” exclaimed the 
young man, honestly surprised and 
shocked. “ W hen did you change 
colors ?”

“ W hile I  was liv ing  in California. I  
met a number o f very charming H a r
vard men, and they persuaded me to 
change my allegiance. There  is so much 
more culture and polish at H arvard , 
don’t you know.”

Stuart turned very red, and glowered 
at the unoffending landscape. H e  tried 
to think o f an adequately biting retort, 
but could only grum ble:

“ So you have been listening to the 
silly nonsense about H arvard  gentlemen
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and Yale  muckers. I t  seems to me that 
liv ing  in California didn’t do you a 
whole lot o f good.”

M iss Sally R yder deigned not to 
bandy words, but bade him a crisp 
good morning, and went her way, ob
serving to herse lf:

“ I  really had to put him in his place. 
These varsity athletes expect all the 
girls to lose their heads over them.. But 

* he has grown to be a perfectly stunning- 
looking chap. W h y  didn’t he stand up 
fo r Yale and scold me fo r being so 
horrid ?”

Th e  flaunting disloyalty o f this im
pertinent young person made Stuart 

' W hitney feel rather unhappy. She was 
by all odds the most attractive g ir l in 
town, and further acquaintance might 
make his vacation exceedingly enjoy
able.

G irls were contrary creatures; one 
had to humor their whims, and he could 
argue her out o f this absurd bias to
ward H arvard . I t  would be good policy 
to begin the campaign by showing a 
friendly interest in her young brother, 
Dick, captain o f the high-school eleven 
and an ardent champion o f Yale, which 
he was preparing to enter. Therefore, 
Stuart W hitney betook himself in the 
early afternoon to the school grounds.

A  group o f lads o f assorted sizes had 
begun to practice signal drill, and 
among them the Yale athlete recognized 
the sturdy figure o f the brother o f Miss 
Sally Ryder.

A s W hitney sauntered near, they be
gan to laugh and whisper among them
selves, and stood waiting, but not with 
the air o f respectful admiration which 
so renowned a campus hero might rea
sonably expect.

W hitney felt that they were regard
ing him w ith critical disapproval. I t  
was perfectly absurd, o f course, but he 
was distinctly uncomfortable as he 
moved nearer and said cordially to the 
captain o f the team:

“ Hello, D ick ! H o w  are things? 
Pretty good-looking lot o f  material you 
have there. H o w  are they playing?”

D ick R yder walked slowly away from 
his comrades until he could talk beyond 
earshoj: o f  them. H e  discussed his

eleven rather absent-mindedly, and his 
boyish face reflected serious concern. 
I t  required a good deal o f courage fo r 
him to confess what lay so heavy on 
his mind, but, after a false start o r two, 
he blurted h u rrie d ly :

“ I ’m a terrib ly strong rooter fo r 
Yale, you know that, and the fellows 
have been guying me, and I ’d like to 
talk it over w ith you as man to man.” 

“ W hat in  the w orld are you driving 
at?”  asked W hitney, w ith an amused 
smile.

“ W ell, one o f my team got hold o f a 
N ew  Y o rk  paper, and it had a story 
about you,”  faltered the lad. “ I t  said 
that you lost you r sand on the field 
when Pudge Osterhaus stood you on 
you r head. A nd— and you cried fo r 
some o f you r mother’s doughnuts and 
all that sort o f thing. A ll you have to 
do is deny it, and I ’ll make the fellows 
quit their talk"if I  have to fight ’em one 
at a time.”

W hitney was angry, then touched by 
the loyalty o f this youthfu l follower of 
Yale. I t  wasz preposterous that he 
should have to defend himself in the 
eyes o f these high-school youths, but 
he explained w ith tolerant patience:

“ I t  was a case of overtraining, Dick. 
I  shall be back at guard on the Yale 
team next week. I  just went stale, 
without realizing it.”

D ick R yder nodded gravely, and ex
claimed :

“ Th a t’s what I  told the fellows. But 
they can’t imagine a Yale varsity 
guard doing that sort o f thing. I  
thought it was a newspaper fake. Say, 
I  have been aw fu lly  careful to keep it 
from my sister Sally. She has switched 
over to H arvard . G irls are fickle that 
way. She would pester me to death.” 

Th e  persistency o f this boyish in
quisitor nettled W hitney, and he flung 
back rather peevishly:

“ W hat difference can it make to me 
what you young tadpoles think about 
anything ? I  was going to offer to coach 
you fo r two o r three days, but it looks 
as if  I  were not appreciated.”

Sadly and reproachfully, D ick R yder 
m urm ured:
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“ Then, it ’s true. Y o u  did cry  fo r 
mother’s doughnuts right in the middle 
of a Yale game, on the Ya le  field. O f  
course, I  think it  would be a great p riv i
lege to have you coach us, but--------- ”

“ I  have a good mind to give you a 
sound spanking!”  roared W hitney. 
“ W hat do you know about varsity foot
ball? A s  fo r your sister, you may tell 
her whatever you like. Apparently she 
doesn’t want to hear anything good o f 
a Yale man.”

W ith  this, the injured W hitney 
turned his back on the accusatory 
group, and stalked away, hot and sulky. 
H e  wished to have nothing whatever to 
do with the fascinating but disloyal 
Sally Ryder, and, as fo r her “ kid 
brother,” he was a presumptuous, ig 
norant young nuisance.

The fates so ordered it, however, 
that when Stuart sallied forth in the 
evening o f this same day to favor an
other g irl with the light o f his pres
ence, he encountered in her house the 
fa ir Sally herself, who seemed in no 
h urry  to depart. The  manner o f the 
athlete was perceptibly distraught, and 
he was far from  brilliant company.

W hile  he gloomily speculated as to 
whether she had read that hateful news
paper article, she solved the problem 
by remarking w ith m irthfu l mischief in 
her eyes:

“ I  am sure M r. W hitney is dying fo r 
some homemade doughnuts, Sue. Have 
you any in the pantry ?”

The other g irl was properly dis
pleased, and replied severely: “ H o w
horrid  o f you, S a lly ! Stuart is try ing 
to forget football while he is at home.”

“ So you have heard the sad story,”  
said W’hitney, try ing  to look cheerful. 
“ And I  suppose you think I  am a sand
less cry-baby and a disgrace to the Yale 
eleven.”

“ O h, I  should never be rude enough 
to intimate such things,”  sweetly re
turned Sally Ryder. “ The  incident 
must have made amusing reading at 
H arvard . M y  poor brother D ick is in 
the most distressful state o f mind. I t  
is such fun teasing him. Really, M r. 
W hitney, I  am as sympathetic as can 
be.”

There followed more gentle but 
stinging raillery, which the badgered 
athlete was powerless to parry. H is  
evening spoiled, he made an early ex
cuse to depart, and wandered through 
the streets fo r some time before re
turning home, where he was determined 
to keep his troubles to himself.

T o  have a g irl, and a very pretty one, 
think him sandless, was a bitter thought 
indeed. W ait until the H a rva rd  game, 
he savagely reflected, and he would 
show her what Yale sand was lik e ! A t  
this moment his intentions toward his 
opponent o f the H a rva rd  rush line fell 
little short o f manslaughter.

N e xt morning this injured young 
man announced to his doting mother 
that he needed exercise to keep him fit, 
and that he felt like taking a long walk 
over the river-va lley road. Th e  autumn 
a ir was bracing, and even an athlete, 
who had been injured in the region of 
his feelings, could not be content to 
sulk in idleness.

H e  struck out from  the town with a 
lusty, swinging stride, which easily 
covered mile after mile, and his heart 
rejoiced to find how fit o f wind and 
limb he was. H is  nerves were no longer 
overtaut, there was no such thing as 
fear in the world , and h^ was hungry 
fo r the headlong, hammering toil o f the 
football field.

Leaving the turnpike, he swung off 
through a less-traveled road, which he 
remembered led to the falls o f the Bear 
R iver and the property o f the extensive 
paper mills situated in the heart of the 
h illy  forest country. i

A s Stuart W hitney rounded a curve 
o f a lonely and heavily wooded part o f 
this road, a startling spectacle abruptly 
confronted him.

A  buckboard and pair o f horses had 
been halted by several swarthy, un
kempt men who had rushed from am
bush an instant before W hitney beheld 
them. T w o  were clinging to the bits o f 
the frightened horses, and at least fou r 
others were attacking the gray-bearded 
driver and a younger companion.

F o r a moment o r so, the melee raged 
almost in silence. The  highwaymen 
cried briefly to one another in some fo r
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eign tongue, but they did not use the 
revolvers which gleamed in their hands.

Th e  younger man in the buckboard 
caught up a rifle from  the floor o f the 

' vehicle, but so suddenly had he been 
surprised that the hand-to-hand strug
gle was raging before he could make 
room to use it.

W hitney stood stock-still fo r an in 
stant. Th e  scene was unreal, incredi
ble. I t  was more like a moving-picture 
film than anything else. Then he rec
ognized the gray-bearded man in the 
buckboard as old M a jo r Robbins, pay
master o f the paper mills, and he un
derstood the situation. The  prize at 
stake was the currency, thousands o f 
dollars, in those battered old leather 
bags o f his which he was carrying from 
the bank in Ballardvale.

The  youth who had been afraid o f 
the W est Point eleven and who had 
cried fo r his mother’s doughnuts, hesi
tated no longer than was required for 
him to gather his wits together and 
wrench a split hickory rail from  the top 
o f the nearest fence.

Even as he did so, he heard a pistol 
shot, and M a jo r Robbins reeled side- 
wise with a crippled arm.

The doughty old paymaster was a 
dear friend o f Stuart’s father. Im 
mense wrath and indignation made the 
athlete oblivious of the odds. The  as
sailants were ready to do murder if  
necessary. One o f them fired again 
just as W hitney broke into his lone 
charge. H is  mouth opened without 
conscious effort, and he emitted a ter- 
r ific 'w ar whoop as he ran.

The noise of it was disconcerting. I t  
so startled the busy highwaymen that 
they turned with one accord and faced 
this reenforcement; T w o  or three fired 
at him, but their aim was wild.

The paymaster’s companion took in 
stant advantage o f the diversion by 
wrenching free his ififle, clubbing it, 
and bringing the stock down upon the 
head of the nearest ruffian with a skull
cracking thump.

The fence rail in the hands o f the 
brawny collegian was a weapon capa
ble o f much damage. Th e  foreigners, 
most o f them undersized fellows, had

no stomach fo r engaging this fo r
midable adversary at close quarters. H e  
fell upon them like a modern Hercules, 
first knocking heels over head the ras
cal who had M a jo r Robbins by the 
throat, and then stretching another who 
was shooting with shaky, futile aim.

Th e  tables were turned in a. tw ink
ling. Those unhurt began to scatter 
toward the shelter o f the wToods, while 
W hitney stormed after this one and 
that.

Presently he gave up the pursuit, and 
returned to aid the paymaster and help 
secure the disabled highwaymen. Three 
o f  them, considerably damaged, were 
laid out under a tree by the roadside, 
after which M a jo r Robbins, grinning 
joyously in his gray beard, announced 
w ith tremendous emphasis:

“ Stuart, my boy, you are a chip o f 
the old block. Y o u r daddy and your 
college ought to be proud o f you. I t  
would be absolutely asinine fo r me to 
waste time thanking you. Yo u  are a 
doctor’s son. Suppose you tie my arm 
up as well as you can until I  get to 
the mills. I t  doesn’t seem to be broken,, 
thank G o d ! The  bullet numbed it, and 
I  have lost considerable blood.”

T h is  business Stuart attended to with 
creditable deftness, after which it was 
agreed that he should remain to guard 
the prisoners, while the paymaster and 
his companion resumed the journey to 
the mills w ith  the precious leather bags. 
A  crowd o f men would be sent back as 
quickly as possible to carry the captured 
bandits to the ja il at Ballardvale.

“ A n d  how did yoff drop down from 
Yale in the precise nick o f time?” de
manded the doughty old paymaster, as 
he was about to drive off.

W hitney wiped his dripping, dusty 
face, and answered with a sheepish 
sm ile:

“ I  lost my sand playing football, 
major, and sat down and cried, right 
in the middle o f a game, fo r some of 
mother’s pie and doughnuts. So they 
sent me home to get my nerve back.”  

Th e  paymaster guffawed at this, and 
cried by way o f fa rew ell:

“ Stuff and nonsense! Better take 
gome o f those doughnuts back to the
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rest o f the Ya le  team. I ’ll see you 
again soon.”

W ith  a captured revolver in his fist, 
W hitney stood guard over the sorry, 
subdued captives fo r an hour o r more. 
H e  surmised that they were a band o f 
desperadoes recruited from  among the 
Slavs o f the hard-coal country o f Penn
sylvania, who had invaded this region 
fo r the particular purpose o f holding 
up the paymaster’s treasure. Inasmuch 
as they spoke little English, and were 
at present in no sociable mood, the 
time dragged heavily.

A t  length, a party arrived in hot 
haste from  the mills— with them the 
president o f the company, who hap
pened to be inspecting the forest prop
erties. H e  was effusively grateful, and 
promised a munificent reward, which 
the hero declined w ith  boyish embar
rassment.

“ But M a jo r Robbins had twelve 
thousand dollars in the buckboard!”  ex
claimed the portly gentleman. “ Y o u  
must accept salvage. A t  any rate, I  
insist that you go back to the mills with 
me and have luncheon. I  simply must 
hear the details o f this tremendous 
battle.”

“ Thank you,”  said Stuart. “ I  want 
to see M a jo r Robbins before I  go home, 
and hear what your doctor has to say 
about his wound.”

The president o f the company was a 
gentleman who believed in publicity, 
and this time his motives were genu
inely unselfish. A  little later he fu r 
nished the afternoon newspaper o f Ba l- 
lardvale with a detailed account o‘f  the 
affair, holding the telephone line fo r 
half an hour o r more, while he made 
the editor sit up and blink.

Reporters went scurrying out to the 
mills, while others stormed the ja il to 
see the prisonefs. T h e  heroic conduct 
o f the Yale athlete was the dramatic 
feature o f the story. I t  made a tre
mendous sensation, and W hitney was 
actually afraid to go home. H e  lin 
gered well into the afternoon, chatting 
with the president and M a jo r Robbins, 
before he could muster courage to re
turn to Ballardvale. „

“ From  what we hear over the

phone,”  said he, “ the people are making 
a silly fuss about it. W hat in thunder 
else could I  do, major? Stand and 
watch you get drilled fu ll o f  lead and 
lose your twelve thousand dollars?”

“ A  good many men- would have hesi
tated, my boy,”  said the major. “ Go 
home and eat a plate o f those dough
nuts and gain courage to face the ap
plause.”

Stuart rode home in the president’s 
automobile, that gentleman explaining: 

“ I have tried to persuade the major 
to bring his money out in a motor car, 
but he is old-fashioned in his notions. 
H e  has used a buckboard for these trips 
during the last th irty  years, and never 
had a mishap, his argument being that 
a car was likely to break down and 
leave him stranded w ith his money 
bags. H e ’ll know better after this.”

B y  nightfall, Stuart W hitney wished 
that M a jo r Robbins had used an auto
mobile. fo r his treasure trip . In  that 
event, there might not have been any 
demand fo r a stalwart young hero.

Ballardvale welcomed an excuse fo r 
a celebration. I t  took the form  of a 
parade to the residence o f Doctor 
W hitney. Th e  mayor was in the fore
front, and other prominent citizens 
crowded the porch, while the populace 
hurrahed vociferously and interrupted 
the speech-making.

Th e  brass band, it was learned, had 
been engaged by the football players of 
the high school, who marched in a body. 
Th ey were anxious to make their re
pentance as impressive as possible, ex
plained the captain, D ick  Ryder, •who 
blushed a great deal and told the Yale 
athlete in unsteady accents:

“ W e dug into the treasury o f the 
athletic association to charter the band, 
and we’re all so darned sorry and 
ashamed o f ourselves that we’d feel 
better if  you would kick us all over 
your' lawn. A nd i f  anybody ever says 
that you lost your sand at Yale, you 
just tell him fo r me that he is a lia r.” 

Stuart offered his hand, which the 
youngster took w ith evident pride and 
gratification.

“ Y o u  are forgiven,”  gravely affirmed 
the Yale man. “ Y o u r motives were ex
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cellent in the first place, Dick. Y o u  
were afraid I  didn’t measure up to the 
Yale standard.”

“ I  suppose it would be aw ful nervy 
i f  we asked you to coach us to-m or
row ,”  tim idly ventured Dick.

“ I  shall be delighted,”  was the cor
dial response. “ B y  the way, what does 
your sister think about it? Do I  stand 
any better in her estimation ?”

Dick frowned, considered in silence, 
and answered w ith the a ir of a man of 
the w o rld :

“ O f  course, she knows she was all 
wrong. But girls do certainly hate to 
own up when they have made a bad 
break, don’t they ? I t  is a failing o f the 
sex. I  told her that, i f  she didn’t come 
around here w ith me and apologize to 
you, she was a contrary, spiteful little 
gump.”

“ O h, I  didn’t expect anything like 
that,” hastily spoke up W hitney. 
“ Please give her my regards and tell 
her that I  hope to see her again before 
I  go back to college.”

W hatever may have been Stuart’s in
tentions w ith respect to winning the 
favor o f M iss Sally Ryder, they were 
thwarted by a telegram received next 
morning from M ike M orrison :

Have just finished story o f how you waded 
into those holdups. That sounds good enough 
to me. Guess you must have had plenty o f 
doughnuts. Better report for practice to
morrow.

The  exile, called back to his own, 
whirled his mother about the room in a 
jubilant waltz, released her to dash up
stairs, and hurl sundry clothes into a 
suit case, and was dashing away to 
catch a train before she could realize 
that he was gone from  her loving, flut
tering care.

Pudge Osterhaus was still dutifu lly 
demolishing the Yale rush line by way 
o f showing his loyalty to Alma Mater, 
and he rejoiced in the tidings that 
W hitney was returning to play left 
guard. There  was a surprise in store 
fo r the mighty Osterhaus. A fte r play
ing one-half o f the first practice game 
in which the rejuvenated W hitney ap
peared, the veteran observed between

gasps, and both hands were held to the 
pit o f his stomach:

“ M y  stars! I ’ve had enough for to
day. I  am getting old and feeble. Say, 
youngster, I  take it all back. I ’m the 
lad that needs the nurse and baby car
riage.”

“ Y o u  are not in first-class condi
tion,”  politely returned the unterrified 
youth.

“ But you are, W hitney.”
“ I t  was the pie and doughnuts,”  very 

firm ly spake the guard. " I  knew what 
I  wanted.”

In  the great game against H arvard , 
the Yale le ft guard showed that the 
effects o f the homemade remedy for 
overtraining had been lasting.

I t  may be that the singular prowess 
which distinguished his conduct in this 
contest was stimulated also by the fact 
that M iss Sally R yder was one o f the 
vast throng which sat, not on the H a r
vard side o f the field, but in the midst 
o f the blue flags and ribbons and ban
ners that blossomed innumerably where 
the Yale cohorts were assembled.

Stuart spied her there while the Yale 
team was waiting fo r their foemen to 
come trotting across the field from the 
dressing rooms. She was fa r more 
adorable in his sight than when he had 
beheld her at home, and, wonderful to 
relate, a great bunch o f violets was 
pinned on her coat, and she was flour
ishing a blue flag w ith all the enthusi
asm in the world.

The game was won by Yale, and 
Stuart W hitney played a shining part 
in the victory. Btuised and battered, 
but happy beyond words, he made haste 
to escape from  the training quarters, 
dodged, the swarm of undergraduate 
hero worshipers, and fled fo r the 
campus on the chance that he might 
find the. fa ir Sally.

Fortune favored the brave on this 
great day, and he spied her in company 
w ith D ick and a chaperon unknown to 
him.

W ith  a pretty a ir o f .contriteness, 
Sally Ryder ran impulsively to -meet 
the football guard, and cried as she 
gave him both her hands:

“ I  saw the error o f my ways, Stuart,

155
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and I  wanted to confess before you 
went back to college, but I  was too 
proud and naughty.'*’

“ She ate humble pie by wearing Yale 
colors to-day,”  observed young Dick.

“ Heavens! D on’t apologize to m e!”  
exclaimed the happy hero. “ I t  is just 
perfectly bully to have you here aqd 
helping us to win, Sally.”

Stuart laughed, and held up his arms 
to show the cuffs o f his shirt. Th e  but
tons were“"of gold, fashioned in the 
shape o f miniature doughnuts.

“ A  present from  the paper mills com
pany,”  he explained. “ O ld  M a jo r Rob
bins is responsible fo r the design. H e  
swears up and down that i f  it had not

been fo r wanting mother’s doughnuts, I  
should not have been at home to rescue 
him, and that if  I  had not eaten them 
I  should not have been strong and 
sandy enough to put up a fight.”

“ I t  is a deliciously ■appropriate re
ward,”  m irthfu lly quoth Sally Ryder. 
Then w ith  a touch o f seriousness, she 
added: “ A nd  mother’s doughnuts
made me a good Yale  g irl, Stuart, 
and---------”

“ A n d  gave us a chance to become 
good friends. That is worth as much 
to me as winning the game against H a r 
vard,”  was the bold assertion o f Stuart 
W hitney, no longer the bashful sopho
more.

%

A N G E R  A N D  SECOND T H O U G H T
L - IE  was a Southern gentleman, fu ll o f honor, anger, and desire fo r revenge. 
1 1 Fancying that he had been insulted, he thrust a tremendous revolver into 
his inside breast pocket, and started down the street to kill the miserable wretch 
who had affronted him. The  search fo r the victim consumed more than an hour, 
but at last it ended successfully.

"Look here!” said the insulted gentleman, throwing open his coat, and dis
playing the revolver. “ I  had every intention of killing you. I  would kill you 
without the slightest regret or compunction. Such a worm as you deserves to 
die. You  merely encumber the earth. I ’d kill you in a minute if  you could rouse 
me to such a pitch that I  would forget the inconveniences and penalties of the 
law against murder. But w hy should I  go to prison for the measly privilege of 
killing a worm? I  won’t do it.”

Then he slapped the offender’s face, and went home to dinner.

W O R K  FOR W H IS K Y  TO  DO, t

I N  a Western town, the fight was on fo r prohibition. A t  a mass meeting, the 
* advocate o f abolishing intoxicating liquors from  the municipality wound up 
his speech with th is :

“ Look at me! Does any man believe I  would be in possession o f such a 
robust physique if  I  had been a whisky drinker? Is  there anything I  need? Is
there anything whisky could do fo r me? Is--------- ”

But he was interrupted by a saloon proprietor who sat in the second row.
“ I t  might,” he cut in, “ stimulate your brain— but I  can’t say I  would be hope

fu l even of that.”
I  ‘ V *

M E D IC IN E  A N D  M O N E Y
Robert N . Harper, one o f the best-known jankers and business men in the 

national capital, got his start in  life  by inventing a headache medicine. W hat is 
more to the point, he thinks so much o f it that he takes it himself.



The Buhl Cabinet
" By Burton E. Stevenson

A uthor o f  “  The Marathon M ystery,”  “  The Holladay C a se," “ That A ffa ir
at Elizabeth, ’ ’ Etc.

SYNOPSIS OP PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
Returning from a trip abroad, Philip Vantine, a wealthy, middle-aged New Yorker whose hobby is 

the collecting of rare and beautiful furniture, discovers a magnificent buhl cabinet among some furniture 
he has brought back. Seeding for his lawyer, Lester, he explains that he did not buy the cabinet and that 
the dealers hare ^evidently shipped it by mistake. But he directs Lester to secure it from them at any 
price. While he and Lester are at lunch, Parks, the butler, brings Vantine the card of a man who is wait
ing in the entry to see him. They finish lunch and go downstairs to find the visitor dead before the cabinet. 
The coroner is notified and arrives at the house with the police and Jim Godfrey, the star reporter of the 
Record, and, incidentally, a close friend of Lester. They discover that the stranger has been killed by some 
amazingly powerful poison administered through two little cuts on the back of one of his hands. There is 
nothing to identify the victim but a picture of a woman in his watchcase, A few hours later Vantine him
self is found dead in the same spot before the cabinet, apparently killed in the same way as the stranger. 
Rogers, the under man, says that he admitted a heavily veiled woman some time before the finding of 
Vantine’s body, and that she and Mr. Vantine had gone into the room containing the cabinet together. It 
is his belief that she was the murderer. He evidently knows more than he will tell. The police are dazed 
by this second death and fail to establish either motive or means to fit the cases. Lester and Godfrey, 
however, get together and decide that the mysterious cabinet is in the house as the result of a deep-laid 
plot and that it contains a terrible death-dealing contrivance. His hand covered with a steel gauntlet, God
frey attempts to discover the secret. A well-known lawyer calls on Lester in behalf of his fair client, an 
American heiress married to a profligate French nobleman, and asks permission to secure a packet of com
promising letters placed in a secret drawer of the cabinet by his client. The nobleman had owned the cabi
net and had sold it without the knowledge of his wife. Lester agrees, and in the presence of Godfrey, 
Lester, her lawyer, and her maid, the countess opens the secret drawer in the cabinet and gets her letters. 
To the surprise and relief of all she comes to no harm from any hidden poison. Lester shows her a photo
graph of the Frenchman killed before the cabinet, but she cannot identify him. When her maid is shown 
it, however, the girl falls in a faint. At that moment Rogers comes into the room and catching sight of 
the girl he too drops to the floor unconscious. Lester discovers that the girl is the mysterious visitor of 
Vantine the night of his murder. She is revived and admits that the dead man was her lover, that he had 
come to Vantine hoping to be able to secure the letters which he would sell for a price, but had been killed 
before seeing the American. She had seen Vantine with the same purpose in view, but Vantine had re
fused to deliver the letters to any one but her mistress, and she had left him alive and in possession of the 
secret of the cabinet. The mystery of the murders is therefore as great as ever. The following day a 
Frenchman calls upon Lester, and purporting to be from the firm who had sold the cabinet to Vantine, de
plores the error and makes arrangements to send for it the following day.

bewildered by the seemingly inextrica
ble tangle of circumstances.

T o  my relief, Drouet’s identity was 
established without any help from me. 
The  bag which he had left on the pier 
had been opened at the request of the 
police, and a cardcase found with his 
address on it. W h y  he had sent in to 
Vantine a card not his own, and what 
his business with Vantine had been, 
were details concerning which the police 
could offer no theory, and which I  did 
not feel called upon to explain, since

This story began in the first November POPULAR. Back numbers can be obtained through any news 
Healer.

C H A P T E R  X V I I I .
I PART W ITH  T H E  B U H L CA BIN ET.

TH E  coroner’s inquest was held 
next day, and my surmise 
proved to be correct. The po
lice had discovered practically 

no new evidence; none certainly which 
shed any light on the way in which 
Drouet and Philip Vantine had met 
death. Each o f the witnesses told his 
story much as I  have told it here; and 
it was evident enough that the ju ry  was
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neither in any way made clearer the 
mystery o f his death.

A n  amusing incident o f the inquest 
was the attempt made by Goldberger to 
heckle Godfrey, evidently at G rady’s 
suggestion.

“ O n the morning after the tragedy, 
M r. Godfrey,”  Goldberger began sweet
ly , “ you printed in the R ecord  a photo
graph which you claimed to be that of 
the woman who had called upon M r. 
Vantine the night before, and who was 
presumably the last person to see him 
alive. W here did you get that photo
graph ?”

“ I t  was a copy o f one which Drouet 
carried in his watchcase,”  answered 
Godfrey.

“ Since then,”  pursued Goldberger, 
“ you have made no further reference 
to that feature o f the case. I  presume 
you found out that you were mis
taken ?”

“ O n the contrary, I  proved that I  
was correct/’

Goldberger’s face reddened, and his 
look was not pleasant.

“  ‘Prove’ is rather a strong word, 
isn’t it?” he asked.

“ I t  is the right word.”
“ W hat was the woman’s connection 

with the man Drouet?”
“ H e had been her lover.”
“ You say that very confidently,”  said 

Goldberger, his lips curling. “ A fte r all, 
it is merely a guess, isn’t it?”

“ I  have reason to say it confidently,”  
retorted Godfrey quietly, “ since the 
woman confessed as much in my pres
ence.”

Again Goldberger reddened.
“ I  suppose she also confessed that it 

was really she who called upon M r. 
Vantine?”  he sneered.

“ She not only confessed that,”  said 
Godfrey, still more quietly, “ but she 
told in detail what occurred during that 
visit."

“ The confession was made to your
self alone, o f course?” queried Gold
berger, in a tone almost insulting.

G odfrey flushed a little at the words, 
but managed to retain his self-control.

“ N ot at all,”  he said. “ I t  was made 
in the presence o f M r. Lester and of

another distinguished lawyer, whose 
name I  am not at liberty to reveal.”

Goldberger swallowed hard, as 
though he had received a slap in  the 
face. I  dare say he felt as though 
he had.

“ Th is  woman is in New  Y o rk ? ” he 
asked.

“ I  believe so.”
“ W hat is her name and address?”
“ I  am not at liberty to answer.’’
Goldberger glared at him.
“ Y o u  w ill answer,”  he thundered, “ or 

I ’ll commit you for contempt!”
Godfrey was quite himself again.
“ V e ry  well,”  he said, smiling. “ I  

have not the slightest objection. But 
I  would think it over, if  I  were you. 
M r. Lester w ill assure you that the 
woman was in no way connected with 
the death o f either Drouet o r o f M r. 
Vantine.”

Goldberger did think it over. H e  re
alized the danger o f try ing to punish 
a paper so powerful as the.R ec o rd ;  and 
he finally decided to accept G odfrey’s 
statement as a mitigation of his refusal 
to answer.

“ That is only one o f the details which 
Commissioner Grady has missed,”  God
frey added pleasantly. “ H e  has made 
a miserable mess o f this case, just as 
he has o f so many others.”

“ That w ill do,”  Goldberger broke in, 
and Godfrey left the stand.

I  was recalled to confirm his story. I  
also, o f course, refused to give the 
woman’s name, explaining to Gold
berger that I  had learned it profession
ally, that I  was certain she had been 
guilty o f no crime, and that to reveal 
it would seriously embarrass an en
tire ly innocent woman. W ith  that state
ment, the coroner was compelled to ap
pear satisfied.

Grady did not go on the stand; he 
was not even at the inquest. In  fact, 
since the first day, he had not appeared 
publicly in connection with the case at 
a ll; and I  had surmised that he had not 
cared to be identified w ith a mystery 
which there seemed to be no prospect 
o f solving, and from which no glory 
was to be won. The case had been 
placed in Simmonds’ hands, and it was
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he who testified on behalf o f the police, 
admitting candidly that they were all 
at sea.

He had made a careful examination 
of the Vantine house, he said, particu
larly o f the room in which the bodies 
had been found, and had discovered 
absolutely nothing in the shape of a clew 
to the'solution of the mystery. There 
was something diabolical about i t ; 
something almost supernatural. H e  
had not abandoned hope, and was still 
working on the case; but he was in
clined to think that, if  the mystery was 
ever solved, it would be only by some 
lucky accident or through the confes
sion of the guilty man.

Goldberger was annoyed; that was 
evident enough from the nervous way 
in which he gnawed his mustache; but 
he had no theory any more than the 
police; there was not a scintilla o f evi
dence to fasten the crime upon any one; 
and the end of the hearing was that the 
ju ry  brought in a verdict that Vantine 
and Drouet had died from  the effects 
o f a poison administered by a person 
or persons unknown.

Godfrey joined me at the door as I  
was leaving, and we went down the 
steps together.

“ I  was glad to hear Simmonds confess; 
that the police are up a tree,”  he said. 
“ O f  course, G rady’s try ing to sneak out 
of it, and blame some one else fo r the 
failure— but I ’ll see that he doesn’t 
succeed. I ’ll see, anyway, that Sim
monds gets a square deal. H e ’s an old 
friend o f mine, you know.”

“ Yes,”  I  said, “ I  know ; but we’re 
all up a tree, aren’t we?”

“ F o r the present,”  laughed Godfrey, 
“ we do occupy that undignified posi
tion. But you don’t expect to stay there 
forever, do you, Lester?”

“ Since my theory about the buhl cab
inet exploded,”  I  said, “ I ’ve given up 
hope. B y  the way, I ’m going to turn 
the cabinet over to its owner to-m or
row .”

“ T o  its owner?”  he repeated, his eyes 
narrowing. “ Yes, I  thought he’d be 
around fo r it, though I  hardly thought 
he’d, come so soon. W h o does he hap
pen to be, Lester?”

“ W h y ,”  I  said, a little impatiently, 
“ you know as well as I  do that the 
cabinet belongs to Arm and & Son.”

“ Y o u ’ve seen their representative, 
then?”  he queried, a little flush of ex
citement, which I  could not understand, 
spreading over his face.

“ H e came to see me yesterday. I ’d 
like you to meet him, Godfrey. H e  is 
F e lix  Arm and, the ‘Son’ o f the firm, 
and one o f the most finished gentlemen 
I  ever met.”

“ I ’d like to meet him,”  said Godfrey, 
smiling queerly. “ Perhaps I  shall 
some day. I  hope so, anyhow. But 
how did he explain the blunder, Les
ter ?”

“ In  some way they shipped the 
wrong cabinet to Vantine. The  right 
one w ill get here on L a  P ro v en ce  to
m orrow ;”  and I  told him in detail the 
story which F e lix  Arm and had told me. 
“ H e  was quite upset over it,”  I  added. 
“ H is  apologies were almost abject.”

Godfrey listened intently to all this, 
and he nodded with satisfaction when 
I  had finished.

“ I t  is all most interesting,”  he com
mented. “ D id  Monsieur Arm and hap
pen to mention where he is staying?”

“ N o ; but he won’t be hard to find if  
you want to see him.^ H e ’s at one of 
the big hotels, o f course.”

“ W hat time do you expect him to
m orrow ?”

“ Some time in the afternoon. H e ’s 
to call fo r me as soon as he gets V a n - 
tine’s cabinet off the boat. G odfrey,” 
I  added, “ I  felt yestprday when I  was 
talking with him that, perhaps, he knew 
more about this affair than he would 
admit. I  could see that he guessed in 
an instant who the owner of the letters 
was, and what they contained. Do you 
think I  ought to hold on to the cabinet 
a while longer? I  could invent some 
pretext fo r delay easily enough.”

“ W h y, n o ; let him have his cabinet,”  
said Godfrey, with an alacrity that sur
prised me. “ I f  your theory about it has 
been exploded, what’s the use o f hang
ing on to it ?”

“ I  don’t see any use in doing so,”  I  
admitted; “ but I  thought that perhaps
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you might want more time to examine 
it .”  '

“ I ’ve examined it all I ’m going to,”  
G odfrey answered; and I  told myself 
that this was the first time I  had ever 
known him to admit himself defeated.

“ I  have a sort o f feeling,”  I  ex
plained, “ that when we let go o f the 
cabinet, we give up the only clew we 
have to this whole affair. I t ’s like a 
confession o f defeat.”

“ O h, no, it isn’t,”  G odfrey objected. 
“ I f  there is nothing more to be learned 
from  the cabinet, there’s no reason to 
retain it. I  should certainly let M on
sieur Arm and have it. Perhaps I ’ll see 
you to-m orrow,”  he added, and we 
parted at the corner. t

But I  did not see him on the m orrow. 
I  was rather expecting a call from  him 
during the morning, and, when none 
came, I  was certain I  should find him 
awaiting me when I  arrived at the V a n - 
tine house in company w ith Monsieur 
Armand. But he was not there; and, 
when I  asked fo r him, Parks told me 
that he had not seen him since the day 
before.

I  confess that G odfrey’s indifference 
to the fate of the cabinet surprised me 
greatly ; besides, I  was hoping that he 
would wish to meet the fascinating 
Frenchman— more fascinating, if  possi
ble, to-day than he had been the day 
before.,

There had been less delay than he 
had anticipated in getting the cabinet 
off the boat and through the customs; 
and it was not yet three o’clock when 
we reached the'Vantine house.

“ I  haven’t seen M r. Godfrey,”  Parks 
repeated; “ but there’s others here as it 
fa ir breaks my heart to see.”

H e motioned toward the door o f the 
music room ; and, stepping to it, I  saw 
that the inventory was already in prog
ress. The man in charge o f it nodded 
to me; but I  did not go in, fo r  the sight 
was an anything but pleasant one.

“ The cabinet is in the room aerbss 
the hall,”  I  said to Monsieur Arm and, 
and led the way through the anteroom 
into the room beyond.

Parks switched on the lights fo r u s ; 
and my companion glanced with sur

prise at the heavy shutters covering the 
windows.

“ W e put those up fo r a protection,” 
I  explained. “ W e had an idea that 
some one would try  to enter. In  fact, 
one evening we did find a w ire connect
ing with the burglar alarm cut; and, 
later on, saw some one peering in 
through the hole in that shutter yon
der.”

“ You  did?”  Monsieur Arm and 
queried quickly. “ W ould you recog
nize the man i f  you were to meet him 
again ?”

“ O h, n o ; you see the hole is quite 
small. There was nothing visible ex
cept a pair o f eyes. Ye t I  might know 
them again, fo r I  never before saw such 
eyes— so bright, so burning. I t  was the 
night that Godfrey and I  were trying 
to find the secret drawer, and those eyes 
gleamed like fire as they watched us.”

Monsieur Arm and was gazing at the 
cabinet, apparently only half listening.

“ A h , ye s ; the secret drawer,”  he said. 
“ W ill you show me how it is operated, 
M r. Lester? I  am most curious about 
it.”

I  placed my hand upon the table and 
pressed the three points whiefi the 
veiled lady had shown us. The  first 
time I  got the order w rong; but at the 
second trial, the little handle fell fo r
ward with a click, and I  pulled the 
drawer open.

“ There it is,”  I  said. “ Yo u  see how 
cleverly it is constructed, and how well 
it is concealed. N o  one would suspect 
its existence.”

He examined it with much interest ; 
pushed it back into place, and then 
opened it himself.

“ V e ry  clever indeed,” he agreed. “ I  
have nevej- seen another so well con
cealed. A nd the idea o f opening it only 
by a certain combination is most happy 
and original. Most secret drawers are 
secret only in name; a slight search 
reveals them; but this one---------”

H e  pushed it shut again, and exam
ined the inlay around it.

“ M y  friend and I  went over the cab
inet very carefully, and could not find 
it,”  I  said.
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“ Y o u r friend— IT h in k  you mentioned 
his name?”

“ Yes. H is name is G odfrey.”
“ A  man o f the law, like yourself ?” 
“ Oh, no; a newspaper man. But he 

had been a member o f the detective 
force before that. H e  is extraordinari
ly keen; and if  anybody could have 
found that drawer he could. But that 
combination was too much fo r him.”  

Monsieur Armand snapped the draw
er back into place with a little crash.

' “ I  am glad, at any rate, that it w as  
discovered,”  he said. “ I  w ill not con
ceal from you, M r. Lester, that it adds 
not a little to the value o f the cabinet.”  

“ W hat is its value?” I  asked. “ M r. 
Yantine wanted me to buy it fo r him, 
and named a most extravagant figure 
as the limit he was w illing to pay.”  

“ Really,”  Monsieur Armand an
swered, after an instant’s hesitation, “ I  
would not care to name a figure, M r. 
Lester, without further consultation 
with my father. Th e  cabinet is quite 
unique— the most beautiful, perhaps, 
that Monsieur Boulle ever produced. 
D id  you discover Madame De M on - 
tespan’s monogram?”

“ No. M r. Vantine said he was sure 
it existed; but Godfrey and I  did not 
look fo r it.”

Monsieur Arm and opened the doors 
which concealed the central drawers.

“ V o ila !”  he said, and traced with his 
finger the arabesque just under the 
pediment. “ See how cunningly it has 
been blended with the other figures. 
A nd here is the emblem o f the giver.”  
H e  pointed to a tiny golden sun, with 
radiating rays on the base o f the pedi
ment, just above the monogram. “ L e  
roi so le il!”

" L e  roi so le il!”  I  repeated. “ O f  
course. W e were stupid not to have 
discerned it. That tells the whole 
story, doesn’t it? W hat is it, Parks?” 
I  added, as that wrorthy appeared at the 
door.

“ There ’s a van outside, sir,”  he said, 
“ and a couple o f men are unloading a 
piece of furniture. Is  it all right, sir?”  

“ Yes,”  I  answered. “ H ave them 
bring it in here. And ask the man in 
charge of the inventory to step over 

i i  A

here a minute. M r. Vantine left his 
collection o f art objects to the M etro
politan Museum,”  I  explained to M on
sieur Arm and, “ and I  should like the 
representative o f  the museum to be 
present when the exchange is made.”

“ Certainly,”  he assented. “ That is 
very just.”

Parks was back in a moment, piloting 
tw o men, who carried between them an 
object swathed in burlap; and the M et
ropolitan man followed them in.

“ I  am M r. Lester,”  I  said to him, 
“ M r. Vantine’s executor; and this is 
Monsieur F e lix  Arm and, o f Arm and & 
Son, o f Paris. W e are correcting an 
error which was made just before M r. 
Vantine died. Th a t cabinet yonder was 
shipped him by mistake in place of one 
which he had bought. Monsieur A r 
mand has caused the right one to be 
sent over, and. w ill take awaf  the one 
which belongs to him .- I  have already 
spoken to the museum’s attorney about 
the m atter; but I  wished you to be pres
ent when the exchange was made.”

“ I ’ve no doubt it is all right, s ir,” the 
museum man hastened to assure me. 
“ You , o f course, have personal knowl
edge o f all this ?”

“ Certainly. M r. Vantine himself told 
me the story.”

“ V e ry  well, s ir ;”  but his eyes dwelt 
lovingly upon the buhl cabinet. “ That 
is a very handsome piece,”  he added. 
“ I  am sorry the museum is not to get 
it.”

“ Perhaps you can buy it from  M on
sieur Arm and,”  I  suggested; but the 
curator laughed and shook his head.

“ N o ,”  he said, “ we couldn’t afford it. 
But our director, M r. Robinson, might 
persuade M r. Morgan to buy it fo r us. 
I ' l l  mention it to him.”

The two men, meanwhile, under 
Monsieur Arm and’s direction, had been 
stripping the wrappings from  the other 
cabinet, and it finally stood revealed. 
It , too, was a beautiful piece o f fu rn i
tu re ; but even my untrained eye could 
see how greatly it fell below the other.

“ W e shall be ve ry  pleased to have 
M r. Morgan see it,”  said Monsieur A r 
mand, with a smile. “ I w ill not conceal 
from  you that we had already thought
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of him— as what dealer does not when 
he acquires something rare and beauti
fu l ? I  shall endeavor to secure an ap
pointment with him. Meanwhile--------- ”

“ Meanwhile the cabinet is yours,”  I  
said.

H e made a little deprecating gesture, 
and then proceeded to have the cabinet 
very carefully wrapped in the burlap 
which had been around the other one. 
I  watched it disappear under the rough 
covering with something like regret, fo r 
already my eyes were being opened to 
its beauty. Besides, I  told myself 
again, with it would disappear the last 
chance of solving, the mystery of Philip 
Vantine’s death. H ow ever m y reason 
might protest, some instinct told me 
that, in some way, the buhl cabinet was 
connected with that tragedy.

But at last the packing was done, and 
Monsieur Arm and turned to me and 
held out his hand.

“ I  shall hope to see you again, M r. 
Lester,”  he said, with a cordiality which 
flattered me, “ and to renew our very 
pleasant acquaintance. W henever you 
are in Paris, I  trust you w ill not fail 
to honor me by letting me know. I  
shall count it a very great privilege to 
display fo r you some of the beauties o f 
our city not known to every one.” 

“ Thank you,”  I  said. “ I  shall cer
tainly remember that invitation. And 
meanwhile, since you are here in New 
Y o rk --------- ”

“ You are most kind,”  he broke in ; 
“ and I  was myself hoping.that we might 
at least dine together. But I  am com
pelled to proceed to Boston this even
ing, and from  there I  w ill go on to Que
bec. W hether I  shall get back to New 
Y o rk  I  do not know. I t  w ill depend 
somewhat upon M r. M organ’s attitude. 
W e would scarcely intrust a business so 
delicate to our dealer. I f  I  do get 
back, I  shall certainly let you know.” 

“ Please do,”  I  urged. “ I t  w ill be a 
very great pleasure to me. Besides, I  
am still hoping that some solution of 
this mystery may occur to you.”

H e shook his head with a little smile. 
“ I  fear it is too difficult fo r an ama

teur like myself,”  he said. “ I t  is im
penetrable to me. I f  a solution is dis

covered, I  trust you- w ill let me know. 
I t  is certain to be most interesting.”

“ I  w ill,”  I  promised, and we shook 
hands again.

Then he signed to the two men to 
take up the cabinet, and himself laid a 
protecting hand upon it as it was car
ried through the door and down the 
steps to the van which was backed up 
to the curb. I t  was lifted carefully in
side, the two men clambered in beside 
it, the driver spoke to the horses, and 
the van rolled slowly away up the 
avenue.

Monsieur Armand watched it fo r a 
moment, then mounted into the cab 
which was waiting, waved a last fare
well to me, and followed after the van. 
W e watched it until it turned/ westward 
at the first cross street.

“ M r. G odfrey’s occupation w ill be 
gone,”  said Parks, with a little laugh. 
“ H e has fa irly  lived with that cabinet 
fo r the past three or four days. He 
was here last night fo r quite a while.”

“ Last night?” I  echoed, surprised. 
“ I  was sure he would be here to-day,” 
I  added, reflecting that Godfrey might 
have decided to have a final look at the 
cabinet. “ H e  half promised to be here; 
but I  suppose something more impor
tant detained him.”

The next instant, I  was jumping 
down the steps two at a time, fo r a cab 
in which two men were sitting came 
down the avenue, and rolled slowly 
around the corner in the direction taken 
by the van.

And, just as it disappeared, one o f 
its occupants turned (toward me and 
waved his hand— and I  recognized Jim  
Godfrey.

C H A P T E R  X I X .
BEH IN D  T H E  LOCKED DOOR.

That my legs, without conscious ef
fort o f my own, should carry me up the 
avenue and around the corner after the 
cab in which I  had seen Godfrey was a 
foregone conclusion; and yet it was 
with a certain vexation of spirit that I  
found myself racing along, fo r I  re
alized that Godfrey had not been en
tire ly frank with me.
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Certainly he had dropped no hint of 
his intention to follow A rm and; but, 
I  told myself, that might ve ry  well 
have been because he deemed §uch a 
hint unnecessary. I  might have guessed, 
in spite o f his seeming unconcern, that 
he would not allow the cabinet to pass 
from  his sight. I f  he had been' w illing 
for me to turn it over to Arm and, it 
was only because he expected devel
opments o f some sort to follow that 
transfer.

A nd it suddenly dawned upon me 
that even I  did not know the cabinet’s 
destination. I t  had not occurred to me 
to inquire where Monsieur Armand 
proposed to take it, and he had volun
teered no information.

So, after a moment, I  took up the 
chase more contentedly, telling myself 
that Godfrey would not have waved to 
me if  he had not wanted me along; and 
I  reached the corner in time to see the 
van turn northward into S ixth  Avenue. 
A s soon as it and the cabs which fo l
lowed it were out of sight, I  sprinted 
along the sidewalk at top speed; and, 
on arriv ing at the corner, had the satis
faction of seeing them only a little way 
ahead. *

Here the congestion o f traffic was 
such that the van could proceed but 
s low ly ; and I  had no difficulty in keep
ing pace with it without the necessity 
of making myself conspicuous by run
ning. Indeed, I  rather hung back, bury
ing myself in the crowd on the side
walk, fo r fear that Arm and might 
chanc^ to glance around and see me in 
pursuit.

I  saw that G odfrey and Simmonds 
had the same fear, fo r the cab in which 
they were drew up at the curb, and 
waited there until the van had got some 
distance ahead. A t  Thirteenth Street, 
it turned westward again, and then 
northward into Seventh Avenue.

W hat could Arm and be doing in this 
part of the town, I  asked myself? D id  
he propose to leave that priceless cab
inet in this dingy quarter? And then I  
paused abruptly, and slipped into an 
areaway, fo r the van had stopped some 
distance ahead, and was backing up to 
the curb.

Looking out discreetly, I  saw the cab 
containing Armand stop also; and that 
gentleman alighted and paid the driver. 
The  other ca b ' rattled on at a good 
pace and disappeared up the avenue. 
Then the tw o porters lifted out the cab
inet, and, with Arm and showing them 
the way, carried it into the building be
fore which the van had stopped.

Th ey were gone perhaps five minutes, 
from  which I  argued that they were 
carrying it upstairs. Then they reap
peared, with Armand accompanying 
them. H e  tipped them, and went out 
also to tip the driver o f the van. Then 
the three men climbed aboard, and it 
rattled away out o f sight. Armand 
stood for a moment on the step, look
ing up and down the avenue, then dis
appeared indoors.

A n  instant later, I  sawr Godfrey and 
another man whom I  recognized as 
Simmonds, come out o f a shop across 
the street and dash over to the house 
into which the cabinet had been taken. 
Th ey  were standing on the doorstep 
when I  joined them, and Godfrey 
greeted me with the merest nod.

I t  was a dingy building, entirely typ
ical of the dingy neighborhood. The 
ground floor was occupied by a laundry, 
which the sign on the front window de
clared to be F re n ch ; and the room 
which the window lighted extended the 
whole width o f the building, except for 
a door which opened presumably on the 
stairway leading to the upper stories.

G odfrey’s face was flaming with ex
citement as he turned the knob of this 
door gently— gently. The  door was
locked. He stooped, and applied an eye 
to the keyhole.

“ The key is in the lock.” he whis
pered. “ Have you got your pliers?”

F o r answer,iSimmonds took from  his 
pocket a pair o f slender pliers and 
passed them over.

Godfrey looked up and down the 
street, saw that fo r the moment there 
was no one near, inserted the pliers in 
the keyhole, grasped the end o f the key, 
and turned it slowly.

“ N o w !” he said, and softly opened 
the door and slipped inside. I  followed. 
Simmonds came after me like a shad
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ow, closing the door carefully behind 
him.

Then we all stopped, and m y heart, 
at least, was in my mouth, fo r, from 
somewhere overhead, came the sound 
o f a man’s voice, talking excitedly.

Even in the semidarkness, I  could see 
the look o f astonishment and alarm on 
G odfrey’s face, as he stood fo r a mo
ment motionless, listening to that voice. 
I  also stood w ith  ears astrain; but I  
could make nothing of what it  was 
saying; then suddenly I  realized that 
it was speaking in  French. A nd yet it 
was not Arm and’s voice— of that I  was 
certain.

Fronting us was a narrow stair 
mounting steeply to the story overhead; 
and, after that moment’s amazed hesi
tation, G odfrey sat down on the bottom 
step and removed his shoes, motioning 
us to do the same. Simmonds obeyed 
phlegmatically; but my hands were 
trembling so with excitement that I  was 
in mortal te rror lest I  drop one o f my 
shoes; but I  managed to get them both 
off without mishap.

W hen at last I  looked up with a sigh 
of relief, G odfrey and Simmonds were 
stealing slowly up the stair, revolver in 
hand. I  followed them; but I  confess 
my knees were knocking together, fo r 
there was something weird and chilling 
in that voice going on and on. I t  
sounded like the voice o f a madman. 
There was something about it -a t  once 
ferocious and triumphant---------

Godfrey paused an instant at the 
stairhead, listening intently. Then he 
moved cautiously forw ard toward an 
open door from which the voice seemed 
to come, motioning us at the same time 
to stay where we were. A nd as I  knelt 
there, bathed in perspiration, I  caught 
one word, repeated over and over:

“ Revanche! Revanche! R evanche!"
Then the voice fell suddenly to a sort 

o f low growling, as o f a dog which w or
ries its p re y ; and I  caught a sound as 
of ripping cloth.

Godfrey, on hands and knees, was 
peering into the room. Then he drew 
back and motioned us forward.

I  shall never forget the sight which

met my eyes as I  peered around the 
corner of the door.

The room into which I  was looking 
was lighted only by the rays which fil
tered between the slats o f a closed shut
ter. In  the middle of the floor stood 
the buhl cabinet; and before it, with his 
back to the door, stood a man, ripping 
savagely away the strips o f burlap in 
which it had been wrapped, talking to 
himself the while in a sort o f savage 
singsong, and pausing from moment to 
moment to glance at a sort o f bundle 
lying on the floor against the opposite 
wall.

F o r a time, I  could not make out 
what this bundle w as; then, straining 
my eyes, I  saw that it was the body of 
a man.

And, as I  stared at him, I  caught the 
glitter o f his eyes as he watched the 
man working at the cabinet— a glitter 
not to be mistaken— the same glitter 
which had so frightened me once be
fore—

Godfrey drew me back with a firm 
hand and took my place. A s  fo r me, 
I  retreated to the stairs, and sat there 
feverishly mopping my face and trying 
to understand. W ho was this man? 
W hat was he doing there against the 
wall? W hat was the meaning o f this 
ferocious scene---------

Then my heart leaped into my throat, 
fo r Godfrey, with a sharp cry of 
“ H a lte -la !”  sprang to his feet and 
dashed into the room, Simmonds at his 
heels.

I  suppose two seconds elapsed before 
I  reached the threshold ;< and I  stopped 
there, staring, clutching at the door to 
steady myself.

That scene is so photographed upon 
m y brain that I  have only to close my 
eyes to see it again in every detail.

There was the cabinet, with its wrap
pings torn aw ay; but the figure on the 
floor had disappeared; and before an 
open doorway into another room stood 
a man, a giant o f a man, his hands 
above his head, his face working with 
fear and rage; while Godfrey, his lips 
curling into a mocking smile, pressed 
a pistol against his breast.

Then, as I  stood there, staring, it
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seemed to me that there was a sort of 
flicker in the air above the man’s head, 
and he screamed shrilly.

“ L a  m o r t!”  he shrieked. “ L a  m o r t!”  
Fo r one dreadful instant longer he 

stood there motionless, his hands still 
i held aloft, his eyes staring h o rrib ly ; 

then, with a strangled cry, he pitched 
forw ard heavily at G odfrey’s feet.

C H A P T E R  X X .

T H E  ESCAPE.

I  have a confused remembrance o f 
Godfrey stooping fo r an instant above 
the body, staring at it, and then, with 
a sharp cry, hurling himself through 
that open doorway. A  door slammed 
somewhere, there was a sound of run
ning feet, and, before either Simmonds 
or myself understood what was hap
pening, Godfrey was back in the room, 
crossed it at a bound, and dashed to the 
door opening into the hall just as it was 
slammed in his face.

I  saw him tear desperately at the 
knob, then retreat two steps, and hurl 
himself against it. But it held firm ; and 
from the hall outside came a burst of 
mocking laughter that fa irly  froze my 
blood.

“ Come here, you .foo ls !” cried God
frey between clenched teeth. “ D on’t 
you see he’s getting aw ay!”

Simmonds was quicker than I ;  and 
together they threw themselves at the 
door. I t  cracked ominously, but still 
held. Again they tried, and this time it 
split from  top to bottom. Godfrey 
kicked the pieces to one side and slipped 
between them, Simmonds after him.

Then, in a sort of trance, I  staggered 
to it ;  and, after a moment’s aimless 
fumbling, was out in the hall again. I  
reached the stairhead in time to see 
Godfrey try  the front door, and then 
turn along the lower hall leading to the 
back of the house. A n  instant later, a 
chorus of frenzied women’s shrieks 
made my hair stand on end.

H ow  I  got down the stair I  do not 
know ; but I ,  too, turned back along the 
lower hall, expecting any instant to 
come upon I  knew not what horror. I

reached an open door, passed through 
it, and found myself in the laundry, in  
the midst o f a group o f excited and in
dignant women; who greeted my ap
pearance with a fresh series o f screams.

Unable to go farther, I  sat limply 
down upon a box and looked at them.

I  dare say the figure I  made was r i 
diculous enough, fo r the screams gave 
place to subdued giggles; but I  was fa r 
from  thinking o f my appearance, o r car
ing what impression I  produced. And 
I  was still sitting there when Godfrey 
came back, breathing heavily, chagrin 
and anger in his eyes. The  employees 
o f the laundry, conscious that some
thing extraordinary was occurring, 
crowded about h im ; but he elbowed his 
way through them to the desk where 
the manager sat.

“ A  crime has been committed up
stairs,”  he said. “ Th is  gentleman with 
me is M r. Simmonds, o f the detective 
b u r e a u a n d  at the words Simmonds 
showed his shield. “ W e’ll have to no
t ify  headquarters,”  G odfrey went on ; 
“ and I ’d advise that you keep your 
girls at their work. I  don’t suppose 
you want to be mixed up in it.”

“ Sure not,”  agreed the manager 
prom ptly; and, while Simmonds went 
to the phone and called up police head
quarters, the manager dismounted from  
his throne, went down among the girls, 
and had them back at their w ork in 
short order.

G odfrey came over to me and laid a 
hand on my shoulder.

“ W h y, Lester,”  he said, “ you look as 
though you were at your last gasp!”

“ I ’m feeling the same way,”  I  said.. 
“ I ’m going to have nervous prostration 
i f  this thing keeps up. Y o u ’re not look
ing particularly happy yourself.”

“ I ’m not happy. I ’ve let that fellow 
k ill a man right under my nose— literal
ly  under my nose— and then get a w a y!”

“ K il l a man?” I  repeated. “ D o you 
mean---------”

“ Go upstairs''and look at the right 
hand of the man lying there,”  said God
frey  curtly, “ and you ’ll see what I  
mean.”

I  sat staring at him, unable to believe 
that I  had heard aright; unable to be
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lieve that G odfrey had really uttered 
those words— the right hand o f the man 
lying there— that could mean only one 
thing-^—

Simmonds joined us with a twisted 
smile on his lips ; and I  saw that even 
he was a little shaken.

“ I  got Grady,”  he said, “ and told him 
what had happened. H e  says he’s too 
busy to come up, and that I ’m to take 
charge o f things.”

Godfrey laughed a little mocking 
laugh.

“ Grady foresees his W aterloo!”  he 
said. “ W ell, it’s not fa r distant. But 
I ’m glad for your sake, Simmonds. 
Y o u ’re going to get some g lory out o f 
this thing yet.”

“ I  hope so ;”  and Simmonds’ eyes 
gleamed an instant. “ Th e  ambulance 
w ill be around at once,”  he added. 
“ W e’d better get our shoes on and go 
back upstairs, and see if  anything can 
be done fo r that fellow.”

“ There can’t anything be done fo r 
him,”  said G odfrey w earily ; “ but we’d 
better have a look at him, I  guess;”  and 
he led the way out into the hall.

Not until Simmonds spoke did I  re
member that I  was shoeless. N ow  I  
sat down beside Godfrey, got fumbling- 
ly  into my shoes again, and then fo l
lowed him and Simmonds slowly up the 
stair.

I  thought I  knew what was passing 
in G odfrey’s mind— he was blaming 
himself fo r this latest tragedy. H e  was 
telling himself that he should have fore
seen and prevented it. H e  always 
blamed himself in that way when things 
went wrong— and then to have the m ur- 

. derer slip through his very fingers! I  
could guess what a mighty shock that 
had been to his self-confidence.

The latest victim was lying where he 
had fallen, just inside the doorway lead
ing into the inner room. Simmonds 
stepped to the window, threw open the 
shutters, and let a flood o f afternoon 
sunshine into the room. Then he knelt 
beside the body, and held up the limp 
right hand for us to see.

Just above the knuckles were two 
tiny incisions, with a drop o r two of 
blood oozing away from  them, and the

flesh about them swollen and discol
ored.

“ I  knew what it was the instant he 
yelled ‘L a  m a rt! ’ ”  said G odfrey quiet
ly. “ A nd  he  knew what it was the in
stant he felt the stroke. I t  is evident 
enough that he had seen it used before, 
o r heard o f it, and knew that it meant 
instant death.”

I  sat down, staring at the dead man, 
and tried to collect my senses. So this 
fiendish criminal, who slew with poison, 
had been lurking in Vantine’s house, 
and had struck down first Drouet and 
then the master o f the house himself. 
But w hy— why? I t  was incredible, as
tounding. M y  brain reeled at the 
thought. A nd yet it must be true.

I  looked again at the third victim, 
and saw a man roughly dressed, with 
bushy black hair and a tangled beard; 
a very giant o f a man, whose physical 
strength must have been enormous—  
and yet it had availed him nothing 
against that tiny pin prick on the hand.

A nd then a sudden thought brought 
me bolt upright.

“ But Arm and!”  I  cried. “ W here is 
Arm and ?”

Godfrey looked at me with a half- 
pitying smile.

“ W hat, Leste r!”  he said. “ D on’t you 
understand even yet? I t  was your fas
cinating Monsieur Arm and who did 
th a t;”  and he pointed to the dead man.

I  felt as though I  had been struck a 
heavy blow upon the head. Black cir
cles whirled before my eyes---------

“ Go over to the window,”  said God
frey  peremptorily, “ and get some fresh 
air.

Mechanically I  obeyed, and stood 
clinging to the window sill, gazing down 
at the busy street, where the tide of 
humanity was flowing up and down, all 
unconscious o f the tragedy which had 
been enacted so close at hand. A nd at 
last, the calmness o f all these people, 
the sight of the world going quietly on 
as usual, restored me a portion of my 
self-control. But even yet I  did not 
understand.

“ Was it Arm and,”  I  asked, turning 
back into the room, “ who lay there in 
the corner?”
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“ Certainly it was,”  Godfrey an
swered. “ W ho else could it be ?” 

“ G od frey!”  I  cried, remembering 
suddenly. “ D id  you see his eyes as he 
lay there watching the man at the cab
inet?”

“ Yes. I  saw them.”
“ Th ey were the same eyes---------•”
“ The same eyes.”
“ And the laugh— did you hear that 

laugh ?”
“ Certainly I  heard it.”
“ I  heard it once'before,”  I  said; “ and 

you thought it was a case o f nerves.”
I  fell silent a moment, shivering a 

little at the remembrance.
“ But why did Arm and lie there so 

quietly in the corner?”  I  asked, at last. 
“ Was he injured?”

Godfrey made a little gesture toward 
the corner.

“ Go see fo r yourself,”  he said. 
Something still lay along the wall on 

the spot where I  had seen that figure; 
and, as I  bent over it, I  saw that it was 
a large net, finely meshed but very 
strong.

“ Th a t was dropped over Arm and’s 
head as he came up the stairs,”  said 
Godfrey, “ or flung over him as he came 
into the room. Then the dead man 
yonder jumped upon him and trussed 
him up with those ropes.”

Pushing the net aside, I  saw upon the 
floor a little pile o f severed cords.

“ Yes,”  I  agreed, “ he would be able 
to do that. Have you noticed his size, 
Godfrey? H e  must have been a 
g iant!”

“ He couldn’t have done it if  Arm and 
hadn’t been w illing that he should,”  re
torted Godfrey curtly. “ Y o u  see he 
had no difficulty in getting aw ay;”  and 
he held up the net and pointed to the 
great rents in it. “ H e  cut his way out 
while he was lying there. I  ought to 
have known— I  ought to have known 
he wasn’t bound— that he was only 
waiting— but it was all so sudden!”

H e threw the net down upon the floor 
with a gesture o f disgust and despair. 
Then he stopped in front o f the buhl 
cabinet, and looked down at it musing
ly  ; and, after a moment, his face bright
ened.

The burlap wrappings had been al
most wholly torn aw ay; and the cabinet 
stood, more insolently beautiful than 
ever, it seemed to me, under the rays 
o f the sun, which sparkled and glittered 
and shimmered as they fell upon it.

“ But we’ll get him, Simmonds,”  said 
Godfrey, and his lips broke into a 
smile. “ In  fact, we’ve got him now. 
W e have only to wait, and he’ll walk 
into our arms. Simmonds, I  want you 
to lock this cabinet up in the strongest 
cell around at your station, and carry 
the key yourself.”

“ Lock it up?”  stammered Simmonds, 
staring at him.
* “ Yes,”  said Godfrey, “ lock it up. 

Th a t’s our one salvation.”  H is  face 
was glowing. H e  was quite himself 
again; alert, confident o f victory. 
“ Y o u ’re in charge of this case, aren’t 
you? W ell, lock it up, and give your 
reasons to nobody.”

“ Th a t’ll be easy,”  laughed Simmonds. 
“ I  haven’t got any reasons.”

“ O h, yes, you have;” and Godfrey 
bent upon him a gaze that was posi
tively hypnotic. “ Y o u ’ll do it because I  
want you to, and because I  tell you that, 
sooner or later, if  you keep this cabinet 
safe wherp no one can get at it, the man 
we want w ill walk into our hands. 
And I ’ll tell you more than that, Sim
monds. I f  we do get him, I ’ll have the 
biggest story I  ever had, and you’ll be 
world famous. France w ill make you 
a chevalier of the Legion o f H onor, 
Simmonds, mark my words. D on ’t you 
think the ribbon would look well in your 
buttonhole ?”  /

Simmonds was staring at the speaker 
as though he thought he had suddenly 
gone mad. Indeed, the thought flashed 
through my own brain that the disap
pointment, the chagrin o f failure, had 
been too much fo r Godfrey.

H e  burst into laughter as he saw our 
faces.

“ No, I ’m not mad,”  he said more so
be rly ; “ and I ’m not joking. I ’m speak
ing in deadly earnest, Simmonds, when 
I  say that this fellow is the biggest 
catch, we could make. H e ’s the greatest 
criminal o f modern times. I  repeat-it, 
Lester, this time without qualification.
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A nd now, perhaps, you ’ll agree with 
me.”

A nd with Arm and, so finished, so 
self-poised, so distinguished, in my 
mind, and the body of his latest victim 
before my eyes, I  nodded gloomily.

“ But who is he?”  I  asked. “ D o you 
know who he is, Godfrey?”

“ There’s the ambulance,”  broke in 
Simmonds, as a knock came at the street 
door and he hurried down to open it.

“ Come on, Leste r;”  and Godfrey 
hooked his arm through mine. “ There ’s 
nothing more we can do here. W e ’ll 
go down the back way. I ’ve had enough 
excitement fo r the time being. Haven't 
you ?”

“ I  certainly have,”  I  agreed; and he 
led the way back along the hall to an
other stair, down it, and so out through 
the laundry.

“ But, Godfrey, who is this man?” I  
repeated. “ W h y did he k ill that poor 
fellow up there? W h y  did he k ill 
Drouet and Vantine? H o w  did he get 
into the Vantine house? W hat is it all 
about ?”

“ A h !”  he said, looking at me with a 
smile. “ That is the important question. 
W hat is it all about! But we can’t dis
cuss it here in the street. Besides, I  
want to. think it over, Lester; and I  
want you to think it over. I f  I  can, I ’ll 
drop in to-night to see you, and we can 
thrash it out. W ill that suit you?”

“ Yes,”  I  said; “ and, fo r Heaven’s 
sake, don’t fa il to come!”

C H A P T E R  X X I .
GODFREY W EAVES A ROMANCE.

I  had begun to fear that G odfrey was 
going to disappoint me, so late it was 
before his welcome knock came at my 
door that night. I  hastened to let him 
in ; and I  could tell by the sigh of relief 
with which he sank into a chair that he 
was thoroughly weary.

“ I t  does me good to come in here 
occasionally and have‘a talk with you, 
Lester,”  he said, accepting the cigar I  
offered him. “ I  find it restful after a 
hard d a y a n d  he smiled across at me 
good-humoredly.

“ H ow  you keep it up I  don’t see,”  I  
said. “ Th is  one case has nearly given 
me nervous prostration.”

“ W ell, I  don’t often strike one as 
strenuous as th is ;”  and he settled back 
comfortably. “ A s a matter o f fact, I  
haven’t had one fo r a long time that 
even touches it. There is nothing that’s 
really mysterious about most crimes.” 

“ Th is  one is certainly lhysterious 
enough,”  I  remarked.

“ W hat makes it mysterious,”  God
frey explained, “ is the apparent lack of 
motive. A s soon as one learns the mo
tive for a crime, one learns also who 
committed it. But where the motive, 
can’t be discovered, it ’s mighty hard to 
make any progress.”

“ I t  isn’t only lack o f  motive which 
makes it mysterious,”  I  commented; 
“ it’s everything about it. I  can’t under
stand, either, why it was done or how 
it was done. W hen I  get to thinking 
about it, I  feel as though I  were wan
dering about in a maze from which I  
can never escape.”

“ Oh, yes, you ’ll escape, Lester,”  said 
G odfrey quietly; “ and that before very 
long.”

“ I f  you have an explanation, God
fre y ,”  I  protested, “ fo r Heaven’s sake 
tell m e! Don’t keep me in the maze an 
instant longer than is necessary. I ’ve 
been thinking about it till my brain feels 
like a snarl o f tangled thread. D o you 
mean to say you know what it is all 
about?”

“  ‘K now ’ is perhaps a little strong. 
There isn’t much in this world that we 
really know. Suppose we say that I  
strongly suspect.”  H e  paused a mo
ment, his eyes on. the ceiling. “ Yo u  
know you’ve accused me of romancing 
sometimes, Lester— the other evening, 
fo r instance; yet that romance has come 
true.”

“ I  take it all back,”  I  said meekly. 
“ There ’s another thing these talks 

do,”  continued Godfrey, going off rather 
at a tangent, “ and that is to c larify my 
ideas. Yo u  don’t know how it helps 
me to state my case to you and to try  
to answer your objections. Y o u r be
ing a lawyer makes you unusually quick 
to see objections; and a lawyer is al
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ways harder to convince o f a thing than 
the ordinary man. Yo u  are accus
tomed to weighing evidence; and so I  
never allow myself to be convinced o f a 
theory until I ’ve convinced you. N ot 
always even then,”  he added, w ith a 
smile.

“ W ell, I ’m glad I ’m o f some use,”  I  
said, “ if  it is only as a sort of file fo r 
you to sharpen y o u r wits on. So please 
go ahead and romance some more. Te ll 
me first how you and Simmonds came 
to be following Arm and ?”

“ Simply because I  had found out he 
wasn’t Armand. M onsieur F e lix  A r 
mand is in Paris at this moment. Yo u  
were too credulous, Lester.”

“ W hy, I  never had any doubt o f his 
being Arm and,”  I  stammered. “ H e  
knew about my cablegram. H e  knew
about the firm ’s answer--------- ”

“ O f  course he did, because your cable 
was never received by the Armands, but 
by a confederate in this fellow’s em
p loy ; and it was that confederate who 
answered it. O u r  friend, the unknown, 
foresaw, o f course, that a cable would 
be sent the Armands as soon as the mis
take was discovered, and he took his 
precautions accordingly.”

“ Then you still believe that the cab
inet was sent to Vantine by design and 
not by accident ?”

“ Absolutely. I t  was sent by the A r -  
ma'nds in good faith, because they be
lieved that it had been purchased by 
Vantine— all of which had been ar
ranged very carefully by the great un
known.”

“ Te ll me how you know all this, God
frey,” I  said.

“ W hy, it was easy enough. When 
you told me yesterday of Arm and, I  
knew, or thought I  knew, that it was 
a plant of some kind. But, in order to 
be sure, I  cabled our man at Paris to 
investigate. O u r man went at once to 
Armand, Senior, and he learned a num
ber of very interesting things. One 
was that the son, F e lix  Armand, was 
in P a ris ; another was that no member 
of the firm knew anything about your 
cable o r the answer to it ;  a third was 
that, had the cable been received, it 
would not have been understood, -be

cause the Armands’ books show that 
this cabinet was bought by Philip V a n - 
tine fo r the sum of twelve thousand 
francs.”

“ N ot this one!”  I  protested.
“ Y e s ; this one.”
“ But I  don’t understand!”  I  stam

mered. “ Vantine told me himself that 
he did not buy that cabinet.”

“ N o r did he. But somebody bought 
it in his name, and directed that it be 
sent forward to him.”

“ A nd  paid twelve thousand francs 
fo r it?”

“ Certainly— and paid twelve thou
sand francs to the Armands.”

“ Rather an expensive present,”  I  
said feebly, fo r my brain was beginning 
to w hirl again.

“ O h, it wasn’t intended as a present. 
The purchaser planned to reclaim i t ; 
but Vantine’s death threw him out. I f  
it hadn’t been fo r that— fo r an acci
dent which no one could foresee—  
everything would have gone along 
smoothly, and no one would ever have 
been the wiser.”

“ But what was his object? W as he 
try ing  to evade the duty ?”

“ O h , nothing so small as that! Be
sides, he Would have had to refund the 
duty to Vantine. D id  he refund it to 
you ?”

“ N o ,”  I  said, “ I  didn’t think there 
was any to refund. Vantine really paid 
the duty only On the cabinet he pur
chased, since that was the one shown 
on his manifest. The  other fellow must 
have paid the duty on the cabinet he 
brought in ; so I  didn’t see that there 
was anything coming to Vantine’s 
estate. There ’s probably something due 
the government, fo r the cabinet Vantine 
brought in was, o f course, much more 
valuable than his manifest showed.”

“ N o doubt o f that; and the other 
cabinet is the one which Vantine really 
purchased. I t  was, o f course, sent fo r
ward to this other fellow’s address here 
in New  Y o rk . H is  plan is evident 
enough— to call upon Vantine, as the 
representative of the Armands, or per
haps as the owner o f the Montespan 
cabinet, and make the exchange. Van 
tine’s death spoiled that, and he had to
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make the exchange through you. Even 
then, he would have been able to pull it 
off but fo r the fact that Vantine’s death 
and that o f  Drouet had called our at
tention to the cabinet. W e followed 
him, and the incidents o f this afternoon 
followed.”

“ A nd he accomplished all this by 
means of a confederate in the employ 
o f the Armands?”

“ N o doubt o f it. The  clerk who made 
the supposed sale to Vantine and got a 
commission on it, resigned suddenly two 
days ago— just as soon as he had inter
cepted your cable and answered it. The  
Paris police are looking fo r him, but I  
doubt i f  they’ll find him.”

I  paused to think this o v e r; and then 
a sudden impatience seized me.

“ That’s all clear enough,”  I  said. 
“ The cabinets might have been ex
changed just as you say they were— no 
doubt you are right— but all that doesn’t 
lead us anywhere. W h y  were they ex
changed? W hat is there about that 
buhl cabinet which makes this unknown 
w illing to do murder fo r it? Does he 
think those letters are still in it?”

“ He knows they’re not in  it now? 
Yo u  told him. Before that, he knew 
nothing about the letters. I f  he’d known 
of them, he’d have had them out before 
the cabinet was shipped.”

“ W hat is it, then?”  I  demanded. 
“ And, above all, Godfrey, w h y should 
this fellow hide himself in Vantine’s 
house and kill two men? D id  they sur
prise him while he was working over 
the cabinet?”

“ I  see no reason to believe that he 
was ever inside the Vantine house,”  said 
G odfrey quietly; “ that is, until you took 
him there yourself this afternoon.”

“ But, look here, Godfrey,”  I  pro
tested, “ that’s nonsense. H e  must have 
been in the house, or he couldn’t have 
killed Vantine and Drouet.”  %

“ W ho said he killed them?”
“ I f  he didn’t k ill them, who did?”  
Godfrey took tw o o r three contempla

tive puffs, while I  sat there staring at 
him.

“ W ell,”  G odfrey answered, at last, 
“ now I ’m going to romance a little. W e 
w ill return to you r fascinating friend,

Armand, as we may as wTell call him fo r 
the present. H e  is extraordinary.”

“ N o  doubt o f it,”  I  agreed.
“ I  can only repeat what I  have said 

before. In  my opinion, he is the great
est criminal o f modern times.”

“ I f  he is a criminal at all, he is un
doubtedly a great one,”  I  conceded. 
“ But it ’s hard fo r me to believe that he 
is a criminal. H e ’s the most cultured 
man I  ever met.”

“ O f  course he is. Th a t’s why he’s 
so dangerous. A n  ignorant criminal is 
never dangerous— it’s the ignorant crim
inals who fill the prison^ But look out 
fo r the educated, accomplished ones. It  
takes brains to be a great criminal, Les
ter, and brains o f a high order.”

“ But w hy should a man with brains 
be a criminal?”  I  queried. “ I f  he can 
earn an honest living, why should he be 
dishonest ?”

“ In  the first place, most criminals are 
criminals from  choice, not from  neces
s ity ; and with a cultured man, the in
centive is usually the excitement o f it. 
Have you ever thought what an excit
ing game it is, Lester, to defy society, 
to break the law, to know that the odds 
against you are a thousand to one, and 
yet to come out triumphant ? A nd then, 
I  suppose, every great criminal is a little 
insane.”

“ N o  doubt o f it,”  I  agreed.
“ Just as every absolutely honest man 

is a little insane,”  went on Godfrey 
quickly. “ Just as every great reformer 
and enthusiast is a little insane. The 
sane men are the average ones; who are 
fa irly  honest and yet'tell white lies on 
occasion; who succumb to temptation 
now and then; who temporize and com
promise, apd try  to lead a comfortable 
and quiet life. I  repeat, Lester, that 
this fellow is a great criminal, and that 
he finds life  infinitely more engrossing 
than either you o r I .  I  hope I ’ll meet 
him some time— not in a little skirmish 
like this, but in an out-and-out battle. 
O f  course, I ’d be routed— horse, foot, 
and dragoons; but it certainly would be 
interesting;”  and he looked at me, his 
eyes glowing.

“ I t  certainly would,”  I  agreed. “ Go 
ahead with your.rom ance.”
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“ Here it is : Th is  Monsieur Armand 
is a great criminal, and has, o f course, 
various followers upon whom he must 
rely fo r the performance o f certain de
tails, since he can be in but one place 
at a time. Abject and absolute obedi
ence is necessary to his success; and he 
compels obedience in  the only way in 
which it can be compelled among crim
inals— by fear. F o r  disobedience, there 
is only one punishment— death. And 
the manner o f the death is so certain 
and so mysterious as to be almost super
natural. The  deserters and traitors 
have died, inevitably and invariably, 
from  the effects o f an insignificant 
wound on the right hand, just above the 
knuckles.”

I  was listening intently now, as you 
may well believe, fo r I  began to see 
whither the romance was tending.

“ I t  is by this secret,”  G odfrey con
tinued, “ that Arm and preserves his ab
solute supremacy. But occasionally the 
temptation is too great, and one o f his 
men deserts. Armand sends this cab
inet to America. H e  knows that in this, 
case the temptation is very great in
deed. H e  fears treachery, and he ar
ranges in it a mechanism which w ill in 
flict death upon the tra itor in precisely 
the same way in which he himself in
flicts it— by means of a poisoned stab in 
the right hand. Imagine the effect upon 
his gang. H e  is nowhere near when the 
act o f treachery is perform ed; and yet 
the traitor dies instantly and surely. 
W h y, it was a tremendous idea! And 
it was carried out with absolute genius.”

“ But,”  I  questioned, “ what act o f 
treachery was it that Armand feared?”

“ The  opening o f the secret drawer.”
“ Then you still believe in the poisoned 

mechanism ?”
“ I  certainly do. The  tragedy o f this 

afternoon proves the truth o f the the
o ry .”

“ I  don’t see it,”  I  said helplessly.
“ W hy, Lester,”  protested Godfrey, 

“ it’s as plain as day. W ho was that 
bearded giant who was killed? The  
traitor, o f course. W e w ill find that he 
was a member of Arm and’s gang. H e  
followed Arm and to America, lay in 
wait fo r him, caught him in the net, and

bound him hand and foot. D o  you sup
pose fo r an instant that Armand was 
ignorant o f his presence in that house? 
D o you suppose he would have been 
able to take Arm and prisoner if  A r 
mand had not been w illing that he 
should ?”

“ I  don’t see how Arm and could help 
himself after that fellow got his hands 
on him.”

“ Yo u  don’t? And yet you yourself 
saw that he was not really bound— that 
he had cut himself loose.”

“ That is true,”  I  said thoughtfully.
“ Let us reconstruct the story,”  God

fre y  went on rapidly. “ The traitor 
knows the secret o f the cabinet. He 
follows Armand to New  Y o rk , shadows 
him to the house on Seventh Avenue, 
waits fo r him there, and seizes and 
binds him. H e  is half mad with tr i
umph. H e  chants a crazy singsong 
about revenge, revenge, revenge! And, 
in order that the triumph may be com
plete, he does not kill his prisoner at 
once. H e  rolls him into a corner and 
proceeds to rip  away the burlap. H is  
triumph w ill be to open the secret 
drawer before Arm and’s eyes. And 
Arm and lies there in the corner, his eyes 
gleaming, because it is really the mo
ment o f  his triumph which is at hand.”

“ The  moment o f his triumph ?”  I  re
peated. “ W hat do you mean by that, 
Godfrey?”

“ I  mean that, the instant the traitor 
opened the drawer, he would be stabbed 
by the poisoned mechanism. I t  was fo r 
that that Arm and waited.”

I  lay back in my' chair with a gasp 
o f amazement and admiration. I  had 
been blind not to see it. Arm and had 
merely to lie still and permit the traitor 
to walk into the trap prepared fo r him. 
N o  wonder his eyes had glowed as he 
lay there watching that frenzied figure 
at the cabinet!

“ I t  was not until the last moment,”  
Godfrey went on, “ when the traitor was 
bending above the cabinet feeling fo r 
the spring, that I  fealized what was 
about to happen. There  was no time 
fo r hesitation. I  sprang into the room. 
Arm and vanished in an instant; and the 
giant also tried to escape; but I  caught
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him at the door. I  had no idea o f his 
danger. I  had no thought that Arm and 
would dare linger. A nd  yet he did. 
N ow  that it  ̂ is too late, I  understand. 
H e  had to k ill that man. There  were 
no two ways about it. W hatever the 
risk, he had to kill him.”

“ But w hy?” I  asked. “ W h y?”
“ T o  seal his lips. I f  we had captured 

him, do you suppose Arm and’s secret 
would have been safe fo r an instant? 
So he had to kill him— he had to k ill 
him with the poisoned barb— and he 
did k ill him, and got away into the bar
gain. Never in my life  have I  felt so 
like a fool as when that door was 
slammed in my face.”

“ Perhaps he had that prepared, too,”  
I  suggested tim idly, ready to believe 
anything o f this extraordinary man. 
“ Perhaps he knew that we were there 
all the time.”

“ O f  course he did,”  assented God
frey grim ly. “ W h y  else would there be 
a snap lock on the outside o f  the door ? 
And to think I  didn’t see i t ! T o  think 
that I  was fool enough to suppose that 
I  could follow him about the streets of 
New Y o rk  without his knowing it !  H e  
knew from  the first that he might be 
followed, and prepared fo r it.”

“ But it’s incredible!”  I  protested 
feebly. “ I t ’s incredible!”

“ Nothing is incredible in connection 
with that man.”

“ But the risk— think o f the risk he
ra n !”

“ W hat does he care fo r risks? H e  
despises them— and rightly. H e  got 
away, didn’t he?”

“ Yes,”  I  said, “ he got away. There ’s 
no question o f that, I  guess.”

“ W ell, that is the story o f this after
noon’s tragedy, as I  understand it,”  pro
ceeded G odfrey' more calmly. “ A nd 
now I ’m going to leave you. I  want 
you to think it over. I f  it doesn’t hold 
together, show me where it doesn’t. B u t 
it zvill hold together. I t ’s got t o -b e -  
cause it’s true.”

“ But how about Arm and?”  I  pro
tested. “ A ren ’t you going to try  to cap
ture him-? A re  you going to let him 
get away ?”

“ H e won’t get aw ay;”  and G odfrey’s

eyes were gleaming again. “ W e don’t 
have to search fo r h im ; fo r we’ve got 
our trap, Lester; and it’s baited with a 
bait he can’t resist— the buhl cabinet!” 

“ But he knows it’s a trap.”
“ O f  course he knows it.”
“ And you really think he’ll walk into 

it?”  I  asked incredulously.
“ I  know he w ill. One o f these days, 

he’ll t ry  to get that cabinet out o f the 
steel cell at the Twentieth Street sta
tion, in which we have it locked.”

I  shook my head.
“ H e ’s no such fool,”  I  said. “ N o  

man’s such a fool as that. H e ’ll give it 
up and go quietly back to Paris.”

“ N ot if  he’s the man I  think he is,”  
said Godfrey, his hand on the door. 
“ H e ’ll never give up. Just wait, Lester. ’ 
W e’ll know in a day o r two which o f us 
is a true prophet. The  only thing I ’m 
afraid o f,”  he added, his face clouding, 
“ is that he’ll get away with the cabinet, 
in  spite o f us.”

And he went away down the hall, 
leaving me staring after him.

C H A P T E R  X X I I .
“ CROCHARD, L ’ lN V IN C IB L E !”

I t  seemed fo r once that G odfrey was 
'destined to be wrong, fo r the days 
passed and nothing happened— nothing, 
that is, in so far as the cabinet was con
cerned. There was an inquest, of 
course, over the victim  o f the latest 
tragedy; and once again I  was forced 
to give my evidence before a coroner’s 
ju ry . I  must confess that, this time, it 
made me appear considerable o f a fool, 
and the papers poked sly fun at the at
torney who had walked blindly into a 
trap which, now that it was sprung, 
seemed so apparent.

The Bertillon measurements o f the 
victim had been cabled to Paris, and he 
had been instantly identified as a fellow 
named Morel, well known to the police 
as a daring and desperate criminal. In  
fact, the prefect considered the matter 
so - important that he cabled next day 
that he was sending Inspector Pigot to 
New  Y o rk  to investigate the matter fu r 
ther, and to confer with our bureau as
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to the best methods to be taken to ap
prehend the murderer. Inspector Pigot, 
it  was added, would sail at once from  

, H a vre  on L a  Savoie.
Meanwhile, G rady’s men, with Sim - 

monds at their head, strained every 
nerve to discover the whereabouts o f 
the fugitive. A  net was thrown over 
the entire c ity ; but, while a number o f 
fish were captured, the one which the 
police particularly wished fo r was not 
among them. N ot a single trace of the 
fugitive was discovered. H e  had van
ished absolutely; and, after a day or 
two, Grady asserted confidently that he 
had left New  Y o rk .

F o r Grady had come back into the 
case again, goaded-by the papers, par
ticularly by the R ecord , to efforts which 
he must have considered superhuman. 
The  remarkable nature o f the mystery, 
its picturesque and unique features, the 
fact that three men had been killed 
within a few days in precisely the same 
manner, and the absence o f any reason
able hypothesis to explain these deaths 
— all this served to rivet public atten
tion. E ve ry  amateur detective in the 
country had a theory to exploit— and 
far-fetched enough most o f them were.

Grady did a lot o f talking in those 
days, explaining in detail the remark
able measures he was taking to arrest 
the crim inal; but the fact remained that 
three men had been killed, and that no 
one had been punished; that a series 
of crimes had been committed, and that 
the criminal was still at large, and 
seemed likely to remain so ; and, natu
rally enough, the papers, having ex
hausted every other phase o f the case, 
were soon echoing public sentiment that 
something was wrong somewhere, and 
that the detective bureau needed a shak
ing up from the top down.

The buhl cabinet remained locked up 
in a cell at the Twentieth Street sta
tion ; and Simmonds kept the key in his 
pocket. I  know now that he was as 
much in the dark concerning the cabinet 
as the general public w as; and the gen
eral public was very much in the dark 
indeed, fo r the cabinet had not figured 
in the accounts o f the first two trag
edies at all, and only incidentally in the

reports o f the latest one. A s  fa r as it 
was concerned, the affair seemed clear 
enough to most o f  the reporters, as an 
attempt to smuggle into the country and 
get away with an art object o f great 
value. Such cases were too common to 
attract especial attention.

But Simmonds had come to see that 
Grady was tottering on his throne. H e  
realized, perhaps, that his own head was 
not safe; and he had made up his mind 
to pin his faith to Godfrey as the only 
one at all likely to lead him out of the 
maze. A nd G odfrey laid the greatest 
stress upon the necessity o f keeping the 
cabinet under lock and key; so under 
lock and key it was kept. As for 
Grady, I  do not believe that, even at the 
last, he realized the important part the 
cabinet had played in the drama.

But, while the buhl cabinet failed to 
focus the attention o f the public, and 
while most o f the reporters promptly 
forgot all about it, I  was amused at 
the pains which Godfrey took to in
form  the fugitive as to its whereabouts 
and as to how it was guarded.

O ve r and over again, while the other 
papers wondered at his imbecility, he 
told how it had been placed in the 
strongest cell at the Twentieth Street 
station; a cell whose bars were made of 
chrome-nickel steel which no saw could 
bite in to ; a cell whose lock was worked 
not only by a key, but by a combination 
known to one man o n ly ; a cell isolated 
from  the others, standing alone in the 
middle o f the th ird  corridor, in fu ll view 
o f the officer on guard, so that no one 
could approach it, day o r night, without 
being instantly discovered; a cell whose 
door was connected with an automatic 
alarm over the sergeant’s desk in the 
front room ; a cell, in short, from  which 
no man could possibly escape, and which 
no man could possibly enter unob
served.

O f  the buhl cabinet itself, Godfrey 
said little, saving his story fo r the de
nouement which he seemed so sure 
would come; but the details which I  
have given above were dwelt upon in 
the R ecord , until, happening to meet 
G odfrey on the street one day, I  pro
tested that he would only succeed in
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frightening the fugitive away altogeth
er, even i f  he still had any designs on 
the cabinet, which I  ve ry much doubted. 
But Godfrey only laughed.

“ There’s not the slightest danger o f 
frightening him away,”  he said. “ Th is  
fellow isn’t that kind. I f  I ’m right in 
sizing him up, he’s the sort of dare
devil whom an insuperable difficulty 
only attracts. The  harder the job, the 
more he is drawn to it. Th a t’s the rea
son I  am making this one just as hard 
as I  can.”

“ But a man would be a fool to at
tempt to get to that cabinet,”  I  pro 
tested. “ I t ’s simply impossible.”

“ I t  looks impossible, I ’m free to ad
mit,”  he agreed. “ But, just the same, 
I  wake every morning cold w ith fear, 
and run to the phone to make sure the 
cabinet’s safe. I f  I  could think o f any 
further safeguards, I ’d certainly employ 
them.”

I  looked at G odfrey searchingly, fo r 
it seemed to me that he must be jest
ing. He laughed as he caught my
glance.

“ I  was never more in earnest in my 
life, Lester,”  he said. “ Y o u  don’t ap
preciate this fellow as I  do. H e ’s a 
genius. Nothing is impossible to him. 
H e disdains easy jobs. W hen he thinks 
a job is too easy, he makes it  harder 
just as a sporting chance. H e  has been 
known to warn people that they kept 
their jewels too carelessly, and then, 
after they had put them in a safer place, 
he’d go and take them.”

“ That seems rather foolish, doesn’t 
it?” I  queried.

. “ N ot from his point o f view. H e  
doesn’t steal because he needs money, 
but because he needs excitement.”

“ You know who he is, then?”  I  de
manded.

“ I  think I  do. I  hope I  do ; but I ’m 
not going to tell even you till I ’m sure. 
I ’ll say th is : I f  he is who I  think he is, 
it would be a delight to match one’s 
brains with his. W e haven’t got any 
one like him over here— which is a 
pity.”

I  was inclined to doubt this, fo r I  
have no romantic admiration fo r gen
tlemen burglars, even in fiction. H o w 

ever picturesque and chivalric, a thief is, 
after all, a thief. Perhaps it is my train
ing as a lawyer, o r perhaps I  am simply 
n a rrow ; but crime, however brilliantly 
carried out, seems to me a sordid and 
unlovely thing. I  know quite well that 
there are many people who look at these 
things from  a different angle. G odfrey 
is one o f them.

I  pointed out to him now that, i f  his 
intuitions were correct, he would soon 
have a chance to match his wits with 
those o f the great unknown.

“ Yes,”  he agreed; “ and I ’m scared to 
death. I  have been ever since I  began 
to suspect his identity. I  feel like a tyro 
going up against a master in a game of 
chess— mate in s ix  moves.”

“ I  shouldn’t consider you exactly a 
tyro ,”  I  said dryly.

“ I t ’s long odds that the great un
known w ill,”  G odfrey retorted, and 
bade me good-by.

Except fo r that chance meeting, I  
saw nothing o f him, and in this I  was 
disappointed, fo r  there were many 
things about the whole affair which I  
did not understand. In  fact, when I  
sat down o f an evening and lit my pipe 
and began to think it over, I  found that 
I  understood nothing at all.

G odfrey’s theory held together per
fectly, so fa r as I  could see, but it led 
nowhere. H o w  had Drouet and V a n - 
tine been killed? W h y  had they been 
killed ? W hat was the secret o f the cab
inet ? In  a word, what was all this mys
tery about ? N ot one of these questions 
could I  answer; and the solutions I  
guessed at seemed so absurd that I  dis
missed them in disgust. In  the end, I  
found that the affair was interfering 
with my work, and I  banished it from  
my mind, turning my face resolutely 
away from it whenever it tried to break 
into my thoughts.

But, though I  could shut it out of 
m y waking hours successfully enough, I  
could not control my sleeping ones, and 
my dreams became more and more hor
rible.

I t  was while I  was sitting moodily 
in my room one night, debating whether 
o r not to go to bed; weary to exhaus
tion, and yet reluctant to resign myself
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to a sleep from  which I  knew I  should 
wake shrieking that a knock came at the 
door— a knock I  recognized; and I  
arose jo y fu lly  to admit Godfrey.

I  could see by the way his eyes were 
shining that he had something unusual 
to tell m e; and then, as he looked at me, 
his face changed.

“ W hat’s the matter, Lester?”  he de
manded. “ Y o u ’re looking fagged out. 
W orking too hard?”

“ I t ’s not that,”  I  said. “ I  can’t sleep. 
Th is  thing has upset my nerves, God
frey. I  dream about it— have regular 
nightmares.”

H e sat down opposite me, concern 
and anxiety in his face.

“ That won’t do,”  he protested. “ Y o u  
vinust go away somewhere. Take a rest, 

and a good long one.”
“ A  rest wouldn’t do me any good as 

long as this mystery is unsolved,”  I  
_ said. “ I t ’s only by working that I  can 

keep my mind off of it.”
“ W ell,”  he smiled, “ just to oblige you, 

we’ll solve it first, then.”
“ Do you mean you know---------”
“ I  know who the great unknown is, 

and I ’m going to tell you presently. 
Day after to-m orrow— Wednesday— I ’ll 
know all the rest. The whole story w ill 
be in Thursday morning’s paper. Sup
pose you arrange to start Thursday 
afternoon.”

I  could only stare at him. H e smiled 
as he met my gaze.

“ Y o u ’re looking better already,”  he 
said, “ as though you were taking a lit
tle more interest in life f  and he helped 
himself to a cigar.

“ Godfrey,”  I  protested, “ I  wish you’d 
pick out somebody else to practice on. 
You come up here and explode a bomb 
just to see how high I ’ll jump. I t ’s 
amusing to you, no doubt, and perhaps 
a little instructive; but my nerves won’t 
stand it.”

“ M y  dear Lester,”  he broke in, “ that 
'wasn’t a bomb; that was a simple state
ment of fact.”

“ A re  you serious?”
“ Perfectly so.”
“ But how do you know---------”
“ Before I  answer any questions, I  

want to ask you one. D id you, by any

“-chance, mention me to the gentleman 
known to you as M onsieur F e lix  A r -  
mand ?”

“ Yes,”  I  answered, after a moment’s 
thought. “ I  believe I  did. I  was tell
ing him about ou r try in g  to find the 
secret drawer. I  mentioned you r name, 
and he asked who you were. I  told 
him you were a genius at solving mys
teries.”

G odfrey nodded.
“ That,”  he said, “ explains the one 

thing I_ didn’t understand. N ow  go 
ahead with your questions.”

“ Yo u  said a while ago that you would 
know all about this affair day after to
m orrow.”

“ Yes.”
“ H o w  do you know you w ill ?”
“ Because I  have received a letter 

which sets the date;”  and he took from 
his pocket a sheet o f paper and handed 
it over to me. “ Read it.”

The  letter was written in pencil, in a 
delicate and somewhat feminine hand, 
on a sheet o f plain, unruled paper. 
W ith  an astonishment which increased 
with every word, I  read this extraor
dinary epistle:

M r Dear Mr. Godfrey: I have been
highly flattered by your interest in the affair 
o f the cabinet boule, and admire most deeply 
your penetration in arriving at a conclusion 
so nearly correct regarding it. I must thank 
you, also, for your kindness in keeping me 
informed o f the measures which have been 
taken to guard the cabinet, and which seem 
to me very complete and well thought out. 
I have myself visited the station and in
spected the cell, and I find that in every de
tail you were correct. 1

It is because I so esteem you as an ad
versary that I tell you, in confidence, that it 
is my intention to regain possession o f my 
property on Wednesday next, and that, hav
ing done so, I shall beg you to accept a small 
souvenir o f the occasion.

I am, dear sir,
Most cordially yours,

Jacques Crochard, 
L'Invincible!

I  looked up to find G odfrey regard
ing me with a quizzical smile.

“ O f  course it’s a joke,”  I  said. Then 
I  looked at him again. “ Surely, God
frey, you don’t believe this is genuine!”

“ Perhaps we can prove it,”  he sa d 
quietly. “ That is one reason I  came
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up. D idn ’t Arm and leave a note fo r 
you the day he failed to see you?”

“ Y e s ; on this card. I  have it here;” 
and, w ith trembling fingers, I  got out 
my pocketbook and drew the card from  
the compartment in which I  had care
fu lly  preserved it.

One glance at it was enough. Th e  
penciled line on the back was unques
tionably written by the same hand which 
wrote the letter.

“ A nd now you know fiis name,”  
Godfrey added, tapping the signature 
with his finger. “ I  have been certain 
from the first that it was he.”

I  gazed at the signature without an
swering. I  had, o f course, read in the 
papers many times o f the Gargantuan 
exploits o f Crochard— “ the Invincible,”  
as he loved to call himself, and w ith 
good reason. But his achievements, at 
least as the papers described them, 
seemed too fantastic to be true.

I  had suspected more than once that 
he was merely a figment o f the Parisian 
space writers, a sort o f reserve fo r the 
dull season; o r else that he was a kind 
o f scapegoat saddled by the French po
lice with every crime which proved too 
much for them.

Now, however, it  seemed that C ro 
chard really existed. I  held his letter 
in my hand. I  had even talked with 
h im ; and, as I  remembered the fascina
tion, the finish, the distinguished culture 
o f Monsieur F e lix  Armand, I  under
stood something of the reason o f his 
extraordinary reputation.

“ There can be no two opinions about 
him,”  said Godfrey, reaching out his 
hand fo r the letter and sinking back in 
his chair to contemplate it. “ Crochard 
is one o f the greatest criminals who 
ever lived, fu ll o f imagination and re
source, and w ith a sense o f humor most 
acute. I  have followed his career fo r 
years— it was this fact that gave me 
my first clew. H e  killed a man once 
before just as he killed this last one. 
Th e  man had betrayed him to the po
lice. H e  was never betrayed again.”

“ W hat a fiend he must be!”  I  said, 
with a shudder.

But G odfrey shook his head quickly.
“ Don’t get that idea o f him,”  he pro

tested earnestly. “ U p  to the time o f his 
arrival in New  Y o rk , he had never 
killed any man except that traitor. H im  
he had a certain right to kill— according 
to thieves’ ethics, anyway. H is  own life 
has been in peril scores o f tim es; but he 
has never killed a man to save himj'elf. 
Put that down to his credit.”

“ But Drouet and Vantine?” I  ob
jected.

“ A n  accident fo r which he was in 
no way responsible,”  said Godfrey 
promptly.

“ You  mean he didn’t k ill them?” 
“ M ost certainly not. Th is  last man 

he did kill was a traitor like the first. 
Crochard, I  think, reasons like this— to 
k ill an adversary is too easy. I t  is too 
brutal. I t  lacks finesse. Besides, it re
moves the adversary. A nd , without ad
versaries, Crochard’s life  would be of 
no interest to him. A fte r he had killed 
his last adversary, he -would have to 
k ill himself.”

“ I  can’t understand a man like that,” 
I  said. “ H e ’s too much fo r me.”

“ W ell, look at this,”  said Godfrey, 
and tapped the letter-again. “ H e hon
ors me by considering me an adversary. 
Does he seek to remove me? O n  the 
contrary, he gives me a handicap. H e  

* takes off his queen in order that it may 
be a little more difficult to mate me.” 

“ But surely, Godfrey,”  I  protested, 
“ you don’t take that letter seriously. 
I f  he wrote it at all, he wrote it merely 
to throw you off the track. I f  he says 
Wednesday, he really intends to try  fo r 
the cabinet to-m orrow.”

“ I  don’t think so. I  told you he’d 
think me only a tyro. A nd , beside him, 
that’s all I  am. Do you know where he 
wrote that letter, Lester? Right ii^Jhe 
R eco rd  office. Th a t’s a sheet o f our 
copy paper. H e  sat down there, right 
under my nose, wrote that letter, 
dropped it into my box, and walked out. 
A nd all that some time this evening, 
when the office was crowded.”

“ But it’s absurd fo r him to write a 
letter like that if  he really means it.
Y o u  have only to warn the police---------”

“ Y o u ’ll notice he says it ’s in confi
dence.”
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“ A n d  you ’re going to keep it so?”
“ Certainly I  am. I  consider that he 

has paid me a high compliment. I  have 
Shown it to no one but you— also in 
confidence.”
■ “ I t  is not the sort o f  confidence the 
law recognizes,”  I  pointed out. “ T o  
keep a confidence like that is called by 
the law by an ugly name— compounding 
a felony.”

“ A nd yet. you’ll keep it,”  said God
frey cheerfully. “ Yo u  see, I ’m going 
to do everything I  can to prevent that, 
felony. A nd  we w ill see if  Crochard is 
really invincible.”

“ I ’ll keep it,”  I  agreed, “ because I  
think the letter is just a blind. A nd , by 
the way,”  I  added, “ I  have a letter 
from  Arm and & Son, confirming the

fact that their books show that the buhl 
cabinet was bought by Philip  Vantine. 
U nder the circumstances, I ’ll have to 
claim it and hand it over to the M etro
politan.”

“ I  hope you won’t disturb it until 
after Wednesday,”  said G odfrey quick
ly. “ I  won’t have any.interest in it after 
that.”

“ Yo u  really think Crochard w ill try  
fo r it Wednesday?”

“ I  really do.”
I  shrugged my shoulders. W hat was 

the use o f arguing with a man like that ?
“ T i l l  after Wednesday, then,” I  

agreed; and G o d fre y ,,having verified 
his letter and secured from  me the two 
promises he was after, bade me good 
night.

TO BE CONCLUDED.

The conclusion o f  this story will appear, two weeks hence, in  the December Month-end 
P O P U L A R , on sale November 25 th.

T H E  M A N  W H O  C O U L D  LOSE A N Y T H IN G
C O M E  people can lose a pocketknife, some can misplace a ten-dollar note, 

and others can lose their heads. A l l  o f them are good performers, but 
W illiam  H . Santelmann, leader o f the United States M arine Band, tells the 
story o f a man who was the champion long-distance, unchallenged, hifaluting 
loser o f all history.

T h is  fellow was, like Santelmann, a nat?Ve o f Germany, and he played the 
bass drum in a highly uniformed but poorly instructed brass band. O n  one 
occasion the band, having been invited to furnish the music at a country fa ir, 
was provided w ith tickets o f admission to -th e  grounds. E a rly  in the after
noon, when the natives from  miles around were tying their horses and piling 
into the one entrance to the festivities, the bass-drum player presented himself 
at the gate. Behind him was a h(jt, pushing, husky crowd.

“ W here’s your ticket?”  asked the gatekeeper.
“ Dot ticket iss los’,”  explained the German, taking rmich time to murder 

the English language.
Th e  crowd behind grew impatient, yelled, hooted, and pushed roughly. The 

gatekeeper, putting one stalwart hand against the German’s chest, used him as 
a human dam to hold back the surging ocean o f humanity.

“ M y  friend,”  he said, “ you couldn’t have lost your ticket.”
“ I  tells you,”  shouted the musician, “ dot ticket iss los’.”
B y  this time several hundred men and women were throw ing their weight 

against the German's back and hissing epithets at his thick head.
“ O f  course,”  said the gatekeeper, terrified by the hubbub of the throng 

and weakened by the exertion o f pushing in the German’s chest while the 
crowd broke his back, “ it’s all right. Th e  band’s the guest o f the fa ir, but I  
really must see you r ticket. Y o u  couldn’t have lost’ your ticket.”

“ D e r hell I  canned los’ a ticket!” screamed the German, whose shape, 
under the pressure before and behind, had assumed the aspect o f an hourglass. 
“ D er hell I  cannod! I  haf los’ my bass d ru m !”

12A



Below the Jam
By A . M . Chisholm

A uthor o f  “ The W inning Game,”  “ Before the Snow ,”  Etc.

In the w oods with the lumberjacks. It doesn’ t take much to start 
a row  when you’ve a full-sized grouch. A nd when both parties 
are big. two-fisted woodsmen there’s pretty sure to be plenty doing

ON C E  there was bad blood be
tween two shantymen named 
Mitchell and Driscoll, who 
worked in Crooks & Cameron’s 

lumber camps on the L ittle  Canoe. I t  
began, simply enough, on the train that 
was to take them to the woods in the 
fall. Before then neither of them had 
ever seen the other. Th ey had been 
hired the preceding day, and had util
ized the intervening time and their few 
remaining dollars in accumulating a 
parting jag. And as this, by force o f 
cruel circumstance, would have to last 
them until next spring, a fact of which 
they were quite aware, it was naturally 
a daisy. Therefore, when they found 
themselves occupying one seat in the 
dilapidated old day coach, they were 
ready to drink more or to fight, w ith 
some preference fo r the latter amuse
ment.

Mitchell had entered the car last, and 
fo r some occult reason had chosen to 
sit alongside Driscoll, whom he did not 
know at a ll; but Driscoll was occupying 
two men’s space himself, and was dis
inclined to motion.

“ Move over there and gimme a seat,”  
said Mitchell. “ Th in k  you own this 
car?”

Driscoll grunted profanely, but he 
moved, and Mitchell sat down.

Just before the train pulled out, 
Teeny W alsh, eldest daughter of old 
Pat W alsh who drove the engine, came 
on the platform to deliver a home mes
sage to her father. O n  the way back, 
she walked beside the coach which held 
the lumberjacks. M iss Teeny was au-:

burn-haired and shapely, and her gen
eral style appealed to Driscoll, who sat 
next the window. H e  stuck a tousled 
head and unshaven face through it.

“ A w , there!”  he said insinuatingly 
but thickly, under the impression that 
he was a devil o f a fellow.

Miss Teeny, who in all her short life 
had never been unable to look any hu
man being between the eyes and admin
ister a “ calling down”  when necessary; 
and who, moreover, was pleasantly con
scious that her steady company, Jack 
Flanagan, the best fighting brakeman on 
the line, was a few yards farther down 
the platform, regarded Driscoll with 
contempt.

“ W hat’s bitin’ you, you big high- 
banker?”  she demanded acidly. “ W ant 
me to send a hardy lad into that cattle 
car and slam you through the side of 
it? Don’t you open that false face o f 
yours to a la d y !”

“ Send the lad along, l i T  g irl,”  
grinned Driscoll,!w ho was highly enter
tained by Miss W alsh’s repartee, and 
conceived a sudden violent affection fo r 
her. “ Say, I  like you, an’ when I  come 
back---------”

Here Mitchell butted in. The  only 
reason he had not been the offender in
stead o f Driscoll was that he sat next 
the aisle; but, in a somewhat obfus
cated perspective, he now saw beauty 
in  distress, and responded to the call as 
became a chivalrous gentleman v irtu 
ously indignant.

“ Here, you low-down, flyin ’ dog, you 
stop insultin’ that young la d y !”  he com
manded.
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D riscoll’s head and shoulders van
ished forever from the blue eyes of 
Miss W alsh as he jerked back into the 
car and confronted Mitchell. A nd a 
much expurgated version o f what he 
said is:-

“ W ho on earth are you, and w ill you 
kindly mind your own business ?”

“ Yo u  don’t insult no woman when 
I ’m around,- and you tie into that,”  said 
M iss W alsh’s self-elected champion.

“ Insult?”  echoed Driscoll indignant
ly . “ I  never insulted no woman. I  
guess that little brick-top can take care 
of herself. Annyw ays, it  ain’t your put 
in, me buck. So take that, to learn 
yo u !”  A n d  he smote Mitchell on the 
nose.

In  ten seconds, two seats1 were 
wrecked, and as many panes were out 
o f the car windows. Lumberjacks 
howled joyously and climbed on seats 
to see the scrap, surging down into the 
center o f • the moving car, a swaying, 
lurching mass of brawny, two-fisted hu
manity, most o f them three parts drunk 
and w illing to take a hand themselves 
on the slightest provocation. A nd they 
offered gratuitous counsel to the tangled 
mess that was Driscoll and Mitchell.

“ Hammer th’ face of him f* advised 
Tom  Hales, who knew Mitchell.

“ T h ’ knee— th’ knee in th’ w in d ! I t ’s 
wide open he is till ye z !”  cried L a rry  
Foley to Driscoll.

“ Sacredam! Bite heem on hees 
ear!”  shrieked Moise G rou lx  impartial
ly  to whomsoever that form  o f assault 
might come handy.

“ Shut u p !”  roared Foley. “ Sure, 
there never was a pea-jammin’ French
man yet that knowed what fa ir fightin’ 
was. Ye  d irty  man-eaters!”

And the indignation o f Foley at the 
unfair m ilitary tactics of the Gauls— • 
deplored aforetime by one Caius Julius 
Csesar, who had ample opportunities fo r 
observing them— caused him to plant a 
fist like a bag of stones in the face o f 
the representative of that ancient race, 
thus enlarging the area of disturbance, 
which proceeded to grow with startling 
rapidity.

B y  this time, the train was out o f the 
yard, and the rumble and click of the

wheels and groaning o f the trucks min
gled with the howls o f the combatants. 
Th e  interior o f the car was simply dis
integrating. Glass tinkled m errily along 
the right o f  w a y ; seats, supposedly f ix 
tures, came out by the roots, and chaos 
was impending.

But at this juncture, B ill Smith—  
who was Crooks & Cameron’s best fore
man, and a rough-and-tumble fighter to 
his fingers’ tips, besides being exceed
ingly sober as his responsibilities de
manded— entered the car Horn the re a r; 
while the conductor, R o ry  M cLachlin, 
a huge and hairy son o f the Glen, en
tered from the baggage car.

Smith blamed himself fo r an un
avoidable brief absence which had al
lowed the row to start. A n d  B ig R ory  
was exceedingly wrath, because, al
though there is excellent authority to 
the effect that peacemakers shall be 
blessed, the same authority is entirely 
silent as to more immediate personal 
results; and he happened to be wearing 
a new uniform , vrhich, fo r a wonder, 
was large enough, and yet fitted per
fectly.

So they both bored in fo r the center 
o f the cyclone, and, arriv ing there about 
the same time, respectively seized on 
M itchell and Driscoll, who were al
ready much the worse fo r wear, and 
proceeded to thump them into sobriety 
and decent behavior..

“ I t ’s you that’s raisin’ this hell, is 
it?”  roared Smith to the former. 
“ Th in k  you’re a scrapper, hey? I ’ll 
show you. Sit down, y o u (dog!” And 
Mitchell sat down with exceeding sud
denness before the impact o f the fore
man’s fist, while M cLachlin performed 
the same office fo r Driscoll.

F o r the time being, the two men had 
had their fill o f fighting, and they would 
have been content to sit and glower at 
each other had not Driscoll, after an 
unavailing search fo r a half-filled bottle 
o f whisky which he had thoughtfully 
cached in his “ turkey,”  accused Mitchell 
o f taking it.

M itchell’s reply, besides a denial, con
tained certain genealogical reflections 
covering many generations. Driscoll 
immediately hit him, and they went at
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it afresh. Once more B ill Smith inter
vened; and this time he did it so ef
fectively that they forbore further hos
tilities ; but they sulked and glared at 
each other, which was considerably 
worse.

From  this period o f gestation, when 
they had nothing to do but think of 
their wrongs, hate was born. They 
were battered and sore physically and 
mentally. T h e ir heads ached with the 
dying fumes o f the cheap whisky they 
had imbibed; the light struck their eye
balls p a in fu lly ; they were d ry  w ith  a 
thirst which water refused to satisfy, 
and there was no more whisky to be 
had. In  fact, they were in that pecul
ia rly surly and sometimes murderous 
mood that follows alcoholic excess, 
and each considered that he had a good 
cause o f grievance against the other.

From  D riscoll’s standpoint, Mitchell 
had it coming to him. H e, Driscoll, 
was not to blame. H e  had, in fact, 
comported himself in  an exceedingly 
gentlemanly manner. H e  had said noth
ing offensive to that little sorrel-headed 
g irl back on the platform . A nd, if  he 
had, what business was it o f M itchell’s ? 
But Mitchell had butted in and started 
the whole row. A nd afterward, not 
satisfied with that, he had stolen the 
whisky fo r which he, Driscoll, would 
now cheerfully give a month’s pay. H e  
was a d irty thief, a disgrace to the an
cient and honorable profession o f log
ging. Driscoll felt like taking an ax 
to him.

But Mitchell saw things from  quite 
another angle. That unmentionable 
Driscoll had got gay with a good little 
g irl, and he, Mitchell, had done what 
any gentleman would have done; name
ly, called him fo r it. F o r which D ris 
coll had slugged him and started the 
whole fuss. And then Driscoll had 
w rongfully accused him of stealing 
some rotgut w h isk y; and, when he had 
denied it with becoming emphasis, D ris 
coll had hit him again. In  fact, Driscoll 
was “ picking on”  him. H e  was a bully, 
was Driscoll. M itchell would have 
liked to bash in his head with a peavey. 
H e  would show him. H e  would get 
square, and he would give him warning.

“ Maybe yob think you can run on 
me,”  he said to him as they stood on the 
platform  of the little backwoods station 
waiting fo r the tote teams. “ W ell, you 
can’t. I  won’t take nothin’ more from  
you. Tou try  it, and you’ll go out of 
these woods in a blanket. I t ’s cornin’ 
to you.”

Driscoll’s reply was unprintable, and 
the feud was on.

Day after day and week after week 
in the bush, on the trail, and in the 
bunk house they snarled at each other 
like two strange dogs, but fo r want o f a 
fresh, plausible pretext never came to 
blows.

One night Mitchell, on his way to 
his bunk, stumbled over D riscoll’s out
stretched foot, and, believing that he 
had been tripped deliberately, turned 
and "ran at him. In  a twinkling, the 
camp was in a turmoil.

The  noise brought B ill Smith from 
his quarters. F o r the third time, he 
dragged the two men apart, somewhat 
battered, but fu ll o f fight, and threat
ened to discharge both if  there was any 
further fighting. Neither wished to lose 
his jo b ; and they bottled up their ha
tred against the day when there would 
be no job to lose.

Both men were sawyers; and Smith, 
out o f deviltry o r a desire to see if  they 
really meant business, put them on one 
saw. Th ey sawed as if  their lives de
pended on it. Each tried to wear the 
other out. Th ey bent their backs, and 
the tool screeched and ripped ceaselessly 
from  daylight to nooning, and from 
nooning to dark. Down tile length of 
the saw they eyed each other, wordless 
but hating deeply; and the sweat of 
their toil dropped from  their eyebrows 
on the snow.

Occasionally the nature o f the work 
demanded speech.

“ That way?”  Driscoll wrould say, in
dicating with a nod the direction in 
which the tree was to be felled.

“ D on’t tell me which way she’s to 
g o !”  Mitchell would reply, with a scowl. 
And then they would bend and saw 
with fu ry , while the steel between them 
grew hot as it bit the wood.

One day Mitchell dropped his saw as
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the last fibers o f wood began to crack, 
and coolly walked under the falling tree. 
I t  was a piece o f foolhardiness not un
common among the youngsters in the 
bush, who had yet to learn that there 
were chances enough in life  without 
creating more. I f  the tree falls fa ir 
and clean, as it does nine times out o f 
ten, it is perfectly safe fo r a man with 
a cool head; blit if  the tree is not sawn 
true, o r i f  there is a heavy wind, o r if  
it twists in the fall from  any cause, it 
is exceedingly dangerous.

Driscoll sneered at Mitchell.
“ Y o u  think you’re doing something, 

you— fool,”  he said.
“ I ’m doing something you won’t do, 

because you haven’t got the sand,”  said 
Mitchell.

V e ry  childish, wasn’t it? N ot in any 
way different from  the “ dare”  o f one 
schoolboy to another, except that it was 
deliberately playing with death.

Both knew it. A  man may walk un
der a hundred falling trees, quite calmly 
and taking his time, his eyes on the 
brown bulk leaning and threatening him 
with ever-increasing swiftness, and do 
it without once quickening his pace; but 
sooner or later, the trunk o f some tree 
w ill lurch and leap at him with the dead
ly  swiftness o f a w ild beast on its p re y ; 
and then only a quick eye and a quicker 
spring, with muscles sw ift to avoid the 
peril the eye beholds, w ill prevent his 
lying a crushed pulp in the snow. A nd 
deep snow, bushes, and roots make a 
poor take-off fo r a sudden jump. 
Therefore, the lumberjack who wishes 
to display his foolishness usually 
chooses his ground carefully.

Driscoll said nothing; but, as the next 
tree tottered, he let go his saw and 
started to walk underneath. H a lfw ay 
he met M itchell. Neither would move 
out o f the other’s path. The  trunk o f 
the tree, descending, actually touched 
their heads as they sprang back. Th ey 
glared at each other across the fallen 
timber. Then Driscoll said:

“ Yo u  want to k ill me, do you ?”
A nd Mitchell answered: “ Y o u ’ll

save me- the trouble if  you try  that 
again.”

“ I ’ll walk under every tree we fall

'from now on,”  D riscoll declared, w ith 
an oath, “ and we’ll see who dies first. 
W ill you go to the right o r the left ?”

“ I ’ll keep to my right and you keep 
to yours,”  said M itchell. A nd so it was 
arranged.

The grim  sport became fascinating. 
A t  the first crack o f parting wood, one 
would glance at the other furtively, 
seeking some sign o f  weakness or of 
holding back. W hen the tree had fallen 
they regarded each other without word? 
but with mutual disappointment.

So strongly did hate obsess them thj^ 
each carried with him, by day and night, 
a mental picture o f the other lying in 
the snow, crushed by falling timber, and 
found the secret vision comforting.

M itchell, watching Driscoll roll into 
his bunk at night, would say to himself f  
“ Th is  is the last night’s sleep fo r you, 
me buck!”

A nd  Driscoll, eying M itchell eating 
breakfast by dim lamplight an hour be
fore the dawn, would say in w a rd ly : 
“ Eat, you dog! I t ’s little use fo r grub 
you ’ll have to -m orro w !”

Each endeavored to shake the other’s 
nerve. A ll the tales they had ever heard 
o f men killed by falling timber they dug 
up and retold in loud tones, w ith fancy 
touches. E ve ry  camp has such yarns 
in  abundance; and, when other men re
lated them, the tw o searched each oth
ers’ faces fo r a sign o f apprehension.

T h e y  had narrow escapes. Once 
D riscoll’s moccasin caught in a hidden% 
root, and he only saved himself by a 
wrench and a dive forw ard that landed 
him fu ll length on his face beside the 
fallen trunk. A s he rose, M itchell was 
grinning at him.

“ N ot that time,”  said Driscoll grim ly.
“ N e xt,”  said Mitchell.
The  same afternoon a tree slewed in 

the fall, and Mitchell thrust himself 
away from  it  with his hands, tripping 
as he leaped backward. H e  arose, amid 
the flying snow, to meet D riscoll’s eager 
eyes.

“ N o r that time,”  said M itche ll; and 
Driscoll swore in his disappointment; 
whereat M itchell grinned again w o lf- 
ishly, flirting the snow from  the back 
o f his neck.
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Driscoll grew cunning. H e  no longer 
drew the saw through, firm and steady, 
against the wood the length of its cut, 
but lifted his end outward slightly. The 
result was uneven cutting, and the in
troduction o f an element of uncertainty 
as to just where the tree would fall. 
Th is  increased the risk to both, but most 
to Mitchell as long as he did not know 
of it. But Driscoll argued that it was 
perfectly fair.

Mitchell read the new expectancy in 
the other’s eyes, and felt the slight tilt 
o f the saw, which pressed his end into 
the wood and Driscoll’s away from  it. 
From  this his attention was drawn to 
the width o f the broken wood fibers on 
D riscoll’s side of the stump.

“ Saw true,”  he said. “ T w o  can play 
at that game.”

A fte r that Driscoll gave up the at
tempt in disgust.

The grim contest could not be hidden 
from the men, and thence it came to the 
foreman’s ears. H e  watched them drop 
two trees and walk under each. Then 
he called Driscoll and put him to work 
with Landriau, and paired Mitchell with 
Scott. A lso he told them what he 
thought o f them in  unmeasured lan
guage.

“ Y o u ’re a pair o f fools,”  he wound 
up. “ I f  you want to fight and settle it, 
do it right here, and then shake hands 
and be men again.”

They heard him sullenly. A t  one 
time they would have jumped at the 
chance; but now their hate had deep
ened until it was not to be settled by 
any casual encounter in the snow with 
moccasins on their feet. W hen they 
fought, if  they ever did fight, it  would 
be to a finish, wearing the spiked boots 
of the river driver, and with no one to 
interfere. A nd meanwhile, if  either 
could work the other an in ju ry , he 
woqld do so. N o , they would not fight.

"V e ry  well,”  said Smith. “ I f  you 
won’t fight like men, I  won’t have you 
try in ’ to kill one another in the bush. 
I f  there’s any more funny work, I ’ll 
make you wish you were dead.”

F o r the remainder o f  the winter they 
worked apart and did not exchange a 
word. Occasionally coming into- camp

in the ghostly half light o f the winter 
evening, Driscoll would surprise a 
covert, baleful glance from  under 
M itchell’s heavily thatched b ro w s; and 
Mitchell, playing a hand o f forty-fives 
at night and chancing to look up sud
denly, would see D riscoll’s eyes fixed 
on him from  a distant corner o f the 
room, and in them he read bitter hate. 
Both waited the opportunity that did 
not come.

“ I ’ll get him on the rive r,”  thought 
Mitchell.

“ There’s ten men drowned to one 
that’s killed by falling timber,”  Driscoll 
reflected. “ And the L ittle  Canoe is bad 
driving. Maybe it w ill settle his hash.”

W ith  the coming o f spring, the roads 
failed, and, as no more logs could be 
got out, the camp suspended logging 
operations. The  entire winter’s cut was 
lying on the ice o f the river, and banked 
in huge piles on the railways at its edge. 
W hen the ice went out, these last would 
be rolled into the river, where the d riv 
ing crew would take charge of them and 
pilot them downstream through clear 
current, rapids, shallows, sluices, and 
backwaters to their destination at 
Crooks & Cameron’s mills.

A  lumberjack is not necessarily a r iv - 
erman; but many o f them are. A nd a 
goodly proportion, when the river 
opens, pull on the spiked boots and ex
change ax and saw fo r peavey and pike 
pole, and so make their way by water 
to the town where they are paid off. 
Driscoll and Mitchell were rivermen as 
well as sawyers.

The  men began to bre^k out the ra il
ways, knocking out the wedges and 
starting the logs w ith peavies. Pile 
after pile o f brown monsters thundered 
down the bank, disappeared in clouds 
o f white spray, and emerged, rolling 
and wallowing, like huge amphibians, to 
begin their last long journey to the hab
itations o f men.

Mitchell and Driscoll were both 
working at the railways. I t  was the 
first time they had worked in close 
proxim ity in months. M itchell was at 
the foot of a pile o f banked logs. The  
wedges had been knocked out, but the 
skids had settled slightly, and the logs
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would not move. M itchell caught a 
bottom one with his peavey and yanked 
savagely on the stock. A t  the same in-; 
stant, Driscoll, on top o f the pile, 
boosted a stick, and it began to roll. 
Then, without warning, the whole mass 
loosened and rumbled down.

Mitchell who was standing directly in 
front o f the middle o f the pile, was 
caught between it and the river. H e  
had no time to get to one side. I f  he 
jumped down the bank, he would be 
killed by the falling timbers. There 
fore, his mind working accurately and 
quickly, he leaped forw ard, and began 
to scale the face o f the rolling logs. H e  
ran up them as a squirrel runs in a 
treadmill, and bounded from  the top
most, as it sank away beneath his feet, 
onto the solid ground beyond. H e  
alighted beside Driscoll. Driscoll was 
not to blame fo r the sudden start o f the 
timbers; but M itchell chose to believe 
that he was.

“ I ’ll settle with you fo r th a t!”  he said 
grimly.

“ Settle nothing!”  said Driscoll. “ I  
didn’t start them going.”

Public opinion was in D riscoll’s, 
fa vo r; and Mitchell, glaring at him,

' forbore to press the charge home.
“ There ’ll be jams on the river,”  he 

said darkly. “ Y o u ’ve got it coming to 
you this time, me buck.”

Driscoll consigned him to perdition 
afresh. The other men protested.

“ I t ’s sinful o f yeez lads to act this 
way,”  said Con Donovan, a veteran of 

'  the river. “ Take shame to yerselves. 
F ight out ye r grudge, if  ye like; but 
don’t charge murder on a man, nor 
threaten the coward’s d irty shove when 
a jam pulls.”

“ M ind your own business,”  said 
Mitchell sulkily, and told him where to 
go to mind it.

“ Th is  is between him and me,”  said 
Driscoll to Donovan. “ W e’ll settle it 
as we like. I t ’s fa ir fo r both. None of 
yez has call to butt in.”

“ I f  one o f yez is bad hurted by the 
other save in fa ir fight, I ’ll make it my 
business,”  said old Donovan grim ly. 
“ I ’ll not stand by and see murder done,

nor w ill the rest o f the lads. So mind 
what I ’m tellin’ ye.”

In  a week’s time a jam occurred, and 
it was a beauty. I t  took place in an 
angle o f the Chain Rapids, known as 
the “ D og’s Leg.”  H ere  the head of the 
drive, sweeping downstream, bunched, 
the big logs, pounding and sousing in 
the sw ift current, took the ground fo r 
an instant. Th a t did the business. 
M ore surged down on them immediate
ly , reared up, twisted, fell across them 
at every angle, and pinned them down. 
S till more battered these, and rode 
them. In  ten minutes, the entire drive 
had caught, plugged, and jammed.

The breast o f the jam rose higher 
and higher, a solid mass, o f timber 
bristling in w ild confusion, damming 
back the water, but held fast by its own 
tremendous weight. W hen it could rise 
no higher, the tail o f  it began to form, 
stretching upstream, as i f  by magic, 
as the logs butted against the main jam 
and were held there by the water. I t  
formed as quickly as a row of dominoes 
falls when the end one is tipped over. 
Almost two miles o f rapids were fu ll of 
timber, all held up and dammed back 
by the resistance exerted by certain logs 
somewhere at the bottom of the jam.

T o  find these key logs and release 
them was the business o f the driving 
crew ;.and it was a task of both diffi
culty and danger. The rive r boss, 
whose name was M cKeever, arrived 
from  the rear, and, with his lieutenants, 
sized up the situation. I t  was not prom
ising. There  seemed nothing fo r it, 
however, but to get' into the heart o f 
the jam ; and the crew went at it at 
once.

The jam towered high above them, • 
immense, threatening; and from  be
neath its foot and through the crevices 
gushed water, driven by the pressure of 
the stream behind, shooting out in 
white rivulets, hissing and gurgling as 
it  tore at the timber that obstructed its 
course.

Th ey began to get out the logs, p ry 
ing and boosting them with peavies, 
pulling and lifting  and gradually mov
ing in on the jam. There the logs were 
wedged into an apparently inextricable
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tangle; butts and tops thrust forth, piled 
at every conceivable angle. The  jam 
was a threatening mass; a mighty en
gine lying inert, waiting fo r some one 
to touch the spring that should stir it to 
wild life. Somewhere down in the heart 
of the thing, fa r beneath the shaggy 
brown o f its breast, were certain logs, 
set like triggers, which controlled the 
monster. W hen these were tripped, the 
whole mass would go out in a w hirl of 
grinding, groaning, upending timbers, 
thundering downstream with mighty, 
immeasurable force.

W hen a rive r crew goes out to break 
a jam by hand, its members carry their 
lives in their hands, or, rather, in  their 
feet. The logs on which they work are 
wet, set at every angle, and, where the 
bark has been stripped off, as slippery 
as a greased plank. Above the men 
hangs a mass o f timber with an awful 
power behind it, which it is their busi- 
nes to set in motion. W hen it starts, it 
is every man fo r himself, and his way 
to shore lies over a writhing, contort
ing field o f sticks o f pine. W oe to the 
man whose boot calks are dull o r who 
makes one misstep! A dd to the com
plexities of the situation a beautiful un
certainty as to just when the jam w ill 
pull, and you get some idea o f the most 
risky part o f a riverman’s job. H e  
must be strong, quick on his feet, pos
sessed o f what is almost an intuition in 
the selection o f his footing, and, above 
all, he must be without nerves.

Driscoll and Mitchell were good r iv -  
ermen. Th ey dug into the jam with 
their peavies with apparent careless
ness, but, in reality, with great caution. 
Each had his route fo r shore marked 
out in his mind, and knew exactly what 
he would do when the first premonitory 
thrill, tremble, and groan heralded a 
break.

Although the danger o f the work de
manded much attention, they watched 
each other closely. Both were suspi
cious, fo r, in the confusion of a break
ing jam, many things may happen un
noticed. A  shove, a trip , a sudden 
thrust with the stock o f a peavey, and 
there w ill be a man short at night, with 
nobody the wiser.

Occasionally their eyes m et; but with 
the hat'e in  them there mingled an ab
straction, a speculation, a patient but 
alert waiting fo r a moment o f peril 
which would call into play every power 
o f  eye, mind, and body. T h e ir ill-feel
ing was not lessened, but each uncon
sciously was more suspicious o f the oth
er’s intentions than desirous o f doing 
him any harm just at that time. Each 
was w illing to leave the matter to the 
many chances o f the jam ; but, not 
knowing the workings o f the other’s 
mind, kept a keen lookout fo r a possible 
hostile act.

The  jam did not break. A fte r a day’s 
work, it was still there, and apparently 
as firm as ever. The logs that had been 
released made no impression on i t ; 
progress was inappreciable. M cKeever 
began to use dynamite, o f which he had 
but a scanty supply. Logs, fragments 
o f wood and bark, and columns o f wa
ter shot u p ; but the jam remained—  
huge, brown, impassive. O n  the sec
ond day, twenty shots were fired at 
once. The jam quivered, groaned, be
gan to move, heaved forward a fewr 
yards, and then stopped dead, twro feet 
higher and a few hundred tons larger 
and heavier than before.

The dynamite being exhausted, the 
men w’ent at it in the good old-fash
ioned, perilous way, picking out the logs 
one by one. M cKeever himself, wise in 
the ways o f logs and jams, took a peavey 
and led the assault. T ie r  after tier of 
timber was thrown down, and they bur
rowed into the maw of the monster, 
seeking the key logs. They did this for 
two days. A t  the end o f that time it 
pulled again, and again it plugged. But 
M cKeever thought he had found the 
spot. H e  altered his opinion at the close 
o f another day.

The next morning, .about ten o’clock, 
M itchell and Driscoll found themselves 
side by side below the face o f the jam. 
Driscoll clamped his peavey into a log 
and boosted, and boosted again, but 
failed to move it. M itchell, without a 
word, took hold also, and the two 
strained every muscle.
. The log moved, half turned, and then, 
without warning, the whole mass sprang
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to life. U p  under their feet the heavy 
timbers heaved suddenly; above their 
heads the huge sticks shot forw ard, and 
began to fall. One moment there was 
an apparently immovable body. In  a 
second it became magically an irresisti
ble force. The  jam roared and pulled; 
and this time it meant business.

Both men glanced upward, shore
ward, and at each other, and sprang fo r 
safety with exceeding swiftness, but 
without haste. The moving logs were 
dotted with men doing likewise. They 
held their peavies across them at- the 
waist, and bounded from  log to log 
without pausing. Each contraction o f 
the muscles was followed by another as 
automatically as the movement of a run
ner on level ground; and the effect was 
as if  they spurned the rearing logs 
rather than gained a foothold with 
every leap.

Driscoll was slightly in front o f 
Mitchell and nearer the breaking jam. 
Neither was thinking o f the other at 
that moment. The  eyes of each were 
fixed on a constantly shifting spot some 
six feet in front o f him— the spot that 
respresented the take-off fo r another 
spring.

Suddenly a log up-ended in front of 
Driscoll. H e  was in the act o f leaping, 
and could not check himself. H is  knees 
struck against it, and he fell. As he 
fell, the log rolled and nipped his leg 
against another. H e  tried to rise, but 
could not, and so he drew himself 
lengthwise on the log, and lay there, 
setting his teeth to meet the death that 
roared down upon him.

Mitchell, in his zigzag course, out of 
the tail of his eye, saw him go down. 
He balanced himself fo r an instant; 
and, as he saw his enemy struggle to rise 
and fall back, he grinned in triumph, 
and poised for a fresh spring.

The river had done the business with
out his help, after all. Th is , then, was 
Driscoll’s finish! H e  had cheated the 
falling timber all w in te r; but he could 
not cheat the rive r that took its toll o f 
life yearly. I t  was good enough for 
him, too. In  a few ticks o f a watch he 
would be battered to nothingness by the 
thundering logs. H e  would not have

even a grave ! M itchell uttered the first 
note o f a laugh; but suddenly it stuck 
in his throat.

Driscoll, ly ing on the log, clinging to 
it with his right arm, looked at Mitchell, 
raised his left hand, and put the thumb 
of it to his nose, the fingers outstretched 
in mocking, contemptuous farewell.

The very bravado of the act stirred 
Mitchell. The  helplessness of his en
emy made his triumph a poor thing, and 
he forgot the hate o f months in invol
untary admiration. A fte r all, Driscoll 
knew how to die.

“ B y ---------he’s game!”  Mitchell cried
aloud.

H is  eye swept the blue sky, dotted 
with fleecy clouds; the budding green of 
the trees, the glint o f the blue , water, 
and rested once more on the man lying 
helpless on the log. I t  was all in the 
instant as his muscles gathered under 
him, seeking his own safety. A nd then 
his triumphant grin  vanished, his jaw 
set hard, and he leaped across the rear
ing logs toward the onrushing face of 
the jam.

Beneath his feet the big sticks surged, 
heaved, toppled over each other, and 
sank away. He was being swept down
stream, as on the breast of an ava
lanche ; and almost on top o f him reared 
the crumbling crest of the brown mon
ster, ready to engulf him. He reached 
Driscoll, dropped his peavey, stooped, 
threw him across his shoulders with a 
mighty heave, and, carrying this burden, 
staggered, somehow, ashore. Behind 
them, the jam, driven by the enormous 
force o f water and its own released 
weight, thundered past.

M itchell dumped Driscoll unceremo
niously on the ground, and, without 
even looking at him, grabbed a fresh 
peavey and joined the crew, who were 
working furiously at the logs winged 
out by the rush. Not till night, when, 
tired and hungry, the men gathered at 
the tents, did he think again of him. 
Then M cKeever touched him on the 
arm.

“ Driscoll wants to see you, M itchell,” 
he said.

M itchell cursed Driscoll ferociously.
“ Cut that out,”  said the rive r boss.



186 THE VOVULACR MAGAZINE

“ G o  and see the man. H is  leg is' 
broke.”

Mitchell found- Driscoll ly ing on 
blankets in a tent.

“ W ell, what do you want o ’ me?” he 
demanded sourly.

“ I ’ve quit, and I  want to tell you so,”  
said Driscoll. “ Maybe I  ain’t used you 
just right, Mitchell. W e ’ve had it in 
fo r each other, but that’s over, fa r’s I ’m 
concerned. ’T a in ’t likely you’ll let me 
thank you fo r what you done, but it was 
mighty white o f you. Yo u  got sand.”

“ I  didn’t know it was you,”  said 
M itchell untruthfully, much embar
rassed. “ Sand? Say, I  ain’t in it with 
you fo r nerve! H o w — how’d it be if  
we shook hands, D inny?”

The next fall, M itchell and Driscoll 
hired into the same camp, slept in the 
same bunk, and were inseparable 
chums. A nd now, though they have 
quit the shanties, their little backwoods 
farms adjoin ; and in the evenings, when 
the tang o f the fall frosts is in the air, 
and through the winter, when the white 
drifts are piled high and time is plenty 
on their hands, they visit back and 
forth, and become guardedly reminis
cent o f their more innocent exploits, to 
the pride and open-eyed wonder of their 
respective families. But they never, in 
the hearing o f third persons, go back of 
the breaking o f the jam on the Little 
Canoe, fo r they are both ashamed of 
what preceded it.

N E G L E C T  A M O N G  T H E  M U C K R A K E R S
A T  a dinner in the national capital a member of the United States Senate 

made this remark to Miss Mabel Boardman, the Red Cross organizer:
“ I t  seems to me that the muckraker writers have missed no opportunity 

to discover excuses fo r turning out abuse and blame.”
“ Y o u ’re mistaken,”  she objected. “ Th e y ’ve missed one chance— intro

spection.”
ym.

T H E  G E N E R O SIT Y  OF H O K E  S M IT H

RA L P H  S M IT H ,  who is not related in any way to Hoke Smith, the Georgia 
statesman, tells this story on H oke :
Hoke, who was at that time governor o f the State, called in his son, and 

addressed to him these remarks:
“ M y  son, I  have made my w ill, and have left my property as I  desired, 

dividing it fa irly  and suitably. But to you I  am going to give an invaluable 
thing. I  shall, henceforward, give you half an hour of my time every day.”

T H E  O BLIG IN G  M R . SC H R O ED E R

RE G IN A L D  S C H R O E D E R , who is 'th e  Washington correspondent fo r the 
New Y o rk  S taats-Z eitung , a newspaper printed in German, is noted for 

his knowledge o f men and affairs in the national capital, and his fellow jo u r
nalists are always anxious to get the advantage of his facts and opinion. One 
day he was w riting an article when Edw ard E . Coyle dropped into his office.

“ Schroeder,” said Coyle, “ I  would like to read your story, but I  haven’t 
the time to wait fo r you to finish it. W ill you make me a carbon copy of it 
and leave it in my office?”

“ Certainly,” replied Schroeder, “ I  shall be very glad to accommodate you.” 
The  next morning Coyle found in his office a bulky envelope containing 

the carbon copy. H e  took off his coat, sat down at his desk, and prepared 
to study the writings o f Schroeder. But he never did it. The  whole article 
was there— in German, and Coyle did not know a word of the language.



The first part o f this story appeared in  the November Month-end number o f  the 
P O P U L A R  which is still on the news stands.

T h e  B r a s s  G o d
By Henry C. Rowland

Author o f  “ Cross-Tag,”  " 2 he M ake-Believe M a n ,”  Etc.

SYNOPSIS OF FIRST PART
Directed northward by his little brass Chinese idol, Otis Carroll goes into New Hampshire in search of a 

place to live. He stumbles upon an old mill that he rents for a modest sum, and settles down to write stories 
and carefully conserve his modest resources. Again acting under the advice of his small idol, he takes a 
wandering tramp, one Riley by name, an ex-sailor, and his bulldog into his employ to act as butler and 
bodyguard. Carroll gets his household goods unpacked and asks his brass god what else is needed to make 
the place complete, and the god points out a pretty girl who is riding by on her bicycle and stops to ask 
her way. She proves to be Elinor Wade, a young woman who has just had wide and unpleasant, as well as 
undeserved newspaper notoriety. She is seeking seclusion, and being a competent stenographer, Carroll 
arranges to have her assist him in his work. They ask the idol where she shall live and he sends her to 
the Widow Smithers, nearby. Carroll, at one time engaged to be married to Miss Marjorie Willett, a very 
beautiful society girl, has been thrown over by her because of his lack of available funds. They have not 
seen each other for several years and Otis believes that he is still in love with her. A terrible thunder 
shower comes up one afternoon while Otis and Miss Wade are at work shortly after she has agreed to assist 
him, and an automobile party stops at the mill for shelter. Carroll opens the door and in step Miss Willett, 
Miss Putney, whom she is visiting, and Miss Putney’s cousin, Sam Collingwood, the millionaire through 
whose carelessness Miss Wade suffered her unpleasant and costly publicity. It is a most embarrassing sit
uation, but Elinor of them all is the only one who rises to it gracefully. With great tact she carries the 
affair off successfully, and the party finally depart with warm expressions of thanks for the shelter, leav
ing both Elinor and Otis somewhat breathless.

(A Tw o-part Story— Part II.)

C H A P T E R  I .

MIS S  M A R J O R IE  W I L L E T T  
awakened in the night, and 
heard the Westminster chimes 
o f the big clock in the lower 

hall strike the hour o f two. Th e  rest 
of her night was spent in listening to 
the variations o f the same musical notes 
as they chimed every succeeding quar
ter hour up to seven of the morning. 
M arjo rie  decided that a chiming hall 
clock was a splendid wedding present 
to give to your worst enemy.

But during the impatient intervals 
spent in waiting fo r the chimes, M a r
jorie was thinking o f O tis Carroll, and 
in this connection o f a g irl w ith  bronze- 
colored hair, a boyish face, and a clear 
but low-pitched voice.

M arjo rie ’s reflections were not nearly

as useful to her as her sleep would 
have been, nor were they anything like 
as agreeable.- The  chance meeting with 
Carroll had come just when she had 
about made up her mind to m arry M r. 
Collingwood, and the result o f it had 
been to entirely upset this determina
tion. In  the studio, with Carroll and 
Collingwood apparently in competition 
to see which one could best represent a 
stricken idiot, M arjo rie  had found Col
lingwood “ ridiculous”  and Carroll “ lov
ably genuine.”  Y e t the casual observer 
would have been apt to consider the 
event a draw.

“ I t ’s no use,”  M arjo rie  moaned to 
herself. “ I ’ve always been in  love with 
O tis, and always w ill be, and I  might 
as well m arry him and make the worst 
o f it. I f  I  were to m arry Sam fo r his 
money, I  would always want love, and
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'if I  m arry O tis  fo r love* T w ill always 
want money, but a woman has g o t  to 
have love--------- ”

W hich philosophy all those in the 
position to know w ill appreciate as con
taining a sound philosophy, unoriginal, 
but indisputable.

M arjo rie  found it quite impossible 
to think o f  C arro ll as ever belonging to 
another woman. W hen she had broken 
their engagement two years before, 
Carroll had told her that his life  was 
ruined and that he could never love 
again. N o  doubt he had believed it at 
the time. M arjo rie  had believed it, and 
had remained firm ly convinced that, al
though they might not see nor even 
hear from  each other, Carro ll would 
never become interested in  another 
woman as long as she herself remained 
unwed.

Th is  idea was not only extremely 
touching to her romantic sense, but 
gave her also the pleasant feeling o f 
something held in reserve. M arjo rie  
had always acknowledged the possibil
ity  o f her some day m arrying Carroll. 
H e  was the only man who had ever 
really stirred her, and, after all, even 
i f  Carroll had practically nothing to 
support them, he was a competent per
son o f more than the average ability, 
and M arjo rie  had no doubt that it 
would be easy enough to secure him a 
good position, through some o f her 
rich and influential friends. H e  would 
have to give up his writing, o f course, 
but that was unimportant.

M arjo rie  had been much more star
tled at finding Carroll located in the 
vicin ity than she had at E lin o r W ade’s 
presence in the studio. She knew C a r- 
roll fo r an extremely decent man, chiv
alrous to a degree and o f a strongly 
Puritanic propriety where women were 
concerned. H e  had evidently met this 
Wade g irl in some way, and turned 
over to her his typewriting work, which 
she came to the studio every day to 
execute. M arjo rie  could see nothing to 
disturb hfer in that. Besides, she knew 
that if  there was anything between the 
two the picture of herself would not be 
occupying the most conspicuous place 
in the studio.

Collingwood had made it  almost un
pleasantly plain to M illicent and M a r
jorie  that they were to think no wrong 
o f E lin o r W ade as the result o f  her 
presence in C a rro ll’s studio. -H e  also 
took occasion to repeat what he had 
told them before: that E lin o r Wade 
was absolutely innocent o f any wrong 
behavior and merely the victim of his 
own inexcusable action and the police 

.methods o f  his late w ife. Colling
wood was w axing rather heated in his 
vindication o f the g irl when the prac
tical M illicent interrupted:

“ D o shut up, Sam. W e know well 
enough that M iss Wade is all right. 
Besides, a g irl that has to earn her own 
liv ing can t lug a chaperon around 
with her when she goes to work. L e t’s 
talk about something sad.”

But in spite o f all, M arjo rie  w as  dis
turbed at the thought o f C arro ll’s daily 
companionship w ith E lin o r Wade. She 
was bound to admit that the g irl was 
decidedly attractive and in a very 
strongly individual way. M arjorie  
would not have called her p re tty ; her 
face was too wide and her nose too 
short. But there was a compelling 
power in her long, gray eyes which told 
o f personality. M arjo rie  was forced 
to admit that her figure was better than 
her own.

'A n y  woman, jealous o r not, would 
have been forced to admit that nothing 
could have been more difficult than 
E lin o r’s position when the three from 
the motor car had rushed into the 
studio. Yet, while M arjo rie  herself 
was sitting dazed, bewildered, and 
tongue-tied in the first rush o f her emo
tion at seeing Carroll, and the two men 
were babbling incoherent imbecilities, 
E lin o r Wade had faced the situation 
with a quiet and dignified serenity not 
to be excelled.

M arjorie  decided to herself that here 
might easily be a dangerous rival, and 
that this association must be broken off 
without delay. She was by no means 
sure that she wanted to m arry Carroll, 
but she certainly did not want any other 
woman to do so.

But the question was how to go about 
this. I t  would be necessary fo r her to
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see C arro ll alone, and such a tete-a-tete 
would be very apt to lead to a precipita
tion o f affairs w ith Collingwood. M a r
jo rie  had not the slightest doubt that 
Collingwood meant to ask her to m arry 
him before he left the Putneys’, which 
would be in about a week. H e  was not 
the man to be kept dangling, being to 
some degree lacking in that beautiful 
and chivalrous hum ility toward women, 
so admirable in the American males.

M arjo rie  had about made up her 
mind to m arry either Carro ll o r Col
lingwood, but she found some difficulty 
in deciding which should be the favored 
one. Carroll was the only man fo r 
whom she had ever really cared, where
as Collingwood was the only rich man 
to whom she had ever felt that she 
could give herself in  holy matrimony 
without a certain repugnance. But she 
feared that Collingwood already sus
pected her o f some form er tendresse 
fo r Carroll, and i f  he were to learn that 
she had seen him alone he would prob
ably insist upon a prompt and definite 
location o f his own position. W here
fore, M arjo rie  decided that she must 
arrange to see Carroll without Colling- 
wood’s knowledge.

H aving arrived at this decision at 
about eight o f the morning, she got out 
o f  bed, slipped into her kimono, and, 
going to the w riting  desk, quickly 
penned the follow ing:

Dear Otis : Our unexpected meeting o f
yesterday has brought back _ so many old 
memories that you have been in my thoughts 
ever since.

After all, why should we not be good 
friends? I would love to have a few min
utes’ talk with you alone before you come 
here to call. Millicent and Mr. Collingwood 
are going to ride to-morrow afternoon at 
three. I have decided to beg off going with 
them, and shall take the dogs and walk down 
to the lake. I f  you were to happen that way 
I should be glad for the chance o f a little 
chat with you. Always your friend,

Marjorie.

T h is  not too discreet missive was 
sealed, and a little later taken in to 
M illicent.

“ I ’ve. written a line to O tis  Carroll, 
asking him to call,”  said M arjorie . 
“ H e ’s an old friend, and I  thought I  
ought to add my voice to yours, espe

cially after what happened yesterday, 
and that g ir l being there and all. H e  is 
horrib ly sensitive.”

“ A ll  right,”  said M illicent. “ W ait a 
minute, and I ’ll scratch off a line, and 
we’ll send ’em both down this morning 
by James.”

W hich being duly executed, the two 
g irls went down to the breakfast room, 
where they were greeted by the im
maculately flanneled M r. Collingwood.

Carroll, w ith  an impatient gesture, 
interrupted his dictation to read the two 
notes brought in by R iley, who in
formed him that they had been left by 
M r. Putney’s groom.

“ Excuse me, please,”  said Carroll, 
and ran his eye over the two notes, 
M a rjo rie ’s last. E lin o r, who was seat
ed before the typewriter, did not look 
at him, but straightened the leaves of 
her manuscript w ith  fingers which were 
slightly nervous.

Carro ll put the tw o letters in the side 
pocket o f his coat, and leaned back in 
his chair.

“ M iss W ille tt wants to see me,”  said 
he slowly. “ I  don’t know whether to 
go o r not.”

E lin o r made no reply. Carroll looked 
at her doubtfully.

“ I f  I  thought that she wanted to ask 
any questions about you r being here, I  
wouldn’t see her,”  said he.

“ W h y  not?”
“ Because it would probably make me 

angry and we might not agree. W hen 
a man has cherished an i^eal as long as 
I  have, he hates the thought o f  los
ing it.”

“ The  first day we met,”  said E lin o r, 
“ you spoke of her as an illusion.”

“ O h, that didn’t apply to her. The  
illusion part was my thinking that such 
a g ir l would ever be fool enough to 
m arry me fo r myself alone. I  never 
blamed her. But there has never been 
any one fo r me but M arjorie  W illett, 
and I  don’t want to run the risk o f feel
ing any differently.”

There was a peculiar expression o f 
tender amusement in E lin o r’s eyes as 
she answered q u ie tly :

“ I  don’t think that you need be
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afraid to see her. She w ill never so 
much as mention me.”

“ W hat? W h y  not?”
“ She has got to6 much sense. She 

knows the sort o f man you are, and she 
would feel instinctively that you would 
resent any unjust insinuation. Y o u  had 
better go to see her, I  think.”

Carroll looked slightly upset. “ But 
she wants to see me this afternoon.”

“ W ell?”
“ But we were going to ride over to 

the Springs on our wheels.”
E lin o r threw back her head, and 

laughed. She had a charming laugh, 
low-pitched, gurgling, and in quality o f 
sound not unlike the bubbling of the 
water in the flume under the floor of 
the studio.

Carroll looked at her resentfully, but 
w ith  unconscious admiration. E lin o r’s 
face, boyish in repose, became when she 
laughed that o f a mischievous wood 
nymph. H e r head tilted back, the gray 
eyes half closed, the upper lip curved 
up on itself in the middle, showing a 
rim of its pink lining. She had often 
been told that her laugh was unseemly, 
and thought that it must be so, as she 
had frequently observed that men who 
had not previously noticed her were 
apt to stare after having seen her laugh.

Carroll, by reason o f a streak o f di
rect childishness which he had never 
outgrown, often amused E lin o r in 
tensely. There appeared sometimes in 
his moments of gravest perplexity a 
“ little boyness,”  which made her feel 
infinitely older than he, and aroused a 
sort o f maternal tenderness.

“ Yo u  speak as i f  you were going to 
be sent to have your hair cut instead o f 
keeping a tryst w ith the only woman 
fo r whom you ever cared,”  said she. 
“ A s fo r going to the Springs, what does 
that matter?”

“ I  hate to break an engagement,”  
said Carroll.

“ It  is not an engagement. I t  was 
--merely a plan. But o f course I  wouldn’t 
go to see Miss W illett i f  I  didn’t want 
to .”

“ O f  course I  want to.” C arro ll’s 
voice held a sort of pettishness. “ I  am 
as much in love w ith her as I  ever was.

I  w ill go, o f course, since; you seem to 
think that there’s no chance o f her say
ing anything disagreeable. Now,' let’s 
go on w ith  this stuff— if  I  can, in  spite 
o f the interruption. H o w  do you like 
what I ’ve done this morning?”

“ I t ’s all right. Rather better, it 
seems to me.”

“ I  like it better. There is really 
something in the atmosphere o f this 
place that makes it easy to work. I t ’s 
restful, too. I  was afraid I  was going 
to be bojed here, o r get the jumps. But 
it ’s quite the reverse. I  feel as i f  I  
never wanted to move. Look here.” 
H e  turned suddenly, to E linor. “ D o 
you really intend to go back to town the 
first o f the month ?”

E lin o r nodded.
“ But w hy can’t you stop on an

other?”
“ D on’t be absurd,”  she interrupted 

sharply, and with a sort o f  anger. “Y o u  
know as well as I  do that I  must go. 
Y o u r book is all typed, and you can do 
these plays as well as I .  There is 
nothing more to keep me here. I  have 
got to hunt fo r a position, and you have 
got to save every penny until you sell 
something. H o w  much have you got 
left?”

“ About fifty  dollars,”  said Carroll 
sheepishly.

“ About fifty  dollars, and stores to 
buy, and R iley’s wages, and another 
quarter’s rent nearly due. Y o u  are a 
nice one to talk o f engaging a private 
secretary! W hat you had better do is 
to sell that stock you are carrying on a 
margin. Y o u  say that there Is a little 
profit in it now.”

“ I f  I  sell out,”  said Carroll, “ w ill you 
stop on at the w idow ’s and accept a 
permanent position as my stenogra
pher ?”

T w o  bright spots came in E lin o r’s 
cheeks, and her eyes darkened.

“ N o ,”  she answered, “ I  w ill not. 
Y o u  don’t need a stenographer, and 
you can’t afford one. Besides, there is 
now another thing.” H e r color deep
ened. “ I t  looks to me ve ry  much as if  
M iss W ille tt might be w illing to re
consider her determination o f two years 
ago. She has very likely found out that
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money isn’t everything, and that the 
chances are small o f her caring fo r any
body else. In  that case, it would not 
be a friendly act fo r me to remain. I ’ve 
a good mind to go back to town to
m orrow.”

Carroll sprang forw ard in his chair, 
his face the picture o f dismay.

‘‘O h, fo r Heaven’s- sake, don’t do 
th a t!” he cried. “ W ait at least until 
we finish this play.”

“ W ell, we w ill see. I  must go now. 
I t ’s nearly lunch time.”

“ I t ’s nothing o f the sort.”
“ I t  doesn’t matter. Y o u ’re not in 

the frame of mind to w ork, and I ’ve got 
some sewing to do.”

She rose. Carroll got up rather 
sulkily,

“ A ll right, if  you would rather,”  
said he.

“ I  think I  would.”  She walked to
ward the door. Carroll opened it. O n  
the threshold, E lin o r turned, and looked 
at him with her tender smile.

“ I  wish you all success,”  she said, 
and held out her hand.

Carroll took it in his. T h e ir eyes met, 
and the color rushed into each face. A  
sudden sense o f impending loss swept 
over Carroll. H e  did not want her to 
go ; he wanted her to stay indefinitely. 
But why he wanted this, he could not 
fo r the life  o f him have told.

E lin o r disengaged her hand, gave 
him a smile and a nod, and slipped out. 
Carroll picked up his pipe, walked 
moodily to the open window, and 
watched the lithe, supple figure picking 
its way across the rickety old dam. O n  
the other side, E lin o r turned to look 
back, and saw him standing by the w in
dow. She waved, before disappearing 
in the bushes. Carro ll waved back, then 
turned, lighted his pipe, and, taking 
M arjo rie ’s letter from his pocket, read 
it slowly, and told himself that he was 
a very lucky chap.

But somehow the sight o f  the fa
miliar handwriting failed to bring the 
old, familiar thrill. “ I t ’s from  having 
given up all hope,” he told himself, “ but 
the L o rd  knows I  was rattled enough 
when she came in yesterday.”

I t  did not occur to Carroll that per

haps his excitement o f  the previous day 
might be due less to his meeting w ith 
M arjo rie  than to the unfortunate posi
tion in which E lin o r was suddenly 
placed.

H e ate his lunch in that peculiar state 
o f nervousness which is characterized 
by a tremulousness o f the solar plexus, 
and is not conducive to either appetite 
o r easy digestion. Carro ll put it down 
to the jo y fu l but nervous anticipations 
o f a lover who is not quite sure of his 
reception at a tryst. The  taciturn but 
observant R iley, noticing that Carroll 
scarcely tasted his favorite “ picked- 
up”  codfish and baked potatoes, came 
to certain conclusions o f his own.

A s the result o f these deductions, 
R iley was moved to break his habitual 
silence, fo r the ex-tramp, beneath his 
g ru ff exterior, was a sensitive man of 
exceeding shyness. R iley seldom spoke 
except on matters pertaining to the es
tablishment, but Carroll had sometimes 
overheard him expatiating to Jeffries 
on philosophy and ethics.

W herefore he was surprised when 
R iley, after a visible effort to turn over 
his engines o f expression, said g ru ffly : 

“ So she’s a-goin’.”
“ W ho is going?” Carroll demanded. 
“ M iss Wade. The W idder Smithers 

told me larst night.”
“ O h, she did. A nd when did the 

W idow  Smithers think that Miss Wade 
would be leaving?”

“ She said Miss Wade had just told 
her she might leave any day now. A ll 
broke up, sh e  was.” 1 

“ W ho? M iss W ade?”
“ No, sir. The widder. Says she 

don’t know how she’s a-goin’ ter git on 
without her.”  R iley appeared to pause 
and pull himself together. The  coarse, 
frizzled stubble on his forehead was 
drawn lower toward the heavy eye
brows which made a continuous double 
arc across the upper half o f his bony 
face. H is  color deepened. “ Don’t 
know how we’re a-goin’ to, neither,”  he 
growled.

Carro ll gave him a stare. “ W h y 
not?” he asked shortly.

The  dogged look which R iley invari
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ably assumed when embarrassed spread 
over the square face.

“ W ell, sir,”  he growled, “ I  lived long 
enough to find out that men folks ain’t 
much account without women. Th a t’s 
the reason sailors and sich git ornery. 
Lumbermen’s the same way. So’r ’ 
miners. I  been all three.”

R iley paused, and glared about sav
agely. I f  Jeffries had been hanSy, he 
would have kicked him out, but Je f
fries had made a deep study o f his 
master’s moods and knew that active 
embarrassment was that most to be 
eschewed. Jeffries was listening to the 
conversation from  under the piano.

“ N o  doubt you are right,”  said C a r- 
roll, lighting his pipe. “ B ut you can 
hardly expect M iss W ade to give up all 
o f  her own plans and stop on here fo r 
the sake o f keeping us civilized. Y o u  
are right when you say that a woman’s 
influence is a good thing— fo r the man. 
The  question is, is it going to be worth 
while fo r the woman ?”

A n  infinite number o f  corrugations 
appeared on R iley’s brow. Th e  casual 
observer might have said that he was 
about to commit homicide, whereas in 
reality he was merely concentrating his 
thought.

“ I f  a man ain’t got sense enough to 
make it wuth a good woman’s while to 
keep him decent,”  said he, “ then he c’n 
blame himself when he goes wrong. 
’T a in ’t every man gits the chanst,”  he 
added darkly.

“ W ell, R iley,”  said Carroll pleas
antly, “ that’s all good, sound theory. 
The W idow  Smithers is a lonely wom
an, and she’s going to be a lot lonelier 
when M iss Wade leaves. She’s not 
over fo rty , good-looking, and with a 
nice little property. I f  you are a free 
man, I ’d advise you to think it over 
seriously. She seems to have taken a 
bit of fancy to you, I  notice.”  H e  got 
up from  the table, and started to fill his 
pipe.

A n  expression o f baffled ferocity, 
which was really no more than embar
rassed perplexity, distorted R iley’s 
muscular face.

“ I — I  warn’t thinkin’ o ’ the W idder 
Smithers,”  said he thickly, while his

color turned from  swarthy red to a 
coppery brown. “ I  was a-thinkin’ o’ 
somebody else. Th ings’ll be a lot d if 
ferent round here when a certain 
party’s gone. Sorter keeps a man up 
to his mark, she does, and without t ry -  
in ’, neither. I  been a drinkin ’ man all 
my life, and I  don’t say as how if  you 
and me had been here alone— there 
might not ha’ been times--------- ”

“ There would have been only one, 
R iley,”  said Carroll.

“ W ell, there ain’t even been that. 
A n d  I  don’t count on there bein’. I t ’s 
all right now. But the fust week she 
was here ..she come on me one day 
cornin’ f r ’m the potato cellar with a 
jug. She stopped and told me just 
what I  was a-tellin’ myself— on’y  she 
put it more convincin’ like. I  ain’t 
bothered it sence.”  R iley opened and 
shut his big, gnarled hands, and his 
face appeared to have aged. “ Y o u  been 
a good friend to me, M r. Carroll. Yo u  
saved my karkiss f r ’m the law, ’n’ may
be you saved my soul f r ’m hell same 
time. So the W idder Smithers says. 
A nd  now, it seems to me, you ’re cornin’ 
to a crossroads like. Maybe you don’t 
see it, but I  do, and I  wouldn’t feel 
like I  was doin’ my part to pass on by 
without a word. Don’t you let that 
young woman go, M r. ,Carroll. She’s 
you r luck. I  know, and the W idder 
Smithers knows and Jeffries knows—  
and’ the joss knows, ’cause I  asked him. 
Th a t’s all, sir.”

A nd R iley shambled out, his face like 
that o f  a cave man as he sights his tribal 
enemies.

C H A P T E R  I I .

Carroll had nQt long to wait Sn the 
edge o f the little lake. There  came 
presently a vigorous yapping from  the 
farther side o f the old orchard, and he 
caught sight o f several fo x  terriers 
tearing up and down the stone wall, 
apparently hunting a red squirrel. A  
moment later he saw a white-clad figure 
come through the open gate and pause.

O tis  sprang up from  the rock where 
he had been sitting. H e  was in white 
flannels w ith a blue serge coat, bare
headed, as was usual w ith  him since he
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had been liv ing  at the mill, and his 
crisp, yellow hair was sun-bleached to 
the color, o f oakum and accentuated the 
ruddy tan o f his face. The  wholesome 
country life  with due proportion o f 
physical and intellectual work, regular ' 
hours, and simple fare had not been 
without its effect even on a physique 
already clean o f blemish. C arro ll’s 
eyes were as clear as the lake water, 
and his skin had the texture o f an au
tumn leaf. ■ E ve ry  movement told of 
perfectly balanced nerve and muscle.

The  fo x  terriers discovered him first, 
and set‘up a clam or; then, seeing that 
he was apparently a friend, left off to 
continue the -search fo r the squirrel. 
M arjorie  saw him, and came forw ard 
eagerly, her cheeks glowing warmly, 
eyes bright, and a smile o f welcome on 
her delicious mouth.

O tis met her at the foot o f an an
cient apple tree. She was lovelier than 
ever, he thought, and her presence 
seemed to bring back all the old emo
tions.

“ O t is !”  cried M arjo rie , and offered 
Jiim both hands, her beautifully shaped 
arms bare to the elbow.

Perhaps it was a sense o f remorse 
fo r Kjs lack o f warmth at the prospect 
o f seeing her again which led Carroll 
to take the small, extended hands gently 
in his, place them on his shoulders, and 
gather M arjorie  into his arms. W hat
ever the motive, it was certainly not 
passion at the sight o f her.

Th e  embrace was rather that o f one 
whose relationship permitted a certain 
degree of intimacy than that o f a lover, 
and consequently Carroll was a bit star
tled at the ardor o f the kiss which he 
received as her fresh lips were pressed 
to his. Form erly this warmth had been 
on his part, while M arjo rie  had been 
sweetly submissive.

Nevertheless it was a perfectly satis
factory kiss, and Carroll was about to 
take the initiative himself, as a man 
should, when M arjorie  dropped her 
hands on his chest, and, thrusting her
self at arm’s length, looked up at him 
with tender, misty eyes.

“ I  hadn’t counted on this, O tis ,”  said 
she.

13A

“ Neither had I ,  M arjorie . But you 
know I  told you when we parted that I  
could never accept you merely as a 
friend.”

H e r hazel eyes rested thoughtfully 
on his face. She looked away, and her 
breath came a little faster. Carro ll had 
always been her masculine - beau ideal 
in every way but one— the financial. I t  
seemed to her that he had improved. 
H is  face was leaner and finer, and the 
very lack o f impetuosity w ith which he 
was subconsciously reproaching him
self had the effect o f  attracting her all 
the more.

“ Th a t was over two years ago, O tis ,” 
she said. “ D o you really feel the 
same ?”

“ O f  course I  do. D o  you think that 
I  am the sort to change ?”

“ N o ,”  she answered softly. “ But it 
seems hard to believe that you can still 
want me as much as ever.”

“ L  shall always want you.”
“ A nd  I  have never ceased to want 

you, dear,”  she answered.
Carro ll sighed. “ There doesn’t seem 

to be more chance o f ou r getting what 
we want than there was two years ago, 
M argy,”  he said. “ Less, in fact, be
cause I ’m two years older.”

“ But you are getting on, are you 
not ?”

“ N ot appreciably. I ’ve learned a lit 
tle more about w riting, but I ’ve been 
liv ing on capital, barring two or three 
stories sold. N ow , I  am getting to
ward the end o f things.”

A  shadow crossed her face. “ Come 
over here, O tis ,”  she said. “ L e t’s sit* 
down on this big stone, and have a talk. 
I  was afraid that it might be like this.” 

Th ey  seated themselves on the big 
rock. U nder M arjo rie ’s eager ques
tioning, Carroll told her o f all that had 
happened him since their parting. She 
listened attentively, especially toward 
the end when he described his occupa-- 
tion o f the m ill.. H e  touched lightly on 
Elino'r Wade, and was surprised and 
pleased that M arjo rie  did not attempt 
to question him about her.

“ O h , yes,”  was all she said. “ Sam 
Collingwood told us her story. H e  was 
aw fu lly  cut up about it, but what could
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he do when she refused all indemnity? 
So you have written some plays? Has 
anybody read them?’1

“ No. Th a t’s the difficulty, but I  
know some dramatic lights. O f  course, 
the plays may not amount to anything.”  

M arjorie  turned to him suddenly, and 
laid her hand on his.

“ Listen to me, O tis ,”  said she. “ I  
don’t want to be discouraging, but I  
really doubt if  there is much future fo r 
you in what you are doing. Everybody 
knows how difficult it is to get a play 
put on. I  hate to see you wasting the 
best o f your youth. W ould  you go into 
business if  you had a good opening?” 

“ N o .”
“ N ot even i f — i f  it would give us— ■ 

what we both want ?”
“ O h ! Th a t’s different. L ike  a shot. 

I ’d do my w riting  in a ledger from  the 
top of a high stool i f  it would bring me 
you.”

There was no hesitation in his an
swer, and Carro ll had no doubt o f its 
sincerity. Neither had M arjorie . Fu ll 
o f her idea, she did not detect the 
strained note which was certainly there. 
She pressed the back o f his hand with 
hers, and C arro ll’s turned upward to 
clasp and hold it.

“ O tis ,”  said she, “ my godfather, M r. 
Reardon, is now in Boston. H e  is a big 
promoter o f a lot o f enterprises, very 
rich, and would do anything fo r me. I  
have written him a note, which T  have 
here. I f  you w ill deliver it and have a 
talk with him, I  am sure that he would 
find you something which would en
able you to get on. W ill you do it?” 

Carroll stared out across the lake.
“ I f  he did,” said he slowly, and w ith

out looking around, “ would you m arry 
me?”

“ I  w ill make no promise, Otis. I  
love you as much as I  ever d id ; more, 
I  think. But my views have not 
changed. Everyth ing would depend on 
your success. D on’t you see, Otis, it 
would be no act o f love fo r me to m arry 
you unless I  was sure that I  could make 
you a good wife. Honestly, dear, I  
don’t think that I  would be a success i f  
married to a poor man. I  have abso
lutely no idea whatever o f the value of

money, and I  am a poor manager and 
quite without any o f the domestic v ir 
tues. Lots o f g irls brought up as I  
have been are just the same. O n ly  they 
won’t admit it, but go ahead and m arry 
poor men, and all sorts o f unhappiness 
follows.”

Carroll nodded. “ I  always acknowl
edged that you were quite right,”  said 
he. “ I t  isn’t reasonable to ask a g irl 
who has been brought up to lu xu ry  to 
lose it all fo r the sake o f getting mar
ried. I t  seems to me that she needs it 
more after m arrying than before, be
cause she’s tied down to her home, and, 
i f  her husband is a business man and 
away all day long, it must get pretty 
dull fo r her,”

M arjo rie  smiled, and patted his 
hand. “ Yo u  have got a good, clear 
head, O tis ,”  said she. “ W hat a shame 
we aren’t r ic h ! But I ’m sure that if  
you w ill go down and see M r. Rear
don, he w ill certainly manage to get 
you something, i f  he has to creatp a 
position outright. H e  is going to be in 
town fo r only two days, so you had bet
ter go down to-night on the nine- 
o’clock from  Bakersville, and come 
back to-m orrow afternoon. I f  you can 
get home in time to come up and call 

- after dinner, perhaps we can manage 
to have a little tete-a-tete. W ill you 
do that?”

“ Yes, dear. W hat have you said in 
you r letter of introduction?”

“ Here it is.”  M arjo rie  took the note 
from  her waist. “ I t  is addressed ‘Dear 
Uncle Jack’— but he’s not really my 
uncle, just an old friend and classmate 
of dad’s ; H arvard , you k n o w ; so that 
w ill help you, too. Now , listen.”  And 
she'read:

“ Dear U ncle Jack : This is to introduce 
a very dear friend, Mr. Otis Carroll, Mr. 
Carroll has, at my suggestion, gone to town 
particularly to see you, and when he has ex- . 
plained to you the circumstances o f the case 
I know that you will be able to do something.

“ Surely, in some o f the many big enterprises 
o f which you are practically the head, there 
must be some good opening for such a man as 
Mr. Carroll. Please .be the dear that you 
always are, and find something which may 
enable him to carry out his plans.

“With love, your devoted goddaughter, 
“ Marjorie W illett.”
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“ There,”  said M arjo rie  brightly, “ do 
you think that he could resist such an 
appeal as that ?”

Carroll d id  not look altogether satis
fied. “ I t ’s ve ry nice,”  said he slowly, 
“ but don’t you think that it leaves the 
real object o f the request a little 
vague ?”

“ Vague?”  M a rjo rie ’s clear voice 
raised slightly in key. “ W hy, what do 
you mean? I  don’t see anything vague 
about it. I ’m surprised, Otis. I  
thought you would be so pleased.”  A  
hurt note crept in.

C arro ll’s arm slipped about her waist. 
“ There, there, sweetheai't, I ’m an un
g ra te fu l brute. ‘Vague’ was not the 
word. O n ly ” — he hesitated— “ it struck 
me that if  you were to say in so many 
words that you loved the unw orthy 
bearer and wanted to m arry him and 
couldn’t do so until he got a good job, 
it might have had more effect.”

M arjo rie  gently disengaged his arm; 
“ But, O tis, dear, y o u  can tell him all of 
that. A  g irl doesn’t care to w rite  about 
how much she loves a man, even to her 
godfather.”

“ O f  course, M argy. I ’m a silly 
chump. I ’ll tell him just exactly how 
things stand.”

M arjo rie  leaned over, and kissed him 
impulsively. “ Th a t’s a dear. Now , 
you had better be getting ready, Otis. 
Y o u  can catch the stage to Bakersville, 
but you ’ll have to get a trap to come 
back.”

“ I ’l l ' sling m y wheel on behind the 
stage,”  said Carroll. “ Th a t’s quicker 
than a trap and cheaper.”

H e leaped to his feet, and offered his 
hand to the girl. She sprang up lightly.

“ A u  revoir— and good luck, dear,”  
said she, and offered him her lips. C a r- 
roll took her gently in his arms. I t  
was like kissing a flower, he thought. 
The  idea never occurred to him that, 
while flowers may be fresh and sweet 
and fragrant and were at that particu
lar place and season everywhere obtain
able, he had never yet been moved to 
kiss them. But when he had watched 
M argy and her noisy bodyguards out 
o f sight through the gap in the stone 
wall and started to walk slowly back tq

the mill, it  did occur to him that there 
was some lacking quality in  his emo
tions.

H e  felt gloomy and depressed. The  
idea o f going to Boston and confiding 
his amorous ambitions to a stranger, 
then asking fo r a position which might 
enable him to fu lfill them, bored and 
irritated him. But how otherwise 
could he ever hope to get M arjo rie  with 
whom he was, o f course, deeply in 
love ?

But it was the thought o f leaving the 
mill which hurt. N o  more early 
plunges in the eddying pool. N o  more 
fresh, flaky trout,- flapjacks, and maple 
sirup. N o  more roomy studio with 
the water in the flume gurgling and 
chuckling beneath his feet. N o  more 
peaceful evenings sitting on the door
step watching the waning colors in the 
lake and the smoke o f his pipe mount
ing in  spirals like the incense o f this 
spacious temple where he worshiped 
w ith  a fu ll heart the God o f things that 
grow.

H.e reached his little inclosure, and 
stood fo r a momentNwith his elbows on 
the fence, watching the busy hens with 
their promising broods of fluffy chick
ens and baby ducks. Jeffries came out 
to welcome him, and sniffed inquir
ingly and w ith hackles which raised 
at the scent left by the fo x  terriers. 
Carroll dropped his hand on the broad, 
scarred head, and a lump formed deep 
in  his throat. H e  thought o f how he 
had anticipated the golden autumn and 
the keen, d ry  w inter when he would 
skate on the lake and fish through the 
ice and track hares on his snowshoes 
and smoke his pipe before the blazing 
fire---------

H e  tried to put it all aside, and went 
into the house, which had suddenly as
sumed a new character; a nearness and 
dearness as o f  some loved one who is 
slipping away and w ill soon be gone 
forever. Carro ll had not realized how 
the quaint old place had got into his 
blood. H e  loved it all, and the details 
had assumed that intimacy which they 
have fo r children; the spicy, pungent 
smell o f the potato cellar and the dusty, 
musty one o f the little attic from  which



196 THE <P0<PULS1<R MAGAZINE

a red squirrel o r tw o usually scampered 
as he shoved his head up through the 
trap. I t  smelled o f squirrel, up there, 
and butternuts and ripening pears.

But there, on the other hand, was 
M arjo rie— the love o f his life, as he 
told himself w ith  a sort o f conviction 
so hollow that the assurances rattled 
around inside it and reechoed them
selves in the garrulous way o f repeti
tions. Carro ll found himself w ishing 
that E lin o r were there. She had a tab- 
ent which amounted to genius fo r fix 
ing relative values and making these 
clear to him. Carro ll had often told 
her that he had never met a person who 
possessed her accurate sense o f pro
portion, at which E lin o r smiled and said 
that an easier name fo r it was “ com
mon sense.”

Carroll, as one may see, was not par
ticularly rich, in this useful quality. 
Now , as he got himself ready fo r his 
journey, he wished so hard that E lin o r 
were there to convince him o f his good 
fortune that he came near forgetting to 
go to Boston.

Since E lin o r was out o f earshot, the 
next best thing was to write her a note 
explaining the situation, and this he did, 
and much better than he could have 
managed it verbally, fo r C arro ll’s mind 
was o f the sort from  which thought es
capes more easily at the end o f a pen. 
H e  told E lin o r how happy he hoped to 
be, which was entirely true. H ad she 
been there, he would have told her 
verbally how happy he was, and might 
possibly have realized that he was talk
ing like a fool. H e  was in reality about 
as happy as a dog which is being 
dragged off fo r a nice soap bath.

In  his note he also stated that he had 
decided to act on her .advice and sell 
out the stock which he had been carry 
ing on a margin, and that he begged her 
to reconsider her plan o f leaving the 
following week, as he needed not only 
her professional services as a type
w riter, but as a critic and collaborator.

H e  finished the note, and gave it to 
R iley, w ith instructions to deliver it that 
evening. Then, commending the place 
and its valuable contents to his faithful 
henchman, the ex-tram p and highway

man, he flagged the antiquated stage, 
to the overhanging, stern o f which 
R iley deftly slung the bicycle w ith  a 
few sw ift sailor passes.

Carroll got a sleeper at Bakersville, 
and awoke at the Boston terminal. A t  
what he judged to be the proper hour, 
he called upon M r. Reardon, whom he 
found to be an exceedingly kind-heart
ed and agreeable man. So sympathetic 
was the promoter’s manner that Carro ll 
put aside all o f his natural reserve and 
told him frankly the state o f affairs.

M r. Reardon listened without inter
ruption, and his ve ry  intelligent eyes 
and quick brain, trained to the precise 
and accurate assaying o f men and mo
tives, missed no single detail from 
which a masterly observation could ex
tract knowledge. Before Carroll was 
halfway through his story, M r. Rear
don knew the truth. Here was a 
straightforward young man who should 
really have lived about a hundred years 
earlier. A  young gentleman whose 
sense o f honor was such that it got 
away with his common sense and led 
him honestly to believe in a state of a f
fairs which did not exist, but the de
parture from which would have so low
ered himself in his own self-respect as 
to be quite impossible to him.

T o  M r. Reardon, himself-a thorough
bred, Carroll was one o f the most dis
tinguished personalities that he had 
ever met, and this, simply because the 
breed in him absolutely predominated 
all modern conventions. H e  liked and 
admired him from  the very first dozen 
words that he spoke, and this made the 
position o f the promoter all the more 
difficult. F o r he saw at once that C a r- 
roll was acting from a high-bred in
stinct as to what he ought to feel and 
d o ; not from what he really did feel 
and wanted to do.

In  a word, M r. Reardon’s shrewd 
judgment told him that Carroll was no 
more in love w ith  M arjorie  than he 
was with the queen o f the Cannibal 
Islands. But he had been, and he felt 
that he still ought to be. W herefore, to 
all practical purposes, he really was.

M r. Reardon’s casuistry went far
ther. H e  reasoned that his god
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daughter was as much in  love w ith  C a r- 
ro ll as it was possible fo r her to be w ith  
anybody, but that fo r some reason she 
did not care to commit herself. W hich  
was absolutely the case. M r. Reardon 
hung his shell-rimmed spectacles on his 
high-bridged, masterful nose, and re
read M a rjo rie ’s letter, while his heavy 
brows sagged like those o f an old 
hound.

“ N o lawyer,”  he thought, “ could 
have written it any better. The  little 
m inx wants this chap badly— but she 
wants money more. I f  he can get it fo r 
her, all right and good ; i f  he can’t, she’s 
got somebody on her string who can.”

O dd as it may appear, M arjorie  did 
not undergo any lowering in his esteem 
as the result o f  his conclusions. Th is  
was ow ing to M r. Reardon’s personal 
attitude toward womankind. “ Pussy 
cats all— but we can’t do without ’em, 
confound ’em !” was his rather O tto 
man point o f view.

H is  disposition o f  C arro ll’s affair was 
the height o f  diplomacy. Ten  minutes’ 
talk sufficed to show him that Carroll 
had about as much actual business abil
ity  as a Knight o f  the Round Table.

Carro ll himself had already attempt
ed to make this fact quite clear.

“ M y  trouble in business,”  said he, “ is 
that I ’m always worried about what 
there is in it fo r the other chap. Then 
I  haven’t much o f a head fo r figures. 
But I ’ve always been fa irly  good at run
ning any sort o f an outfit and keeping 
discipline and all that.”

“ Those jobs don’t command much 
pay, M r. C arro ll,”  said Reardon. “ Be
sides, my interests a ft mostly manufac
turing, where the man that can run a 
winch is worth more than the explorer 
and the archaeologist and the professor 
o f classics. Y o u  see, you are not a 
technically trained man, and this is an 
age o f specialists— in everything. Now , 
I  tell you what I  can do, and w ill do, i f  
you say so. I  can put you in a h igh- 
salaried position where you w ill be little 
more than a figurehead, and then hire 
a technically trained man fo r next to 
nothing to do the work. M arjo rie  
would never know the difference, and 
you could---------”

C arro ll, his bronzed face swarthy, 
rose.

“ Thank you, M r. Reardon,”  said he. 
“ I t ’s aw fu lly  kind o f you, and I  must 
say that I  am sorely tempted. But if  I  
accepted a position o f that sort, I ’d—  
I ’d never be able to look M arjo rie  in 
the face. I  see just how it is, and I  
can’t tell you how much I  appreciate 
your kindness. But, really, it ’s no use
--------- ”  H e  stepped to M r. Reardon,
and held out his hand with a smile. “ I  
know how horrib ly busy you must be, 
so I  won’t keep you any longer. Thank 
you, not only fo r your offer, but fo r 
you r kind interest.”

A nd  shaking the promoter warmly by 
the hand, Carro ll hurried from the 
office, leaving M r. Reardon to smile 
quietly to himself, then frown.

“ I t ’s not surprising that she wants to 
m arry him,”  said he to himself. “ A  
young gentleman o f an old school. H e  
fa irly  bolted when I  offered the mildest, 
most innocuous kind o f graft. I  won
der i f  she’ll be woman enough to marry 
him, anyway, on the three o r four 
thousand a year o f her own.”  He 
shook his iron -gray head skeptically. 
“ I f  she does, I ’ll find him a good job 
where he can earn his pay. The man’s 
no fool. But the meanest trick that I  
could do him now would be to fling him 
into Mistress M a rjo rie ’s arms— h’m—  
they’re all alike— pussy cats all— and 
we can’t do without ’em.”

Needless to say, M r. Reardon was a 
confirmed old bachelor w ith a warm 
heart and a ready purse.

A s  fo r Carroll, he breathed more 
freely, once in the open air, than he 
had done since leaving his beloved saw
mill.

“ A  nice man,”  he thought, “ and 
ready to do anything fo r M arjorie . I  
like his squareness even more than his 
generosity. M ost men wanting to do 
as much fo r a favorite goddaughter 
would have shunted me into the job 
and left me to find out fo r myself, when 
it was too late, that I  had about as 
much right there as a plumber in para
dise. I t ’s a shame, though, that I ’m 
such a useless dub.”  A nd  he heaved 
a sigh which held that peculiar note o f
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resignation sometimes to be heard at 
the reading o f a will.

Though little given to self-analysis, 
Carro ll was inw ardly disturbed at the 
lightness o f his mood. H e  tried to tell 
himself that he was horrib ly cut up, 
that he might as well face the situation 
and admit that M arjorie  was practically 
lost to him forever, which he did, and 
that with a lack o f anguish which dis
gusted him with himself. H e  was 
finally forced to admit that his nature 
was more superficial than he could pos
sibly have believed, and that M arjo rie  
was fortunate to escape marriage with 
so utter a failure as himself. A lso, he 
could hardly wait to get home and tell 
E lin o r o f his lack o f success. H e  
seemed to thrive under the g ir l’s habit 
o f not taking him too seriously, and he. 
craved, without knowing it, the little 
look o f tender amusement in her eyes 
when he. talked to her o f his affairs.

But there was still his broker to see, 
fo r he had bought a new hat, shoes, 
gloves, and ties, and his exchequer was 
in bad condition. Carroll figured that 
at the last quotations which he had 
seen, he would, on selling out his stock, 
have a credit o f about seven hundred 
dollars. Th is  quotation was several 
days old, fo r C arro ll, w ith characteris
tic atony o f his financial sense had 
bought a morning paper when he went 
to breakfast, then become so absorbed 
in what he should say to M r. Reardon 
that he had forgotten to open it.

I t  was therefore a considerable 
shock when his broker, who was also a 
classmate and personal friend said, 
after their greetings were exchanged:

“ W ell, O tis, I  was afraid this might 
jo lt you up a little. How ever, I  don’t 
think there’s anything to be alarmed 
about. There is something doing in 
that stuff, and my personal opinion is 
we’re going to see it soar in a day o r 
two. I ’ve been gathering in a little 
more on my own account, and i f  I  were 
you I ’d do the same.”

“ But, good heavens,”  Carro ll ex
claimed. “ I  didn’t come down here to 
buy. I  came to sell out, and take what 
little profit there might be coming. I  
need the money.”

The  broker stared, and his jaw 
dropped. “ P rofit?”  said he. “ W hy, 
haven’t you seen the papers? Don’t 
you know what the stuff is quoted at ?” 

“ Haven’t an idea. Last I  saw was 
s ixty-tw o and a half.”

“ Oh, L o r d !”  groaned the broker. 
“ Have I  got to break it to you, then? 
I t ’s gone all off during the last two 
days. Go in there, and take a look at 
the ticker. I  haven’t the heart to tell 
you— and you in want.”

O tis walked into the front office, 
glanced at the tape, then turned to his 
friend w ith a laugh.

“ So I ’m w ithin about one hundred 
and fifty  dollars o f financial annihila
tion,”  said he. “ A ll right. G ive me the 
one hundred and fifty  dollars.”

“ W hat? W h y, you ’re crazy, Otis. 
Maybe she’s hit bottom. D on’t think of 
selling now. Scurry around and get 
me some more margin, and, i f  you ’ve 
got anything that you can realize on, 
get it up and buy. I  tell you, this stock 
is going to sail pretty soon. Some
body’s hammering it fo r a purpose, and 
once she starts up you ’ll think you ’re 
watching an aeroplane. I ’ve got some 
perfectly good inside information. Sell 
noth ing!”

O tis  shoved his hand in his trousers 
pocket, and fished out a handful o f sil
ve r and crumpled bills.

“ There ’s about twenty-five,”  said he, 
“ my entire fortune. I  think you ’d bet
ter sell.”

The  broker gave him a sharp look, 
stood fo r a moment frowning, then 
walked back to the < cashier’s office. 
“ Give me one hundred and fifty  dollars, 
Ned,”  said he. “ Charge it to my per
sonal account.”

T h e  cashier counted out the money, 
when the young man came back to 
where Carroll was standing listlessly 
running the tape through his fingers.

“ H ere ’s your one hundred and fifty 
dollars, O tis ,”  said he, “ but it ’s a per
sonal loan. I  won’t let you sell out. I f  
the stuff keeps on dropping, and you 
are wiped out, so much the worse for 
both o f us. But i f  you can scrape up a 
few hundreds from  any possible source, 
do it, and bring the money to me.”
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H e  thrust the bills into C arro ll’s 
hand, then turned abruptly to the ticker. 
C arro ll stood fo r a moment quite mo
tionless. Then he stuffed the money 
into his trousers pocket.

“ Thanks, old chap,”  he said, a little 
unsteadily. “ G ood-by!”

Th e  broker gave his hand a hearty 
clasp. C arro ll turned to the door, and 
went out.

C H A P T E R  I I I .
Carro ll did not take the tw o-o’clock 

express. Instead, he made his way to 
a certain spacious though ding}' shop, 
which contained a great many really 
valuable articles in various stages of 
dilapidation. Th e  proprietor, an elderly 
French Jew , and an able connoisseur 
in his extensive line, greeted him po
litely.

'“ D o you remember,”  said Carroll, 
“ that about six months ago, when you 
bought a few small articles in my 
studio, you offered me fou r hundred 
dollars fo r my Flemish tapestry?” 

“ Parrfectly, sar.”
“ Does the offer still hold good?”  
“ Parrfectly, sar.”
“ A ll right. Th e  tapestry is now in  

m y country studio. I  w ill ship it down 
to you on Monday. T h is  is Saturday. 
I  w ill ask you to send me the money l|y 
express to this address.”

“ Parrfectly, sar.”  T h e  dealer rubbed 
his hands. H e  knew exactly where he 
could dispose o f the tapestry at about 
fifty  per cent profit, and at the same 
time he was offering a better price than 
C arro ll could have got at any o f the 
pretentious furnishers.

“ I  may have some other stuff to offer 
you later,”  said Carroll. “ I  am think
ing o f selling all my things and going 
away. But you w ill have to come up to 
N ew  Hampshire to see them.”

“ I  am alvays at your disposition, 
sar,”  said the dealer.

“ A ll right,”  said Carroll. “ I ’ll send 
you the tapestry, then, on M onday,”  
and he nodded to the old man, and 
went out.

In  a saddened frame o f mind, he took 
the fou r-o ’clock train fo r Bakersville, 
a rriv ing at about seven, when he

mounted his wheel and started fo r 
home in the waning daylight.

C a rro ll’s heart was very heavy as he 
pedaled through the sweet-smelling 
woods, now becoming hushed w ith the 
approach o f night. I t  was not his stock 
losses which troubled him, although he 
regarded his little account as practi
cally wiped out. W hat hurt him was 
the prospect o f  parting piece by piece 
w ith  his dearly beloved possessions.

T h e  furniture which he had saved 
from  his old home did not represent 
tc> Carro ll so many inanimate articles of 
certain relative intrinsic value. The 
things were his lares and penates, his 
household goods, which represented in 
a way his setting, his frame, his posi
tion in the world, almost his family. 
There was not a piece which was not 
associated w ith some memory or inci-c  
dent o f the happiest epoch of his life, 
when the future was a rainbow of 
promise and such things as real worries 
and troubles existed only in theory.

H e  had no idea o f following the 
broker’s advice. Stock gambling did 
not interest him, nor had he the slight
est faith in the prophecies o f anybody 
connected w ith it, considering the whole 
business the veriest game o f chance. 
H e  had put up his small remaining cap
ital as marginal security at the insist
ence o f a friend who sincerely wished 
to do him a real service. Carroll had 
done it more through appreciation of 
the other man’s interest in his affairs 
than because he was either hopeful or 
eager fo r gain, and w ith the fixed men
tal reservation that i f  the game went 
against him he would take his loss and 
get out.

A nd  this was precisely what he meant 
to do. Nothing would have induced 
him to put up the money he received 
fo r the tapestry. H e  was sick o f the 
business, and wanted to get it out of 
his thoughts.

H e  had traveled about two miles 
when he reached the part o f the road 
which mounted steeply to a cleft in the 
high hills, thence descended in a more 
gradual slope to the valley beyond. The  
top o f this miniature pass was thickly 
wooded w ith  a growth o f hemlock,
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which fo r some reason had escaped the 
woodsman’s ax, and was a spot where 
tourists invariably halted to enjoy the 
panorama o f rive r valley, scattered 
lakes, and distant, broken hills rising 
to a lo fty range which shut in the val
ley from  the north— the W hite M oun
tains.

A s  Carroll reached the sumfhit, the 
tw ilight was fading fast. Th e  valley 
below him swam in a vo id o f soft ob
scurity, and beyond, where it narrowed, 
there hung a filmy veil o f mauve, 
through which gleamed the rive r as it 
flowed from the dark, mysterious lakes, 
still shimmering with a metallic light, 
fa r away against the unreal mountains.

The  sky was like an inverted bowl o f 
amber, cloudless, but opaque, and near 
the earth were sw irling bands o f red 
and orange, which looked like eddies 
left in the wake o f the^ swollen sun. 
Above these w rith ing wisps o f color 
in a zone o f purest yellow hung an 
elongated new moon, which shone as 
green as the eyes o f the brass god.

Carroll, panting from  his climb, 
paused to stare at this peculiar tw ilight, 
which fo r all its peacefulness was not 
quite sane.

“ A  Tu rn e r,”  he said, “ and forest 
fires in the north. W hat’s that?”

F o r as he spoke his ear had caught 
a rustling sound at the top o f the steep 
bank, to the very edge o f which grew 
the hemlock trees. Carro ll glanced up
ward, and thought that he saw the 
gleam of some metallic object which 
gave off a golden glint. A s  he tried to 
look jnto the gloom, fhere was another 
rustle, and the shining object disap
peared.

“ W ho’s that?”  he called sharply.
There was no answer, but it seemed 

to Carroll that he heard a stifled gasp, 
as o f some creature in pain. H e  rolled 
his bicycle into the dry ditch at the side 
o f the road, then scrambled up the bank 
with a rush. There was a little scurry, 
a smothered cry— and Carroll, to his 
amazement, looked down upon the. 
crouching figure o f E lin o r Wade.

She was at the foot o f a great hem
lock, her bicycle lying on the thatch of 
fallen needles at her feet, and the yel

low light from  the sky shone dully on 
the nickeled handlebar. E lin o r seemed 
huddled in a little heap. In  the vague 
light, Carro ll saw that her head was 
drooping and her face in her hands.

“ E lin o r !” he cried.
The  hands dropped instantly. She 

lifted her head, and he saw the flash 
-of her white teeth as she smiled. But 
her face looked ghastly, and there was 
something infinitely pathetic in her 
presence there, alone under the great 
trees, lingering in this high place after 
the funeral o f the day.

“ W hat are you doing here?”  Carroll 
asked.

“ I  have been waiting fo r you to pass, 
to say good-by. Y o u  took a later train, 
didn't you?”

“ Yes. But i f  you were waiting for 
me to pass, w hy didn’t you sing out ?”

“ I  was curious to see i f  you would 
feel me so close to you. I f  you had 
not, I  would have spoken.”

Carroll stared down at her under 
lowered brows.

“ E lin o r,”  said he, “ something tells 
me that you are lying. I  believe that 
you were waiting here in ambush not 
to see me, but to see me pass. You  
took advantage o f my absence to run 
away. Just now, when I  caught you, 
you hid your face w ith shame— and you 
ought to.”

“ I  hate good-bys,”  she answered 
half defiantly. “ I ’d rather write them 
than say them, and I  left mine in a 
note with Riley. People who are good 
friends and understand each other as 
well as you and I  ought to' be able to 
get along without unpleasant form ali
ties.”

“ I  think that you might have waited 
until I  came back,”  said Carroll.

" I  thought it better to go when you 
were away. I  understood from  your 
note that you had practically become re
engaged to Miss W illett, and no woman 
who is engaged to a man cares to have 
another woman hanging about— espe
cially a g irl in my position. H o w  did 
you manage in Boston? W ere you suc
cessful ?”

Carroll gave a short laugh. “ I  was 
as successful as I  have ever been in
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anything. M r. Reardon tried his best 
to fit me to one o f his numerous con
cerns, and when that failed he offered 
to make me a job to measure. I  de
clined.”

‘‘Naturally. Then what?”
“ Then I  went to my broker’s, and 

found my margin in the process o f be
ing wiped out. M y  broker flatly de
clined to fill my order to sell, but loaned 
me one hundred and fifty  dollars out 
o f his own pocket. From  there I  went 
to see a sort o f uncle o f mine who is o f 
the Franco-Hebraic persuasion and has 
previously advanced me money on per
sonal effects. Also, he buys outright. 
I  arranged fo r the sale of a tapestry, 
which does not seem to me to har
monize w ith the nail rust on the wall 
o f the studio--------- ”

“ O h, hush! A nd  do you mean to tell 
me that your stock account is actually 
wiped out?”

“ It  was moribund. I  did not wait 
fo r the death agony. I  was in too 
much o f a h urry  to fly back to you for 
sympathy. A nd  this is what I  get. I  
catch you bolting off without a word, 
hiding in the bushes until I  get past.”

“ I  am sorry. I t  never occurred to me 
that you might fail to find a good posi
tion. A nd the possibility o f your losing 
all your money never entered my head. 
I f  it had, I  never should have run away. 
I  was sure that you would come back 
happy and triumphant with your future 
all rosy. A nd  it really seemed to me 
that the kindest thing that I  could do 
fo r you was to go away.”

“ O h — did it?”  answered Carroll 
d ryly , and dropped down on the aro
matic balsam at her side. T h is  brought 
his face closer to hers, and even in the 
murk he could see that it was slightly 
streaked as i f  from  tears.

“ Have you been crying?”  he de
manded.

“ No— that is, a little, perhaps. The 
sunset always makes me feel that way 
— and it was so gorgeous. T e ll me 
some more about your stock.”

“ O h , hang the stock! I  want to 
know about you .”  H is  voice was al
most rough, but it held a deep, vibrant 
quality which was not altogether

steady. “ W h y  did the sunset make you 
cry, E lin o r? ”

“ O h — how do I  know?” She threw 
him a quick look, then seemed to catch 
her breath. “ I t — it was rather emo
tional. I  don’t often blub, but this was 
a blue moment. I  have been happy up 
here. But that is all over now. I  am 
all right. T e ll me about your plans.” 
She was talking fast and breathlessly. 
“ You  are not going to give up in 
despair, are you? I t ’s absurd to sup
pose that there are not plenty o f good 
positions you could fill. W hat are you 
going to do now ?”

“ E lin o r,”  said Carroll gently, “ I  had 
intended to ask fo r your sympathy and 
advice. But now that you have tried 
to desert me, I  shall do nothing of the 
sort.”

“ But I  didn’t try  to desert you. H ow  
can you desert a person upon whom you 
have no claim? D on’t be silly. I  sim
ply went off, and left you to your 
fiancee.”

Carroll reached over, and ' took one 
o f the small, firm hands. E lin o r start
ed back as i f  she had been struck, then 
tried to wrench it free, but, strong g irl 
as she was, found the effort like je rk 
ing at one o f the hemlocks.

“ Listen to me,”  said Carroll, almost 
sternly. “ M iss W ille tt is not my 
fiancee. She never w ill be my fiancee. 
She has declined to commit herself to 
anything definite, even in the very 
slightest degree, even while she asks me 
to turn my life  topsy-turvy and attempt 
to be what I  am the very least fitted 
for— a business mart. I f  I  were to suc
ceed, she might some day consent to 
marry me. I f  I  failed, she would 
sweetly and sadly give me up. I t ’s 
taken me a long while to get all of this 
through my fool head, but it came at 
last; just now, while I  was walking up 
the hill and running over in my mind 
what she would probably say when I  
told her how I  stood. I  know it so well 
that I  don’t think that I  shall even take 
the trouble to tell her.”

H e paused. E lin o r did not speak. 
H e r hand was still crushed, though not 
painfu lly as at first, in his. She had 
stopped her ineffectual struggling.
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“ A nd now I  w ill tell you another 
thing which I  discovered at about the 
same time,”  Carroll resumed abruptly. 
“ I  don’t love Miss W illett. I  don’t even 
like her. I  would be very happy if  I  
thought that I  was never going to see 
her again.”

“ O tis  C a rro ll!”
“ That is shameful, but true. A fte r 

all, w hy should I ,  unless simply fo r her 
physical beauty? Looking back, I  can
not remember a single time when she 
has made the slightest personal sacrifice 
o f any kind fo r me. I  really doubt if  
such an idea ever entered her head. 
A nd in spite of all that, because I  am 
a dreamy, idealizing sort o f fool, I  
have fancied myself in love w ith her. 
Even after leaving M r. Reardon when 
I  felt as i f  I  was walking on clouds 
because I  had failed, I  was ashamed 
o f being so light-hearted. I  thought 
that it must be because I  was such an 
unambitious chump and preferred to 
potter around my old mill rather than 
to m arry *a society belle and get on in 
the world. But what I  really felt gay 
about was that now things might go 
on as they were before. L ike  a fool, I  
failed to realize how the whole thing 
was bound to crumble without the key
stone. But I  realize it now.”

Both were eilent fo r what might 
have been almost any throbbing lapse 
o f time. The  woods were hushed and 
breathless. The  last late woodpecker 
had given his final ta p ; the last squirrel 
his good-night chatter. U p  from  the 
valley floated fhin, distant sounds, 
which seemed to come from  another 
world, and the mist which was rapidly 
inundating the rive r had broadened it 
to the vague, ethereal ghost o f some 
prehistoric stream. The  sky had dark
ened to a velvety purple, across which 
stars were sewn and the green moon 
had grown in size and exchanged its 
color fo r greater light.

C arro ll’s voice broke the soft quiet.
“ The  brass god was right,” said he. 

“ I t  was yo u  I  most needed— and most 
need. R iley was right.” H e  turned 
and tried to look into her face. “ Have 
you never felt my tremendous need of 
•you?” he asked.

She did not answer. C arro ll could 
hear her breath coming and going 
tremulously. H e  put his arm about 
her shoulders.

“ Y o u  are the keystone, E lin o r dar
ling,”  he said. “ Yo u  must not go. 1 
love you, and need you, and you need 
me. I ’ve been a fool, sweetheart, but I  
know now. D on’t you care?”

“ O tis— I  adore you— I  loved you 
from  tlje first.”

Carroll leaned down, and crushed his 
lips against the murmuring ones. H e r 
arms struggled free, and slipped up to 
twine about his neck and draw him 
closer. H igh  over head, the hemlock- 
tops nodded and whispered to a little 
breeze which wafted in the night.

The creaking o f the ancient stage as 
it sw-ayed up the slope behind its 
sinewy mountain team brought the two 
back from  Arcady to a sense of their 
surroundings.

E lin o r freed herself w ith a little 
sigh.

“ Here comes the stage,”  said she, 
“ and my trunk on it.”

“ A  good place fo r it,”  said Carroll. 
“ M y  luggage is already in Bakersville.”

“ O h, my dear---------”
“ N o  demurs, i f  you  please. W e will 

give that antiquated bus time to get 
there; then we w ill follow on our 
wheels, go straight to the Presbyterian 
parsonage, and the Reverend M r. H o l
brook shall m arry us as quickly as such 
a tremendous job ca'n be performed.” 

“ But— Otis, darling— hadn’t you bet
ter wait?”

“ No, ma’am. I  had' not. W hat’s 
more, I  won’t. I ’ve waited all sum
mer to find out what an ordinary chump 
would have known at the end o f an 
hour. D o  y o u  feel like waiting?”

E lin o r’s answer was satisfying, so far 
as it went.

“ Besides,”  said Carroll, “ what the 
dickens is there fo r us to wait fo r ? W e 
can’t be much poorer than we are now.”  

“ So fa r as the goods o f this world 
go.

“ Understood, o f course. W e are each 
quite alone in the world .”

“ But think o f your friends— and my 
position.”  *
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“ As M rs. Carroll? I  love to think 
o f it.”

“ A nd  Miss W illett. Y o u  ought to 
see her first. Really, O tis, you must.”  

“ N ot a bit o f it. I f  she had commit
ted herself to anything, I  would, o f 
course. But she left herself absolutely 
free, even in case o f my success, let 
alone my failure. I  don’t see w hy it 
shouldn’t cut both ways. H e r option 
expired about an hour ago. N ow , sup
pose you tell me the truth about what 
led you to hide from  me?”

“ I  couldn’t bear to hear you talk 
about m arrying another woman. I  
knew, o f course, that you didn’t love 
her.”

“ Oh, you did.”
“ O f  course. Anybody could see that. 

I t ’s a wonder she didn’t see it herself. 
Y o u r note just about finished me, and 
I  made up my mind to go before you 
came back. The temptation to steal 
you was too great. I  knew that you 
cared fo r me, deep down, and I  felt 
your need of me.”

“ M y  w ord ! A  modest young per
son, my bride-elect.”

“ O tis— you frighten me to death. Do
you think 'it wise---------”

“ The  only flash of wisdom I  have 
ever displayed. W ell, to go on?”

“ I  wrote you a note, and took it over 
to give to R iley.”  She gave her low - 
pitched, gurgling laugh.

“ And what did R iley say?”
“ H e glared as i f  he were going to 

beat my head in w ith his ax— fo r I  
found him chopping wood under the 
shed. W hen I  gave him the note and 
told him that I  was going away, his 
face grew so awful that I  was actually 
scared. Jeffries gave him a good look, 
and started fo r the cellar.”

“ Intelligent animal.”
“ Then Riley, after a sort o f convul

sion, started in to tell me that you—  
you cared fo r me, without realizing it.” 

“ I ’ll give him a raise— if  ever I  get 
the money.”

“ H e implored me not to go, and prac
tically forbade my going until you got 
back. H e  said: ‘W h y, even that there 
heathen joss knows as how M r. Carroll 
couldn’t git along without you, miss.’

N ow , his speaking o f Feng-shui re
minded me o f the odd things that have 
happened, so I  thought I ’d see what he 
had to say on the subject. I  told Riley 
to put him on the piano stool, which 
he did. Then I  said: ‘Feng-shui,
where is that o f which I  stand in great
est need ?’ But R iley interrupted with : 
‘Y o u r Highness, where shall the young- 
lady find what’s best fo r all hands ?’ ”

“ Good old R iley.”
“ Then he gave him a spin, and Feng- 

shui stopped, with his green eyes star
ing straight toward Bakersville. Even 
R iley was shaken, and said something 
under his breath that wasn’t a hymn 
o f praise fo r the idol. But he stopped 
try ing  to persuade me, and went into 
the house without a word. He 
wouldn’t say good-by, nor so much as 
look at the bill I  offered him.”

“ Poor old R iley. W hat did you do 
then ?”

“ I  went back to M rs. Smithers, and 
packed my trunk, which she promised 
to send on the stage, paid my bill, said 
good-by to everybody, and started off 
on my bicycle. That was quite early, 
as I  wanted to get here before you 
passed and— and watch you as you 
went down the hill. Y o u  see, I  ex
pected you on the earlier train, but you 
didn’t come, so I  thought I ’d rather 
wait here, anyhow, than at Bakersville. 
M rs. Smithers had put me up a nice 
supper. But I  couldn’t eat— and the 
sunset was so gorgeous, and I  felt so 
tired, that I  decided to wait fo r the 
stage. W hen you came, I  had to clap 
my hand over my mbuth to keep from 
calling out— and--------”

H e r breath failed. She hid her face 
against his shoulder.

A nd again the chaperoning hemlocks 
began to nod and whisper.

C H A P T E R  IV .
M r. W illiam  Riley, ex-sailorman and 

hobo, glared through the shuttered 
window after the retreating form  of 
E lin o r Wade.

“ There ,”  he growled, “ there goes all 
the luck o’ this outfit. M r. C arro ll’s 
a-goin’ to find things some different 
now.”
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Jeffries, crouched at the bottom of 
the cellar steps with one ear cocked 
forw ard, caught the changed inflection 
o f his master’s voice. There was no 
danger in the philosophic mood, so the 
intelligent animal crept up the steps, 
and entered the kitchen, where he took 
up a strategic position under the settle. 
I f  R iley were to become sentimental, 
he could not kick Jeffries without 
danger o f barking his shins. R iley 
never beat the dog. Such chastisement 
as he found desirable fo r Jeffries’ dis
cipline and his own soul’s good was 
always administered w ith his foot. A t  
first, Carroll had been disposed to put 
a stop to this, but, observing that R iley 
went about his duties in carpet slip
pers, he did not interfere.

Jeffries took pleasure in R iley’s 
philosophic orations, and R iley found 
it more stimulating, mentally, to hold 
forth to Jeffries than to the kitchen fu r 
niture. Rum bling to himself like the 
approach o f a distant storm, he dropped 
into a chair, lighted his corncob pipe, 
rested his carpet-slippered feet upon 
the window sill, and glared at Jeffries, 
who had come out from  under the set
tle and was crouched just inside the 
doorsill, his muscular body straight, one 
ear up and one lopping, and his bright, 
intelligent eyes fixed upon his < master’s 
face. Jeffries had that peculiar trait, 
rare in dogs, o f meeting the human eye 
without shifting his gaze. I f  a stranger 
stared too long, he would begin to 
growl and bristle.

R iley took a few puffs ; then, with 
the bowl o f his pipe held between a 
thumb and thick forefinger, he pointed 
the stem at Jeffries.

“ Some men,”  said he, “ c’n have the 
l ’arnin’ o’ Dan’l Webster and yet be 
shy the common sense o f a passel o’ 
gillymots.”

Jeffries never blinked. H is  expres
sion appeared to say: “ H o w  intensely 
interesting!”

“ N ow ,”  R iley continued, “ here’s M r. 
Carroll. H e ’s a lit ’r ’y m an; writes 
books and plays describin’ the lives and 
doin’s o’ make-believe folks. H e  p’ints 
out in his story how some young feller 
meets up w ith a g irl and finds out he

can’t g it along without her and some
thin’ henderin’ their g ittin ’ spliced; he 
turns to, and sets all hell upside down 
to g it her. Then he does g it her, and 
everything’s fine and daisy.”

“ M ost gratify ing ,”  was Jeffries’ si
lent comment. R iley sucked at his pipe.

“ In  spite o’ that,”  he resumed, “ look 
at M r. Carro ll hisself. The whitest 
man ever drew breath and him gittin ’ 
more and more attached to the finest 
young woman I  ever see. A nd she set- 
tin ’ in the stoo-dio right alongside him 
like a tug fast to a barge and then him 
a-lettin’ her cast off her warps and 
Jeave him a -d riftin ’ around in the 
stream— and she a-goin’---------”

“ Y o u  appall me,” Jeffries seemed to 
say.

“  ’T a in ’t good sense.”  R iley’s heels 
slipped off the window sill, and his feet 
hit the floor with a slam. Jeffries shot 
backward about a fo o t; then, seeing 
that the noise was accidental, resumed 
his position on the very edge of the 
steps. U nder pretense o f hearing 
something outside, he glanced back over 
his shoulder, accurately fixing in his 
mind the course to the cellar door.

“ I t ’s a outrage,”  said R iley, glaring 
at the dog. “ I  never see two such 
fools. W hat’s to hender them gittin ’ 
spliced, all shipshape and proper and 
liv in ’ here happy and peaceful with me 
and you ?”

“ Nothing that I  can think o f,” as
sented Jeffries.

“ M iss W ade, she’s a author, too. She 
can knock the stuffin’ out o’ that there 
typewriter, and, when she ain’t here, 
M r. Carroll, he’s uneasy as a widder at 
a weddin’ feast. M rs. Smithers, she 
looks at it like I  do.”

“ I t  is greatly to be deplored,”  Je f 
fries seemed to say.

“ H elen th u n d er!”  R iley sprang up, 
scowling. Jeffries shot straight back
ward, clearing the two low steps and 
executing a half turn. Then, observ
ing that his master’s wrath was not to 
be vented on himself, he looked down 
the road and barked. There was noth
ing down the road.

R iley’s square bulk lurched to the 
door, scuffled down the steps, and start
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ed fu r the shed, Jeffries taking a fixed 
position on his port quarter w ith  a five- 
yard interval. Opposite the brass god, 
which still squatted on the piano stool, 
R iley paused.

“ I t ’s all your fault, you pot-bellied, 
swivel-eyed sweep,”  said he sourly. 
“ W hy couldn’t you ha’ looked at the 
house ? W hat good you ever done 
here, I ’d like to know? A nd  me burn- 
in ’ joss sticks and sp’ilin ’ ye on fish and 
rice. Cuss ye, anyhow !”  A nd  in a 
sudden access o f spite, he dealt the idol 
a kick w ith his slippered foot.

Jeffries looked pleased. “ A n  excel
lent idea,”  he observed. H e  detested 
the idol, and seldom passed it without 
a growl, especially i f  the green eyes 
■were turned in his direction.

Under the impetus o f R iley’s kick, 
the idol turned one time and a half, 
stopping with his back to the irate man. 
R iley was about to lif t  him off the stool 
and return him to his proper place, 
when his eyes happened to follow the 
gaze of the god. T h is  was fastened 
on the door o f the potato cellar, w ith a 
sort o f leering suggestion.

R iley straightened up, and stared at 
the padlocked door, beyond which was 
the delicious compound o f rum, cider, 
and wintergreen, which Carro ll was 
wont to serve out so sparingly. R iley 
felt a sudden itching in his throat.

“ H u n h !”  he growled, then scratched 
his chin and repeated, in a lower key: 
“ H u n h !”

H e turned and glared at the brass 
god. “ T ry in ’ to get me into trouble, 
ain’t ye?’ he snarled. “ W ell, ye 
won’t.”

Pie walked to the shed, picked up the 
ax, and set himself to his interrupted 
occupation o f splitting wood. F o r 
about twenty minutes, he worked vio 
lently, then paused, straightened up, 
wiped his forehead on the back o f his 
sleeve, and stared at the door o f the 
potato cellar.

“ K inder muggy,”  he muttered to 
himself. “ Sky’s yaller as a man with 
janders. Must be smoke in the air. 
Sorter gits in a feller’s throat.”

As if  to further tantalize him, Je f
fries got up, panting, walked to a h a lf-

filled pan o f water which was in front 
o f a chicken coop, and drank noisily.

“ G it out o ’ that!”  snarled R iley, and 
hove a billet o f wood at the dog. Je f 
fries fell back behind the chicken coop.

“ There,”  said R iley, suddenly struck 
by a luminous thought. “ M r. Carroll, 
he’s went off, and never thought to 
leave me out my ration.”

F o r Carroll allowed his henchman a 
pint o f the beverage twice daily.

R iley scratchecFhis chin. " I  know he 
didn’t do it a purpose,”  said he, “ so 
w hy wouldn’t it be all right fer me to 
deal it out myself?”

H e  sauntered casually to the door of 
the potato cellar, and looked it over.

“ I  could bend down one o’ them 
gudgeons a mite,”  said he, “ and lift 
that there door right off. N o  one’s 
goin’ to know the difference, and I  
won’t take no more than the ration 
what was due me.”

A  few taps with the back o f the ax 
bent down the rusty socket o f the hinge 
enough to enable him to dismount the 
door. R iley stepped inside, and sniffed 
wdth relish the damp, delicious odor 
which greeted his nostrils. Going to 
the kitchen, he procured a ju g , and 
drew what he roughly estimated to be 
his midday allowance, then stepped to 
the door, and looked at the brass god.

“ Plere’s to everlasting punishment 
with ye, old cat’s eyes,”  said he, and 
drank off the contents o f the jug  w ith
out drawing breath.

The eyes o f the god seemed to snap 
and glitter. R iley wiped his mouth on 
his sleeve, went out, 'rehung the door, 
and, knocking the hinge back into 
place, resumed his wood-splitting. H a lf 
an hour passed. The day grew, i f  any
thing, more sultry, if  one were to judge 
by the way the wood-splitter perspired, 
while the smoky quality o f the air ap
peared to intensify. R iley straightened 
up again w ith a w istful look toward 
the potato cellar. Suddenly he slapped 
his thigh.

“ Seein’ as M r. Carroll wa-an’t here 
to-day,”  said he, “ what’s the matter 
with my havin’ his ration? That keeps 
the daily ’lowance jes’ right.”

N o  sooner conceived than acted upon.

205
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Again the socket o f the hinge was bent 
down, the door unshipped, and the daily 
balance brought to its proper level. 
R iley went out, secured the door in its 
closed position, and resumed his work.

But, contrary to the usual custom, as 
the shadows lengthened the day grew 
still more torrid . R iley wearied of cut
ting wood, and, laying down his a x ,- 
restored the idol to his place on the 
grindstone.

“ Y o u  h ev  got a little sense, old 
sport,”  said he more amiably, as he 
turned to replace the piano stool in the 
studio. But on his return, it seemed as 
i f  the whole outer w orld had in some 
miraculous way retreated behind the 
door o f the potato cellar. R iley could 
see nothing else. H e  paused and 
scratched his rough chin, while the 
door o f the potato cellar loomed large 
and mocked him. A s  R iley stood puz
zling this phenomenon, he was struck 
by a sudden aw ful thought.

“ Blessed i f  I  hain’t left the ju g  in 
there !”  said he. “ Th a t’ll never do.”

H e  hurried to the shed, grabbed up 
the ax, knocked down the hinge socket, 
unshipped the door, and entered. But 
as his hand fell on the jug, another in
spiration seized him.

“ W hat’s the matter o f my takin’ to
night’s ration now, while I ’m het up 
and thirsty— stid o ’ gittin ’ it later when 
I ’m cool and don’t need it so much,”  
said he to himself. “ I ’ll tell M r. C a r- 
ro ll he needn’t draw r none fo r me, as 
it ’s too hot.”

Excellent idea. The  evening ration 
was drawn forthwith. Carroll was in 
the habit o f filling two pint beer bottles, 
but R iley let it flow directly into the 
jug, approximating the pint w ith his 
eye, yet conscientiously try in g  to avoid 
serving himself a scant measure. I t  is 
possible that with each ration his con
ception o f a pint may have increased.

Th is  time he drank more slowly and 
with the appreciation which comes after 
the first thirst is slaked and the palate 
has a better opportunity o f perform ing 
its function. The  decoction was one 
part New England rum to three parts 
hard cider, flavored w ith  wintergreen 
and deliciously cool. A s R iley was now,

on his th ird  generous pint, the stimu
lant was beginning to make itself pleas
antly felt.

W ith  the ju g  still about a quarter 
fu ll, R iley stepped out, walked to the 
grindstone, where squatted the brass 
god, and set the ju g  between the idol’s 
knees.

“ H ave a sniff o’ that, old joss,”  said 
h e ; “ maybe it might buck ye up a mite.”

H e  returned to the potato cellar, re
hung the door, and w ith blows not en
tire ly accurate started to knock the 
hinge back into place. But, alas, soft 
iron, especially when rusty, cannot be 
repeatedly bent and straightened like 
a piece o f lead pipe. A s  R iley was ad
ministering the final tap, the whole 
hinge broke short off, leaving a tell
tale stump o f fresh metal.

R iley stepped back, appalled.
H e  could think o f no way o f repair

ing the wretched thing. The  hinge was 
old and rusty, o f a peculiar shape, and 
about fou r times the size necessary to 
support the plank door. R iley stared 
at it in consternation, and there crossed 
his mind what Carro ll had said when 
R iley had confessed that i f  it had not 
been fo r M iss Wade, “ there might ha’ 
been times--------- ”

“ There would have been only one 
time, R iley,”  Carroll had said, and 
R iley, who was a shrewd judge o f men, 
felt this to be the truth.

A  sudden rage possessed him, and he 
turned to the brass god.

“ N ow  ye’ve dohe it, ye slant-eyed 
hypo-cryte,”  he bawled. “ Y e ’ve made 
me turn down the fii-st man that ever 
give me a square deal— and it ’s goin’ 
to cost me the only good job I  ever 
c’u ’d ’a’ held.”  A  sudden sob
strangled his thick voice, and the water 
gushed into his reddening eyes.
Ashamed o f this emotion, he cursed 
hoarsely, and reached for the jug  which 
he had left on the grindstone at the 
god’s feet. But as he raised it to his 
lips, the ju g  slid through his fingers, 
fell, struck the head o f the joss, and 
broke into a dozen pieces, deluging the 
idol w ith the “ stone fence.”

F o r  an Instant, R iley stared, aghast. 
tTo his befuddled senses, it  seemed as if
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the god had actually knocked the ju g  
out o f his hands, so that his first in
stinct was one o f fright. But w ith 
prim itive natures rage is usually asso- 
icated w ith fear, and hot on the heels 
o f his superstitious shock came a w ild 
and reckless fu ry .

“ Yo u  w ill, w ill ye?”  he roared. 
“  ’T a in ’t enough that ye got to send off 
M iss Wade and lead me into trouble 
and put things on the bum, gener’l, but 
yet gotter spill my drink, ye--------- ”

R iley’s half-weeping torrent o f deep- 
sea malediction wound up with an in 
articulate roar o f rage.- Perhaps it was 
with some vague recollection o f a gory 
justice -which he had once seen meted 
out to a band o f Chinese pirates in 
Canton on the Chinese New  Year that 
he sprang fo r his ax, swung it aloft, 
and brought it down with a sweeping 
cut across the back o f the neck o f the 
unfortunate god.

R iley had once been a skilled hand in 
a Wisconsin lumber camp, and knew 
how to handle an ax, but he was never
theless startled at what occurred. F o r 
the head o f the idol was shorn cleanly 
from the shoulders, and that with such 
violence that it flew up through the 
branches o f the apple tree, to fall upon 
a large, flat stone near the entrance 
gate.

But R iley, though startled, was not 
discouraged, nor was his berserk fu ry  
in any way diminished. H ow ling  like 
a madman, he turned the ax in his 
hands, and w ith the blunt head pro
ceeded to hammer the body into a 
shapeless mass. N o r did he give over 
until the force o f his blows broke the 
grindstone in half, when the shapeless 
chunk of metal slipped down to rest 
upon the soft earth, thps offering but 
slight resistance to his violence. Then 
R iley paused, stared fo r a moment at 
his handiwork, and flung aside the ax. 
H is  exertions and their result had quite 
sobered him.

“ When the boss sees this business 
and that there broken hinge, it ’ll be all 
up with this piker,”  he growled. “ H e 
told me onct that i f  ever he caught me 
swipin’ licker he’d fire me— and his 
kind makes good. Guess I  might as

well lap up another drink and hit the 
g rit.”

H e  shambled to the kitchen in search 
o f another drinking vessel. A nd  here, 
the evil genius which lurks in rum 
whispered its base suggestion.

“ Y o u ’re nothing but a low-down bum 
and hobo,”  it  said. “ Everybody’s 
against you. M r. Carro ll only took 
you in because he needed .you himself. 
N ow , you ’ve got to hit the pike, so why 
not help yourself to some of this loose 
stuff? There ’s the price o f many a 
drink in that glass case in the studio, 
and the chances are the things w ill 
never be missed out o f all that loose 
junk .”

Riley, thus tempted, fell fo r the evil 
counsel. H e  slunk into the studio, 
opened the unlocked vitrine, and select
ed at haphazard what looked to be of 
the most intrinsic va lue : little silver 
boxes, a jade bracelet, some carvings in 
antique ivory , and small pieces of 
cloisonne. Although valuable, the 
booty w ith which he stuffed his pockets 
would not have brought him over 
twenty-five dollars in a pawnbroker’s.

There was a sound in the doorway, 
and R iley started w ith fright, and 
turned w ith  a purple face, bleary, 
bloodshot eyes, and shaking knees. Je f
fries was watching him from  the 
threshold. The dog’s ears were droop
ing, his tail tucked between his bulging 
thighs, and he looked as much 
ashamed as if  he were the one to be 
taken red-handed.

“ G it o u t!” snarled R iley, and the 
congested color deepened.

H e stole out of the room, then went 
to the lo ft to slip on his boots and make 
a small bundle o f his effects. Jeffries 
followed, slinking and wretched and 
keeping out of reach of hand and foot.

“ Come on,” growled R ile y ; “ it ’s time 
you and me hit the grit. W e  ain’t got 
no more business here.”

H e shambled out, and headed fo r the 
potato cellar, his bundle in one hand 
and the pitcher in the other. But, alas 
fo r the improvident ways o f the so t! 
In  securing his last ration, he had not 
been careful to close entirely the spigot, 
and the keg, tilted up at its fa r end, had
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slow ly drained itself dry. O f  the stone 
fence naught remained but the madden
ing odor from  the moist soil under
foot.

“ Blarst me,”  roared R iley, - “ if  this 
here ain’t the larst straw.”

Cursing under his breath, he tramped 
heavily to the gate, and took the cross
road. Jeffries, who was follow ing de
jectedly at his heels, stopped with a 
plaintive whine.

“ Come on, you Je ff!” snarled R iley. 
“ I t ’s the pike fe r ourn. W e don’t live 
nowhere no more.”

H e  could not trust himself to look 
back. H is  free hand swung against the 
plunder in his pocket, and he snatched, 
it  away as i f  it had touched a hot coal. 
iThe results o f  his indiscretion had 
fa irly  sobered him, and as he trudged 
down the dusty road it seemed as if  he 
could think o f  nothing but C arro ll’s 
face when he should get home and find 
what had happened. R iley’s throat be
gan to swell, and he was conscious of 
a strained feeling around his eyes. 
R iley was, as has been said, under his 
rough husk a most emotional man.

A t  the end o f half a mile, he missed 
Jeffries. R i le y  stopped, and looked 
back. A  hundred yards behind him, 
the dog was standing in the middle o f 
the road, stock-still and looking over 
his shoulder.

R iley, gazing in -the same direction, 
caught a glimpse o f  the gray roof of the 
mill and the kitchen chimney with the 
disfiguring patch o f  cement, which he 
had himself applied.. A  sob choked in 
his throat, and the water gushed into 
his eyes. H e  turned resolutely away.

“ I f  Jeff wants to go back, he kin,” 
muttered Riley. “ H e  ain’t stole no 
licker and smashed no joss and— and 
stole some other things.”

H e  turned away, and resumed his 
tramp. But the next moment there 
came from  behind the scurry o f feet, 
and here was Jeffries frisk ing foolishly 
about h im ; frisking out o f  all decorum, 
and that with a gayety and playfulness 
which was so evidently “ bluff”  that 
even R iley was forced to give a grim 
smile.

Said Jeffries, in those obvious actions

which speak so much louder than 
w o rd s : “ Pretending to go away,
wern’t we? W ell, that’s all right, but 
it ’s pretty hot fo r joking. L e t’s chuck 
it and go back.”

F o r a moment, R iley stared at the 
dog. Then he turned slowly in his 
tracks.

“ Y o u ’re right, matey,”  said he. 
“ Le t’s wait and git fired— like white 
folks.”

C H A P T E R  V .
M r. and M rs. Carro ll descended 

from  the Bakersville stage, when the 
bridegroom lustily lifted his voice to 
summon W illiam  Riley. N o  R iley ap
pearing, the recent benedict hauled the 
luggage and bicycles to the side o f the 
road, and the stage rattled off, old 
Ames, the driver, tw isting about in his 
seat to fling back hearty expressions 
o f good w ill.

C a rro ll’s next important act was to 
kiss the bride. T o  him, thus usefully 
engaged, came Jeffries. Th e  faithful 
animal approached w ith his body in an 
arc, his progress sideways, w ith the 
concave part o f him presenting. W ith 
in six feet o f  the bridal pair, he flung 
himself upon his side, his mouth drawn 
up in  a grin , and finished the distance 
to their feet propelled by the kicking o f 
his hind legs, while shrill small pipings 
issued from  his muzzle.

E lin o r and Carro ll stooped to ac
knowledge these greetings, then looked 
up to see R iley picking his way across 
the dam.

“ H e ’s been over1 calling on the 
w idow,”  said Carroll.

R iley approached slowly, and as he 
drew near they observed that his face 
was pale and wore the homicidal ex
pression, which in him was associated 
w ith extreme embarrassment. The  ex
panse o f skin between the bushy eye
brows and the low tonsure o f iron - 
gray hair was scarcely o f  a finger’s 
breadth, while the set o f  his jaws sug
gested the operator o f an inquisition 
torture chamber. Jeffries, catching a 
glimpse o f  his face, strategically placed 
E lin o r between his master and himself.

A t  sight o f  E lin or, R iley’s murderous
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visage assumed the expression of the 
condemned on his way to the gallows. 
Carroll was looking at him curiously, 
and, as i f  receptive o f  a psychic wave, 
his glance traveled to the door o f  the 
potato cellar, which R iley had not con
sidered it worth his while to close. Th e  
ex-tram p observed the slight liftin g  o f 
Carro ll’s eyebrows.

“ Yes, sir,”  he growled, “ I  done it.”
“ I ’m sorry, R iley,”  said Carroll. “ I  

thought that I  could trust you.”
“ I  ain’t to be trusted,”  said R iley. “ I  

done a lot worse than steal licker.”  H is  
face grew fearfu l. “ I  got mad at the 
joss, and beat him into a chunk. Then 
1---------”

“ Never mind,”  said Carro ll sharply. 
“ W e won’t talk about that now. N o  
matter what you may have done, we 
w ill let it pass this time in honor o f the 
occasion. R iley, this is my w ife, M rs. 
Carroll.”

R iley’s deep-set eyes pushed fo r
ward in their heavily boned sockets.

“ W ha— what’s that, s ir ?” he cried.
“ W e have been married,”  said C a r- 

roll. “ N ow , get the luggage into the 
house.”

R iley stared fo r an instant, then the 
tears gushed into his eyes.

“ God bless ye, ma’am !”  growled 
Riley, looking down.

“ Thank you, R iley,”  said E lin o r, and 
offered him her hand. But R iley drew 
back.

“ I  ain’t fitten to take it, ma’am— but 
God bless you both.”  A  sob choked 
him, and he made a rush fo r the lug
gage, pausing en route to kick auto
matically at Jeffries, who was at a dis
creet distance.

Carro ll frowned. “ R iley has been 
on the loose,”  said he. “ W hat was that 
he said about the brass g «d ? ”

H is  question was unanswered, fo r 
E lin o r had grasped him by the wrist 
and was staring at something to their 
right.

“ Look there!”  she cried.
O n  a large, flat stone which lay in 

the fu ll blaze o f the sun there glowed 
a round, metallic object about the size 
o f a croquet ball. A  single glance re
vealed it as the head o f the brass god, 
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resting upright upon its truncated neck. 
The  profile was presented to them, and 
the flat features looked as though 
drawn down into a grimace o f disgust.

“ Heavens!”  gasped Carroll, “ if  he 
hasn’t gone and sawed off his bloom
ing head. N ow , what peculiar drunken 
impulse ever possessed him to do that ? 
H o ld  on— -I know. I t  was the Feng- 
shui’s advice to you to take the Bakers- 
v ille  road.”  H e  glanced into the face 
o f his bride, and smiled. “ I  can 
hardly blame R iley fo r that, can I? ” 

“ D on’t blame him at all,”  said E linor. 
“ H e  feels badly enough already. But 
it  is rather tough on the god— when he 
did it all fo r the best.”

T h e y  walked slow ly toward the 
gleaming head. C arro ll stopped, and 
regarded it contemplatively.

“ I t ’s too bad,”  said he. “ I  had it in 
m y mind to consult him about my 
finances. H e ’s done so well fo r us so 
fa r that I  was sure he might put me 
next to something.”

“ Ask him, anyway,”  E lin o r sug
gested.

“ A fte r the w ay he’s been treated? 
I ’d be afraid. H e  might steer me into 
a deadfall.”

“ I t  wasn’t  our fault. H ere , let me 
ask him.”  She turned to the small, 
round head. “ Feng-shui, we are sorry 
fo r what has happened, and assure 
you ' that it was through no fault o f 
ours. W ill you now kindly indicate to 
m y husband, m y darling husband,
whom I  love more than--------- ”

“ H o ld  on,”  said Carroll, “ you w ill get 
his mind off the job.*’

“H u s h ! M y  splendid, glorious hus
band, which way he'"shall turn to mend 
his undeservedly low financial condi
tion.”

“ That ought to get some action,”  said 
Carroll. “ Does he appear interested?” 

Th ey stepped in front o f the decapi
tated head, and looked into the mis
chievous face. The  sun was streaming 
fu ll against the jade eyes, the pupils of 
which were represented by concavities 
cut in the clear green stone. These de
pressions, although in the center o f the 
elliptical eyeballs, had the faculty o f re
fracting the light in such a manner as
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to appear actually to turn and to direct 
their gaze w ith  a peculiar intensity and 
significance. Th us in the present case, 
although the head o f the god was facing 
the road, the eyes themselves seemed 
to be looking fixedly downward and to 
the left.

E lin o r and Carroll, follow ing this 
stare, observed the broken grindstone 
and the metallic mass between the frac
tured halves.

“ H e ’s looking at his own remains,”  
said Carroll. “ I  take that to mean that 
he first wants revenge. L e t’s see what 
R iley did to the rest o f him.”

Followed by E lin o r, he walked to the 
foot o f the apple tree, and picked up 
the misshapen mass which had fo r
merly been the body o f  the god. I t  
was very heavy, and battered out o f all 
recognition. Carro ll deposited it on a 
piece o f the grindstone, and stared at it 
curiously.

“ L o o k !”  he cried ; “ that’s fu n n y !”
“ W hat’s funny?”  asked E linor.
“ See this body. I t ’s all knocked out 

o f shape.”
“ I  should say it was. R iley must 

have had a wonder.”
“ R iley be hanged— as very likely he 

may be some day. But look here, 
E lin o r, don’t you notice something 
queer about this chunk ?”

“ I t  looks yellower where it has been 
hammered— and it ’s partly hollow, isn’t 
it?”

Carroll sprang to his feet, and ran 
to where the head was resting on the 
stone, picked up the globular object, 
and, turning it upside down, carefully 
examined the severed neck. E lin or, 
watching him with amusement, noticed 
as he looked up that his face had sud
denly turned pale beneath its ruddy tan, 
while his very blue eyes looked almost 
black.

“ O tis— what is it?”
“ Look at this,”  said Carroll, in a 

queer, strained voice, and she saw that 
his hand was shaking. “ Look at this 
neck. I t  has not been sawed; it’s been 
cut— at one blow.”  H e  stared at her 
w ild ly. “ E linor, as sure as I ’m stand
ing here, this idol is not brass— but 
gold.”

“ O t is !”  She sprang to her feet. 
“ A re  you crazy ?”

H e  dropped on his knees beside the 
body mass, and examined it sw iftly  and 
in silence. E lin o r crouched beside 
him. Suddenly Carro ll turned to her, 
his face paler than before and his eyes 
all pupils.

“ E lin o r, this stuff is pure gold. See 
how it scratches— look at that color, 
rich as butter. A nd  feel, the weight o f 
the head; hollow, too. Th is  thing came 
from  a temple in Pekin. I t  was loot. 
Y o u  can see that the outside has had 
a wash o f g ilt o r something, no doubt 
to give it a brassy look when the priests 
saw that the place was going to be cap
tured. E lin or, sweetheart, there’s not a 
doubt o f it. T h is  is g o ld ; rich, O rien 
tal gold.”

“ O tis— O tis I”  E lin o r flung her arms 
about her husband’s neck. Carroll 
turned from  one idol to the other, and 
grabbed his bride in his arms. I t  was 
this tableau which presented itself to 
the eyes o f the repentant R iley, who 
had been hastily putting a few extra 
flourishes about the house, and was 
now try in g  to muster courage to come 
forth  and explain the psychology of 
his crime.

But the harrow ing sight' o f the 
young couple mourning in each other’s 
arms the destruction of their household 
god was too much fo r the ex-tramp. 
R iley slumped down on the flour barrel.

“ I f  only I ’d ’a’ knowed it,”  he mut
tered hoarsely. “ I f  only I ’d ’a’ knowed 
that them two was gittin ’ married afore 
I  ruined him— and hinh the handsomest 
joss I  ever see, w ith them green eyes 
and all.”

H e  sneaked to the shuttered window 
fo r another peep. But meanwhile the 
newly wed had sufficiently recovered 
from  their shock to examine things 
from  a practical point o f view.

“ W hat do you suppose he’s w orth?” 
asked E linor.

“ O h, I  don’t know. H e  must weigh 
close on to a hundredweight— h’m—  
figuring roughly and allowing fo r pos
sible alloy, I  would value him at about 
fifteen thousand to eighteen thousand 
dollars, o r thereabouts.”
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E lin o r sprang to her feet, and pro
ceeded to do an improvised skirt dance. 
A s  she danced she sang, while Jeffries, 
who had found much more to pleasure 
him in  the society o f the young people 
than in that o f his remorse-bitten mas
ter, gamboled awkwardly after the 
bride w ith feinted growlings and snap- 
pings at her flying feet.

I t  was this spectacle which greeted 
R iley’s eyes as he looked out fo r the 
second time. H is  face brightened.

“ N ow , there’s the kind o f a w ife  fo r 
a man,”  he muttered. “ Takes m isfor- 
tun’ gay and light-hearted, sh e  does, 
Pretends like the destruction o f a val’-  
able brass joss ain’t nothin’ at all. I  
reckon this ’u ’d be a good chance fo r 
me to go out and tell ’em how it come 
about.”

A  tide o f  happy fortune can be just 
as cumulative as that o f bad. U p  to this 
epoch o f their lives, E lin o r and Carroll 
had both suffered rather more at the 
hands o f Fate than would have seemed 
their due. But at last the tide had 
turned.

The  brass god was promptly con
verted into good gold coin— which, 
while ungrateful on the face o f it, was 
no more than the carrying out o f his 
own directions. N o  doubt it was fo r 
the best in other ways, as one can nfever 
tell the possible result o f a pagan idol 
in a Christian household.

O f  the profit accruing from  the melt
ed idol, one-third went prom ptly into 
the hands o f C arro ll’s broker friend. 
T h is  step was the resplt o f the broker’s 
earnest advice and the inspired sugges
tion o f M rs. Carroll.

“ O u r luck is going strong, O tis ,”  said, 
she. “ Le t’s back it fo r this last spin, 
and forever afterward keep out.”

W herefore C arro ll bought freely and 
on a margin the stock which had once 
already sapped his financial strength, 
getting it a point or two below his 
previous bursting point. T h is  he 
achieved none too soon, as his own pur
chase appeared to tip the scale and start 
the security on its upward flight. The  
rise was sw ift and lo fty , and w ithin a 
week’s time C arro ll had taken his

profits and retired from  active business 
a man o f extrem ely modest but inde
pendent income.

Th e  whole affair was rather breath
less, and C arro ll in  his mad scamper 
fo r Boston w ith  a bride tucked under 
one arm and a valise containing about a 
hundredweight o f  solid gold god under 
the other quite overlooked the fact o f 
M arjorie . In  the excitement o f the 
following week, he continued to over
look her until one day he ran plump 
into her as he was rushing to his hotel. 
H a d  he been less embarrassed, himself, 
he might have discovered that M arjo rie  
was more so.

“ O tis ,”  she murmured, after the first 
incoherent greetings, “ do say that you 
forgive me.”  /

“ F o r  what?”  he asked bluntly, being 
at the moment in  a tearing h u rry  to get 
back to his bride.

M a rjo rie ’s amber-colored eyes
opened ve ry  wide.

“ D o you mean to say,”  she faltered, 
“ that you haven’t seen the announce
ment o f my engagement to M r. C o l- 
lingwood ?”

“ E h — no,”  said O tis, fidgeting and 
distrait. “ I — I ’ve been rather busy—  
eh, a thousand congratulations.”

“ Otis, dear,”  said M arjo rie  plain
tively, “ don ’ t be so bitter. W hen you 
failed to cortie to me after seeing M r. 
Reardon, I  guessed that it was bad 
news, and called him up on the phone 
and learned that everything had fallen 
through. Th en > I — I  rather lost cour
age— especially as you didn’t come—  
and Sam was so pressing---------”

“ Yes— quite so— w ill you excuse me 
i f  I --------- ”

“ Otis, you m ust let me finish. Y o u  
see, a g ir l in my position has just g o t  
to think o f her future--------- ”

“ I  thoroughly agree w ith you,”  said 
O tis  heartily, and glanced up at a clock 
across the street.

M arjorie , noticing some peculiar 
quality in  his tone, looked at him di
rectly fo r the first time.

“ W h y— you look actually pleased,”  
she cried,.astonishment and resentment 
startling her out o f her self-control.

“ Indeed I  am,”  answered Otis, and
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his smile grew cynical. “ I  am more 
than pleased. I  am delighted to learn 
o f your happiness. A nd  I  know that 
you w ill be happy to learn that my own 
affairs are better. I  have unexpectedly 
come into some money, which makes 
me quite independent.”

In  spite o f  her social training, M a r
jo rie  found it quite impossible to dis
guise the emotion aroused in her by 
this piece o f  news.

“ Otis,”  she cried, and her mouth ap
peared to harden. “W h e n ? ”

“ About a week ago,”  he answered. 
“ A nd  now I  must really ask you to ex
cuse me, as I  have got to catch the tw o- 
o ’clock fo r Bakersville, and my w ife  is 
waiting fo r me inside.”

“ Y o u r— w h a t?”  Passers-by turned
to look at M arjorie .

“ M y  w ife. E lin o r W ade and I  were 
married a week ago.”

T H E  END

IN  A L E X A N D R IA
I N  A lexandria, V irg in ia , the people— even the bartenders— are kind and trust- 
* ing. Everybody believes in everybody else, and each person knows that 
every other person is closely related to the first fam ily in  the State. The  life 
of the town is a calm and happy m ixture of genealogy, conversation, and work.

Into this pleasant atmosphere there came one day a man named Garrison, 
who made his first stop at a saloon, and introduced himself with this obser
vation :

“ I  find it  impossible to reform . Tota l abstinence is as difficult as drinking 
lemonade through a w ire.”

A fte r that he said he was related to all the best people, that he had come 
to Alexandria to rest in the shadow of George W ashington’s home, and that 
he always made it a rule to have his drinks charged to him, and to pay for 
them in a lump sum at the end o f each week.

H e was a polite man, the politest man who had ever set foot in A lexandria, 
and the graceful wave o f his right hand was worth a ten-dollar note. The 
barkeeper gave him all the credit he asked— and what he asked was something 
enormous.

A t  the end of the week the owner of th£ saloon, apologizing profusely for 
mentioning anything so gross and vulgar as money, said:

“ M r. Garrison, you owe me one hundred and ninety-eight dollars.”
Garrison bowed in a manner that would have done justice to L o rd  Chester

field, and said courteously:
“ M y  dear sir, I  beg your pardon fo r contradicting you, but there must 

be some mistake. I  don’t owe you a cent.”  i
Right then all politeness ceased, and the urbane M r. Garrison was arrested 

and taken before the court fo r nonpayment o f the bill.
A fte r the complaining saloonkeeper had presented his evidence the polite 

defendant rose and addressed the court as fo llo w s:
“ Y o u r honor, I  once studied law, but I  am not a lawyer. I  do not like 

lawyers. Th ey  are like statues, which neither dream nor drink. But I  can 
prove to your honor that I  do not owe this man any money at all, although I  
confess that I  consumed in his barroom one hundred and ninety-eight dollars’ 
worth o f drinks. There  is, however, a V irg in ia  law prohibiting the sale o f 
intoxicating liquors to habitual drunkards. Y o u r honor, it grieves me to make 
this confession, but the ends of justice must be served. I  am a habitual 
drunkard.”

It  could never have happened in any other place than Alexandria, but the 
solemn truth is that the judge released the polite and habitual drunkard, wiped 
out the debt, and deprived the saloonkeeper o f his license.



“ W in d y ”  W iggins
By Robert V. Carr

A uthor o f  “ Topping the M arket,”  “ The Pride o f  K id  C a l d w e l l E t c .

Talk, talk, talk, and—talk! That was “ Windy,”
1 But- the stockyards man proves that “ it’s the fel

ler with ideas that kicks the coin into the bank”

BI L L Y  D A Y T O N  was the crack- 
in ’est commission man in the 
yards, but his great fault was 
that he had no idea o f the lim it 

o f human endurance. H e  figgered there 
wasn’t anything he could not do, and 
so he sort o f wrote the same thing down 
on the board fo r me.

I t  was the second summer I  was on 
the road fo r B illy ; and, believe me, I  
did some work. Besides, I ’d only been 
married a few months, and Leona was 
sore on the road job. She wants me to 
let Paw -in -law  Summers fix  me up in 
business fo r myself, but I  declines.

“ Leona,”  says I ,  “ I ’m only a poor 
travelin’ man, and you get my salary 
check every month— and I  earn it my
self. I t ’s the best I  can do at the pres
ent w ritin ’. Poundin’ shippers on the 
back is the bnly way I  can gather in a 
couple o f  hundred hard iron , bucks a 
month. I f  I  get a sit-down job, we 
starve to death.”

“ Johnny,”  says Leona— she’s a sweet 
g irl and the finest that ever happened, 
though a trifle suspicious o f me at 
times, which she has a right to be, per
haps— “ you’re away from  me too much. 
Besides, papa has told you he would 
help you. Don’t be so foolish, Johnny.”  

But nothin’ doin’ with me in the paw- 
in-law  stakin’ proposition. Johnny 
Reeves makes his own money, and sup
ports his own w ife. Th a t’s my sys
tem. W hat I  get, I  get myself, and no
body can say I  laid down on ’em. Still, 
if  anybody thinks that I  had an easy 
life  as a solicitor, they’re so fa r off the

range that you couldn’t reach ’em with 
a special-delivery letter.

But I  goes right on w ork in ’ fo r B illy  
Dayton. A nd  that gets me back to what 
I  started out to  say. I  believe if  there 
was cattle on the moon, B illy  would 
send me after them. H e ’d probably 
w ire m e:

Run up and land some o f them moon 
shipments. W e ain’t gettin’ our share.

Th a t was B illy ’s way. Sometimes I 
thought he wasn’t human, just a sort of 
a cross between a steel trap and a ’lec- 
tric  dynamo. H e  never heard o f the 
w ord “ failure”  until---------

Say, did you ever hear o f  “ W in d y" 
W iggins? N o? Then your education 
hain’t complete. I  know, because I 
graduated from  the W iggins conserva
tory.

M r. W in d y W iggins, Esquire, was a 
cowman— a little, dead-eyed feller, 
with a mouth like a duck’s b ill; big 
ears, nose drove into his face, and 
brocky complected. H e  was a trifle 
fleshy, and his boots were generally run 
over. There  was no expression to 
speak o f on his face, and his talk was 
about as entertainin’ as a bunch of 
sheep.

D on’t draw none o f them magazine 
pictures o f W indy. None o f that short- 
spoken, eagle-eyed, hawk-nosed stuff 
about him. H e  was a pleasant little 
feller— if  you don’t care what you say, 
and you could tell what he had fo r din
ner yesterday by lookin’ at his vest. He 
was worth about two hundred thou
sand dollars, and when he’d come back



21 4 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

from  the market, from  shippin’ his cat
tle, he would ride in the chair car and 
carry a lunch.

W in d y ’s specialty was talk. H e  could 
talk at a mark, he could scatter con
versation all day and all night, and 
never let up except to crook his elbow 
to take a drink. Even while he was 
drinkin ’, he’d give signs, so you’d have 
no show to break in. H e  sure liked to 
hear himself manufacture sounds.

B illy  Dayton wanted W in d y ’s cattle 
bad. H e  even tried to land ’em him
self when he come out from  Chicago to 
attend the spring stock meetin’s in Da
kota and Montana, but there didn’t 
seem to be anything doin’. W in d y had 
never shipped east o f the M issouri 
R iver, and naturally that peeved B illy , 
who wants him to come on to Chicago, 
consigned to the Dayton Commission 
Company. But W in d y  was too much 
fo r B illy— B illy , who always said he 
couldn’t spell the w ord “ failure.”

“ N ail W iggins in the fa ll,”  says B illy  
to me, kind of sad like, “ but kill him be
fore you start talkin’ business to him. 
M y  head’s a-ringin ’ yet, like I ’d slept in 
a shingle mill. Th a t man hain’t a m an; 
he’s an annual report. Don’t ever let 
him get near me again. W o w !”

I  has to laugh when B illy  tells me 
that. I t  showed me what I  had to con
tend with. But it made me all the more 
determined to land W in d y ’s shipments, 
just to show B illy  that I  was worth the 
money, and that there was class to my 
work.

So, ’long about the first of Septem
ber, I  meets W in d y at his shippin’ point. 
H is  cattle is due in about a week, and 
he’s fo rty  loads o f fine heavy stuff.

“ Yes, yes,”  says W iggins, “ I  remem
ber you well, ve ry well. H o w ’s M ister 
Dayton ? M et him at stock meetin’ with 
the rest o f the Chicago bunch. Fine 
little man— not much to say— like him 
— good, kind disposition--------- ”

W in d y had taken out his head gate, 
and the flood was on.

“ Have a---------”
“ D rink? Yes, yes. W here do you 

get them clothes? M y  w ife  says I  
ought to get a suit o f clothes— by Jakes, 
I  ain’t had no new duds since eighty-

fou r— can’t afford it— save your mon
ey, that’s the stuff— save you r money, 
and you ’ll wear diamonds. Speakin’ 
o f diamonds---------”

“ Have a--------- ”
Th a t’s as fa r as I  got.
“ D rink? Yes, a little bourbon, if  

you  w ill kindly— here’s lookin’ at you.” 
H e ’s now signalin’ me with his left 
hand that he’s goin’ to say somethin’ as 
soon as he gets his nose out o f his glass. 
“ Just thought o f a joke— feller says to 
me— he’s an Englishman— hossman—  
used to teach in a school in London—  
comes over here to run a boss ranch— - 
says he’d rather teach the American 
bronk than the British ass— laugh, sa y! 
— well, well, did you read about how 
the women are fussin’ about wantin’ to 
vote over it— hain’t they kickin’ up a 
lot o f dust, though— we take a heap of 
papers out to the ranch— but I  don’t 
have much time to read— eyesight’s 
gettin’ poor— have to get me some new 
glasses, I  guess— now, speakin’ of 
glasses— — ”

“ M ister W iggins, your cattle---------”
B ut there is no chance. W indy just 

releases himself, and b in g !— he's off 
again, pourin’ out words like a separ
ator coughin’ straw. But the old cutey 
never said nothin’ about cattle, never a 
peep. H e  talked on everything but 
business, and there was no chance to 
interrupt him with anything except sud
den death.

Say, but that man did make you feel 
helpless. A ll you could do was to 
stand and listen and wag your ears and 
bat you r eyes. A nd W in d y would keep 
right on a -grindin’— there was no let 
up, no stoppin’ fo r feed o r water, or 
whistlin’ at the crossin’.

A fte r a while you let go all hope and 
just drifted. Then, about that time, 
you’d get a blindin’, ragin’ headache, 
and have to back away from  him. A nd 
you ’d have to back quick, o r he’d wrap 
a word around your neck before you 
knew it. But i f  you made your get
away in good order you needn’t think 
you feezed him any. H e ’d just d rift 
on down the street, slingin’ conversa
tion right and left, and everybody 
duckin’ fo r cover. I t  was fierce.
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W in d y  W iggins had been married 
three times, and they say he talked his 
first two wives to death. I  believe 
every word o f i t

I  didn’t do nothin’ w ith  W in d y  at the 
first meetin’, but I  had a week to go 
on before his cattle got in, and there’s 
always hope till the bull board drops 
down behind the last steer.

So I  goes to my room and puts a 
hunk o f ice on my head, to cool the 
place where W in d y ’d been bouncin’ his 
words on. A nd , when I  gets so I  can 
roll a cigarette without je rk in ’, I  begins 
to think and think hard, and finally I  
gets an idea; and, take it from  me, there 
was class to that there little piece o f  
brainwork. I t  was a cunnin’ little 
thought w ith  bells on.

A fte r all, it ’s the mental strength 
that counts. These fellers that depend 
on their muscle and awkwardness to 
bring home the bacon are not there. 
The  boy w ith  the gray matter in his 
knob is ever the gobbler that wins the 
grand prize. Believe me, it’s the feller 
w ith ideas that kicks the coin into the 
bank, and not the physical-culture bean- 
head w ith the big chest.

A fte r  supper, I  drops into a drug 
store to buy some shavin’ soap, and I  
says: “ M ight as well gimme some cot
ton, too.”

E a rly  the next m ornin’, I  hooks onto 
W indy, and he shoves the speed lever 
on his talk box up to the last notch, 
and throws her wide open. H e ’s feelin’ 
fine, and his voice is in good form , as 
they say. A nd  you ought to see how 
little Johnny Reeves listened to him. I  
leans right down to him, and stays 
there, happy and content, drinkin ’ in his 
precious words.

W in d y talks steady all the forenoon 
on everything since the creation up to 
the last election. Then we has dinner. 
But he don’t slow up much, even while 
he eats; sort o f strains his words 
through his grub. Once he choked on 
a potato, but the sound he made stood 
'fo r some word, and so nothin’ was lost. 
I  could tell that by the way he went on, 
pleased and happy to think he hadn’t 
made any false motions.

A fte r dinner we goes out on the hotel

porch, and W in d y  still a-falkin’. H e  
can’t bear to be still, when the look on 
my face tells him that I  am just simply 
a-hangin’ on his next word. H e ’s 
really a kind-hearted soul, and he hates 
to see any one hungerin’ fo r  talk. So 
he mops his head w ith his bandanna, 
loosens his clothes, and proceeds to un
w ind his mind.

The  afternoon gradually wears away, 
and W in d y  still a-talkin’ and me setttin’ 
there, all wrapped up in what he’s say- 
in ’. W e goes in to supper, and still 
W in d y ’s p ry in ’ words out o f his intel
lect. Supper’s the same thing as din
ner, and then we falls into the hotel bar.

Some feller speaks to me, but I  don't 
pay no attention to what he says— I ’m 
that interested in W in d y ’s chin music.

Ten  o ’clock, ’leven, twelve, one, two, 
three, and W in d y  still pourin ’ out lan
guage and me a-leanin’ on his words 
like they’s ready money.

But about fo u r o ’clock a. m., his jaw  
begins to sag and his eyes look wild. 
Still, I ’m lookin’ at his lips like a bird 
dog waitin’ fo r a kind word. “ Go on, 
go on,”  I  says, speakin’ fo r  the first 
time since the m ornin’ before; “ I  so 
love to hear you talk.”

W in d y  is game. H e  braces himself, 
and goes to it like a man fightin’ fo r air.

F in a lly  I  steers him out o f the bar, 
and leads him gently up to my room, 
makin’ motions all the way to show 
that I  begrudge sayin’ a word myself, 
fo r fear I ’ll interrupt him. Poor old 
W in d y  sure appreciates me treatin’ him 
that way. H e  shakes himself to keep 
awake, and goes on 'ta lk in ’, although I  
can see his heart action’s weak, and that 
he interferes when he walks.

I  put him in a straight-backed chair 
in my room, and then sets down and 
faces him with a hungry look in my 
eyes, a look that means: “ Ta lk  to me, 
dearie— I  am so lonesome.”

Does W in d y  do his best? H e  does. 
But he’s beginnin’ to scatter. H e ’s 
shot off his mouth so much that it ’s 
leaded. H e  don’t know whether he’s 
shootin’ high o r low. There ’s a des
perate look in his eye, and he’s gettin’ 
weak. H e ’s lost control o f his lips, and 
his tongue has the St. V itu s ’ dance.
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Gradually he slows down, makin’ feeble 
efforts to keep goin’. But he’s all in. 
H e ’s talked himself to a whisper.

I t ’s been daylight a long time, and 
still I  wait to hear W in d y ’s precious 
words. H e  sees how interested I  am, 
and tries to come back, but nothin’ 
doin’. H e ’s took the count.

Suddenly a great look o f kindness 
comes over W in d y ’s face, and he lays 
a hand on my knee, makin’ signs with 
the other that he wants to tell me some
thin’, but can’t.

“ Is  it about cattle?”  I  asks.
H e  nods.
“ Y o u r cattle?”
Another nod.
A  big bunch o f hope hits me, and I  

shoots the one question I ’d been try in ’ 
to fire at him since first we met.

“ W ill you ship to B illy  Dayton?”  I  
says, nice and easy.

W indy looks-at me affectionate like, 
nods his head, and shakes my hand.

I  then moves up my chair like I  
wanted some more talk, but W in d y 
shakes his head sorrow fully, gets up all 
trembly and wabbly, and falls back on 
the bed, and is asleep before he hits the 
blankets.

Then I  gets up and takes about a 
pound  o f  co tton  ou t o f  each ear, and 
lays down alongside o f W in d y W iggins. 
I  had not heard his voice fo r tw enty- 
fou r hours until I  heard him moan in 
his sleep, and then I  am dead to the 
w orld fo r a day and part o f a night.

Says W in d y  W iggins to B illy  D a y - 
ton when he lands in Chicago with his 
cattle: “ That young Reeves feller got 
my business fo r the reason that he’s 
the only man I  ever met who really 
appreciates conversation and exchangin’ 
ideas.”

* 6
JA B S AND G EO G RA PH Y

A L L  the farmers from  the neighboring country had poured into Memphis, 
Tennessee, that day on an excursion, and the commanding figure of the 

crowd was a fellow who stood six  feet four and had a back like an oak door, 
not to mention a thirst that was the biggest ever brought into that town. H e  
draped himself against one bar, and, after taking eight drinks, remarked to 
nobody in particular and everybody in general:

“ I  can lick anybody in Memphis.”
A s nobody paid any attention to the remark, he went down the street, 

leaned against another bar, and took eight more drinks, after which he said, 
in an offhand manner:

“ I  can lick anybody in this county.”
Again there was no response, and the w arrior proceeded to his third sa

loon, where he bought and absorbed another eight drinks. B y  this time he 
was fu ll o f ideas and loose conversation, and several bystanders were listening 
to his remarks.

F ina lly  he went further than ever before, and issued this challenge:
“ I  can lick any man in the State of Tennessee!”
A  little fellow, thin and emaciated-looking, stepped out of the crowd, hit 

the big man on the jaw , and proceeded to give him a thorough beating. A fte r 
the dust o f battle had cleared away the big fellow staggered to his feet, leaned 
weakly against the bar, and said, with an absurd a ir o f deliberation:

“ I  guess I  kivered a leetle too much territory in that last remark of mine.”

T H E  FADS OF A FIN A N C IE R
Thomas W . Lawson, financier and author o f “ Frenzied Finance,”  has two 

great fads. One is the growing o f rare and beautiful roses. The other is the 
collection of images o f elephants. In  his rooms in Boston he has elephants of 
all sizes, made of bronze, wood, and ivory.



T h e  R u lin g  Passion
B y  M o rg a n  R obertson

A uthor o f  “ The Pirates, ”  “  When Jack Comes H om e from  S e a ”  Etc.

T h e mystery of the coffin ship—a square-rigged merchant
man which was found with braces adrift, yards swinging 
wildly, and rolling idly in the trough of the sea; a 
newly painted ship but not a  sign of life aboard her

I T  was back in the days o f the old 
wooden navy, when only a few of 
the bigger ships, frigates, and 
sloops carried auxiliary steam pow

er. M y  ship, a gun-deck sloop, did not. 
W e depended altogether upon the wind, 
hence our passage out to Sydney was 
long and tiresome, bringing the inevita
ble consequence, desertions among the 
crew. W hen ready to sail fo r Shanghai, 
finding difficulties ill the way o f filling 
our complement, the captain negotiated 
with the local authorities, to the result 
that about tw enty-four men, sailors all, 
in prison fo r various offenses, signed 
in the American N a vy as an alternative 
to their serving out their sentences, and 
were delivered on board. A fte r a few 
days o f drill they found their places, 
and we went to sea.

Th ey were a hard lo t ; and, though we 
knew that no liquor had come aboard 
with them, yet, in a few days, a couple, 
or three or four at a time, were found 
intoxicated and confined in the brig. 
Even there the drunkenness continued, 
and a strict watch was placed to prevent 
demoralizing fluids' being passed in to 
them; but, before the o r i g A ^ r m f d  
had sohg.ted up, their n u m b 5 B P n in - 
creasedpto tw elve; and by this tTFhe we 
w e r^ p e ll up toward the Loya lty group, 
w M re, across a fa irly  calm sea, we 
s i f te d  a square-rigged merchantman, 
with braces adrift, yards swinging wild
ly, and rolling id ly in the trough. A s  
we came up, we noticed, through the 
glasses, that there was no sign of life  
aboard; even the wheel was deserted.

“ W e’ll back the main yards and send 
a boat,”  said the captain. “ A nd M r. 
Springer” — this to me— “ you go along 
and investigate.”

I  was fourth lieutenant, a young fel
low eager fo r adventure, and I  cheer
fu lly  followed the men into the boat 
at the gangway. W e pulled toward the 
wallowing craft, and noticed that she 
had been freshly painted outside, and 
her standing rigging newly tarred, while 
her masts were scraped bright and re
cently varnished. Though palpably a 
middle-aged ship, she shone and spar
kled in the sunlight as if  fresh from  the 
shipbuilders.

Pulling under the stern, we made out 
her name, E ast W ind , o f Bangkok; and 
I  surmised that she was one o f those 
Am erican-built and foreign-owned ships 
that p ly up and down the China Sea.

A t  the mizzen chains, the bowman 
made fast; and I  climbed on board, go
ing aft by the alley to» the space abaft 
the house. Here, prone upon his back, 
lay a man with his head crushed in. 
Dead and cold, I  found by a touch of 
his hand. I  called fo r half the crew 
to come u p ; and, when they had climbed 
the rail, we went down the steps to the 
main deck.

Here was horror intensified. The 
deck was dotted with dead men. One, 
just forw ard o f the companion door, 
showed a face marred beyond human 
similitude, and beside him lay a pistol, 
its hammer down upon the nipple, and 
one chamber discharged. A  few feet 
away lay another, with a bullet hole in
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his forehead, evidently caused by the 
bullet missing from  the pistol. H e  was 
roughly dressed, with a sheath knife 
strapped to him, undoubtedly a sailor, 
while the other two were better clad, 
and seemed to be o f the afterguard. 
A nd over toward the starboard rail lay 
another well-dressed man with a 
crushed skull, completing the trio o f 
captain and two mates.

And there were others. The  steward, 
as was evidenced by his white apron, 
lay close to the booby hatch, and his 
head also had been crushed; but these 
four were all that showed marks of vio 
lence. Scattered along the deck and in 
forecastle bunks we counted sixteen 
dead men, not one o f whom showed a 
wound, o r contusion, o r mark of any 
kind to indicate what killed him. But, 
as they were all in a good state of pres
ervation, the tragedy could not have oc
curred more than a few days  ̂ before, 
and had occurred in the midst o f w o rk ; 
fo r along the newly scraped pinrail 
were pots of varnish and paint, while 
the deck was littered w ith handspikes—  
used on the officers, no doubt— and 
nearly all the running gear was cast off 
the pins.

I  descended into the cabin, finding it 
deserted, and overhauled the log book 
and the captain’s papers. The  last en
try  in the log had been made two days 
before; and in the “ remarks column” 
was only reference to insolence to the 
mate by one man o f the crew— nothing 
that bore upon the tragedy or its begin
nings. The captain’s papers showed 
that the ship was nineteen days out 
from Adelaide, bound fo r Hongkong.

Returning to the deck, I  mustered 
my men into the boat and returned to 
the ship, where, surrounded by my fel
low officers, I  reported to the captain.

“ M utiny, no doubt,”  he grunted; 
“ and m urder; but, as to what killed the 
rest, you’ll have to figure out, M r. 
Springer. W ant to take that ship into 
port? Can’t spare you many men.”

“ I ’ll take her, sir,”  I  answered. “ Give 
me the twelve men in the brig. I ’ll get 
along. W here shall I  take her, sir?”

“ Back to Sydney. Discharge the men 
at the consul’s office, and follow us to

Shanghai. Yo u  may get there before 
we do.”

So the twelve culprits, sober now, 
were mustered on deck and lined up. 
A ll were w illing to go ; all promised to 
work and obey orders as fa ithfu lly as 
though regularly signed; and all were 
glad to get out o f the navy. So their 
bags were given them, and a list of their 
names given me. I  tallied them off as 
they went down the gangway— Kenyon, 
Kellar, Macintosh, W ilson, O ’Hara, 
Thompson, Devlin, Ta ylo r, Mulligan, 
Brown, M ille r, and Gall. The last was 
a giant o f a man, worth retaining in the 
n a vy ; but the exigencies demanded his 
release.

W e were pulled to the derelict, and 
when aboard the boat put back; and I  
was left to my task. The first part of 
it was to get rid of the bodies, which we 
did with no service of p ra ye r; fo r there 
was neither time nor sentiment fo r it. 
But big Gall and a few others uttered 
comments o f recognition as they han
dled this old shipmate or that.

Then followed the clearing up o f the 
decks. W e tossed over the paint and 
varnish pots— fo r I  did not feel called 
upon to polish up that ship fo r her own
ers— straightened the yards, and, under 
a mild, quartering breeze, squared 
away fo r Sydney on a course which I  
worked out from  our own craft’s posi
tion at noon.

I  watched my men fo r a while as they 
toiled about the deck, washing off the 
blood and coiling up ropes, deciding at 
last that Gall was the most competent. 
I  called him aft, questioned him, found 
that he knew something of navigation, 
and appointed him first mate.

Kenyon seemed next best, and I  
rated him second; while two cooks that 
I  found ;jg,mong them, K ellar and W il
son, I  relieved from standing watch. 
K ella r would cook fo r the crew, W ilson 
would care fo r the cabin and myself. 
A s  it was nearly dark now, the watches 
were chosen, four men to a side— a 
small force ; but, as I  only expected a 
few days’ sail to ,Sydney, and as the 
weather was mild, I  considered it 
enough.

But I  had made one mistake. I
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should have retained those pots on 
board and kept the men at work.

A ll went well that first night, and the 
next day. There was no wind to speak 
o f ; and, beyond the morning washing 
down of the deck, no work was done, 
except the occasional bracing of yards, 
and once taking off the hatches so that 
I  might inspect the cargo. I  found noth
ing but hides— packed to the beams; 
nothing o f a nature to emit poisonous 
gases and kill sixteen men. I  was puz
zled over the mystery, but could find no 
solution. I t  was futile to think that 
they had all committed suicide after 
murdering the officers; fo r, though one 
or two might feel remorseful enough, 
sixteen would not. Something in the 
nature of poison had killed them un
doubtedly; but where, and how, aboard 
ship, could there be found enough 
poison fo r the job ?

I  overhauled the medicine chest, how
ever, but got no light. N ot a bottle nor 
package had been opened. I  went 
through the steward’s storeroom, and, 
besides the usual stores, found two cases 
of brandy, and two o f whisky— un
opened; but I  found no stray bottles; 
arid in our first inspection o f the ship 
had found no empty ones. O verdrink 
ing of brandy o r whisky might kill, I  
knew; but not a whole crew, without 
leaving some sign behind. N o , there 
had been no looting of stores for six
teen men to drink to death and toss 
overboard the bottles before dying.

I  gave it up fo r the time, and fo r the 
rest o f the day watched closely my men 
as they .lounged around the forehatch 
and went in and out o f the forecastle. 
They were the typical merchant-sailor 
kind o f men; and, though dressed in the 
working ducks o f the navy, they lacked 
the smartness o f the m an-of-w ar’s man, 
but possessed what the navy sailor does 
not— the curious expression o f face, 
no matter what the type, due to the 
struggle o f strong intelligence against 
ignorance. Merchant sailors need not 
be able to read or write, but they must 
be intelligent, o r they could not sur
vive. In  their natural environment at 
sea they are like boys; ashore, like chil
dren.

Gall and Kenyon occupied the two 
mates’ rooms at the forw ard end o f the 
cabin. I  occupied the captain’s quar
ters in the after end; and I  turned in 
that evening to a good night’s sleep, 
troubled only by the unsolved mystery 
of the sixteen deaths. In  the morning, 
I  was wakened by the sounds of the 
watch washing down the deck, and by 
the clamor of angry voices.

Going up, I  found Kenyon enforcing 
his position as second mate against the 
insolent derision of the others, to which 
was added the profane comments o f the 
man at the wheel.

Th is  would not do, I  thought; and, 
after I  had silenced the outbreak, I 
called Gall, and directed him to search 
for, o r contrive, fou r clean paint pots. 
These men must be kept at work, I  ex
plained, and he agreed with me. The 
scraped pinrail had been but partly 
varnished, and there were several 
stanchions and a few “ holidays”— bare 
spots— up aloft that would keep the 
watch on deck busy until I  contrived 
other work.

So Gall produced the paint pots, and 
broached a new ten-gallon can of var
nish in the paint locker, from  which he 
filled the pots, and after breakfast the 
fou r on deck went to work scowlingly.

W hen the varnishing was done, I  had 
Gall get out- holystones, and kept the 
watch up in the afternoon at this most 
unpleasant o f seamanly work. Th e ir 
scowls increased, but there was no com
plaining; and, until a sailor complains, 
there is no danger o f revolt. “ Grow l 
you may, but work' you must,”  is the 
motto o f the forecastle; and on this I  
depended.

Th ey obeyed Kenyon’s orders now 
without objection, and worked h a rd ; it 
was what they were accustomed to, only 
Kenyon, one o f themselves, had not been 
able to impress them. But next morn
ing when I  came on deck I  found Gall 
leaning against the house with a puz
zled, anxious, and" doubtful expression 
o f face, and two men stretched out on 
the main hatch.

“ Dead,”  said Gall, when I  inquired.
“ Dead!”  I  repeated. “ W hat killed 

them?”
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► “ Don’t know, sir,”  he answered. “ I  
saw them tumble down about one bell, 
and when I  called fo r buckets and 
brooms they didn’t answer. I  found 
’em dead.”

A s he spoke, I  thought, though I  could 
not be sure, that I  smelled liquor on his 
breath; but I  most certainly smelled it 
when I  passed to leeward o f the man at 
the wheel. H e  looked stupid, and only 
by the aid o f the wheel box could he 
hold himself erect.

I  stepped down to the main deck and 
stood over the silent figures on the 
hatch. Th ey were still warm, but ema
nated no fumes o f alcohol. T h e ir eyes 
were closed, and their faces peaceful, 
showing nothing o f the expression of 
men who have died in pain.

The other man o f the watch stood 
near the windlass, looking as anxious 
and doubtful as had Gall, and I  ques
tioned him. H e , too, as he said, knew 
nothing about i t ;  and, though I  sought 
diligently fo r a whiff o f his breath, I  
found no odor o f  alcohol. Still, I  was 
convinced that there was liquor in the 
forecastle, and that these two men had 
overdrunk.

“ M r. Gall,”  I  said, when I  joined him, 
“ after breakfast, clean out both fore
castles, spread bedding, and overhaul 
dunnage. There  is liquor forw ard.”

“ A ye, aye, s i r !”  he answered respect
fu lly  ; “ but if  there is, I  didn’t know it.”

“ The man at the wheel is drunk now,”  
I  exclaimed hotly.

“ I f  he is, sir, he didn’t seem so to me, 
I  haven’t noticed it.”

“ You  have been drinking yourself.”
“ No, sir,”  answered Gall, straighten

ing up. “ I  haven’t. W here could I  get 
it, sir?”

“ W e’ll know after breakfast.”
A s the wind was still light, and the 

steering not beyond the limited powers 
of the helmsman, I  did not have him 
relieved, but went to.breakfast. I  was 
up at eight bglls, however, and, when 
he was relieved, watched him stagger 
forward. H e  tumbled down the poop 
steps; but picked himself up and went 
on until he had reached the forecastle 
door; and here, w ith a gurgling groan

that reached me on the poop, he' flung 
up his arms, turned around in his 
tracks, and fell headlong to the deck.

I  ran forw ard and joined the group of 
men surrounding him. I  put my hand 
on his lips, on his chest; there was no 
breathing, nor heart action. H e  was 
dead.

“ Put him on the main hatch beside the 
others,”  I  commanded sternly, “ and go 
to breakfast the watch.”

A fte r Gall had eaten his breakfast, 
there was not a trace o f liquor on his 
breath; and he aided me mightily in my 
inspection o f every bag, blanket, and 
receptacle, as well as every bunk and 
shelf in the two forecastles. W e found 
nothing; and I  sternly questioned each 
man separately as to what he knew of 
the matter. None knew anything. They 
were as troubled apparently as myself, 
and I  sent the watch below, angry and 
rebellious against myself, in that I  could 
not solve this problem.

W e buried the three men at noon; 
and fo r a few days, though we made 
little progress toward Sydney, all went 
well. Once, however, I  heard G all’s 
angry voice forward of the forecastle 
declaiming to the men. I  thought I  
heard the word “ fools.”

The three men gone were M iller, 
O ’Hara, and Thom pson; and, in view 
o f the limited number left, I  sent Ken
yon to the forecastle and stood his watch 
myself. I t  seemed to affect him beyond 
reason. H e  grumbled audibly, engaged 
in  a fist fight with Devlin , and, being 
thrashed, voiced his opinion o f me, of 
the ship and her crew, the nhvy, and all 
things in the heavens above and the 
earth beneath. Then he came aft at 
midnight to take the wheel, so drunk 
that he could hardly climb the -poop 
steps. I  watched him at the wheel a few 
moments, then called a man to relieve 
him.

Kenyon went forw ard in a staggering 
track, cursing fu rio u s ly ; but did not get 
past the main rigging. Here he reeled, 
and fe ll; and when I  reached the spot 
he was dead.

W e laid him out on the hatch, and I  ' 
inspected the steward’s storeroom again, 
w ith  the idea that Kenyon, while aft,
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had raided i t ; but notfiing was missing; 
the cases had not been opened.

A rm ing myself— fo r I  had in mind 
those four broken heads on the after
deck— I  called Gall from  his berth, and 
we made a casual inspection forward. 
I  had an idea that there might be a 
secret passage into the hold from  the 
forecastle; but there was none, and the 
forehatch was battened down tightly. 
I t  would be a noisy half hour’s job to 
open and close it, so I  was convinced 
that it had not been disturbed. U nder 
the topgallant forecastle we found noth
ing suspicious. There was no hatchway, 
and no hiding places but the paint and 
“ bos’n’s”  lockers. These contained no 
liquor.

I  sent Gall below ; and in the morning, 
after breakfast, we gave Kenyon sea 
burial. Then  I  addressed the men, 
standing gloomy and anxious-faced be
fore me.

“ Men,”  I  said, “ you have seen four 
o f your number go under from  some 
deadly drink that you have found fo r
ward. W hatever it is, it must be what 
caused the mutiny by the former crew, 
and killed every one o f the mutineers. 
I  do not know what it is, and possibly 
you do not, either; but I  appeal to your 
common sense and your love o f life  to 
let it alone. W e w ill be in port in a few 
days, where you w ill be discharged with 
money; and if  you want to drink you 
can do so without dying from  the ef
fects. I  can say no more.”

Then they declaimed, one and all—  
even my mate swearing vehemently with 
them that they had found no liquor, that 
they were as much in the dark as myself 
in regard to the deaths, and that even 
had they found any liquor they would 
not drink at sea. T o  which I  replied 
that I  smelled it on their breaths; but 
this they denied as vehemently. U tte rly  
disgusted and discouraged, I  dismissed 
them.

W e were now so short-handed that I  
sent W ilson, my steward, forw ard to 
stand watch and work on deck; but 
there was no outbreak on his part, and 
the days went on quietly, with no more 
reeling and dying o f poisoned men. 
Kellar, the cook, brought my meals to

m e; and I  served out the stores myself, 
keeping him out o f the storeroom, fo r 
I  knew that men who would drink bad 
liquor would go farther to drink good.

Gall seemed to have assumed a posi
tion of armed neutrality. W hile he did 
his work fa ithfu lly, and in respect for 
me, and efficiency, was all that I  could 
ask in a mate, yet I  knew that he was 
in the secret— that he would not betray 
his friends, though he cautioned them 
continually. H e  was forw ard a good 
deal in his watch below ; and I  could 
hear his angry voice, but not what he 
said. So I  could only hope that his in
fluence would p re va il; but when Mac
intosh came aft to the wheel one mid
night, staggering a little, and emanating 
fumes o f alcohol, I  knew that it had not.

I  said nothing to Macintosh, but 
watched him. Though drunk, he steered 
well, and I  waited. Then, as the watch 
wore on, I  noticed, when I  called the 
other two— Brown and M ulligan— to 
the braces, that they, too, staggered in 
their movements.

W e were now about abreast o f B ris
bane; and I  would have squared away 
before the rising easterly breeze for this 
port had not the breeze shown such, 
signs o f continuance as to warrant me 
in  going on to Sydney, only a couple of 
days’ sail. So I  held o n ; and at eight 
bells put all hands at the work of taking 
in royals and topgallant sails, fo r the 
breeze promised to become a gale. 
Brow n and M ulligan had steadied some
what under the influence o f work and 
wind, while Macintosh, at the wheel, 
sobered more slowly, while steering a 
good trick ; and, when the work was 
done, I  sent them below, merely inform 
ing Gall that the drinking was resumed, 
and that I  depended upon him to 
stop it.

W hatever he did in that morning 
watch I  do not k n ow ; but when I  came 
up at seven bells, I  found the ship heel
ing over to a whole gale o f w ind; T a y 
lor, at the wheel, making bad work of 
it, and an uproarious crowd forward, 
among which was Gall, staggering about, 
shouting and quarreling. I  saw Gall hit 
one man, and separate two others who 
had begun to fight; so, judging that he
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had them in hand, I  turned my attention 
to Ta ylo r. H e  reeked with the fumes, 
and could hardly stand up.

“ Steady,”  I  commanded, as the ship 
yawed w ild ly up into the wind. “ U p  
w ith your wheel, man.”

“ U p  it is,”  he growled, in answer, 
withholding the “ sir”  which age-old cus
tom has decreed a sailor must accord an 
officer.

“ M r. Gall,”  I  shouted. “ I f  you’ve got 
a sober man forward, send him aft to 
the wheel.”

“ Aye, aye, sir,”  answered G a ll; and 
he drove Devlin, who reeled but little, 
aft and up the steps, following a little 
unsteadily himself.

“ W hat’s this ?” shouted Devlin, as he 
came aft by the alley. “ I ’ve shteered 
wan trick a’riddy this watch. D o I  
shteer ’em all?”

“ Take the wheel,”  I  ordered, as he 
drew near.

“ A n ’ what i f  I  say no?” he demanded, 
scowling truculently at me.

I  was reduced to my lowest terms. I  
was not on board a m an-of-war with a 
squad o f marines at my back; but I  
knew the merchant mate’s remedy fo r 
insubordination, and in a second had 
launched forth my fist, catching Devlin 
on the chin, and sending him staggering 
back into the arms o f the mate, who 
had followed close.

H e  was not knocked out, though he 
lay -quiet against the mate for a mo
ment, blinking his eyes; then, with a 
long, deep breath, he stepped toward the 
wheel and took the spokes from  Ta ylo r. 
M y  blow seemed not only to have sub
dued, but sobered him ; and I  had a 
passing thought that the remedy, with 
the help o f the mate, might work upon 
the rest. But in a moment the hope 
left me. The  mate spoke, thickly and 
angrily, while his breath belched alcohol 
fumes into my face.

“ Whatcha hit ’im fu r? ”  he ask6d, 
steadying himself against the house. 
“ Th a t’s no way to treat men. Leave 
’em to me. I ’ll do the hittin’, an’ do it 
where it doesh mos’ good. H ear me?”

A  drunken sailor was one thing, a 
drunken mate another. I  drew my re
volver and leveled it at his face.
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“ M r. Gall,”  I  said sternly, “ you’re 
drunk yourself, but may not know it. 
Take this man T a y lo r forw ard and 
drive the cook into the galley to get 
breakfast. Quickly, o r I ’ll shoot you 
dead.”

H e  answered respectfully at once, and 
turned toward Ta y lo r, who had reached 
the lee alley, and now clung to the rail, 
unable to proceed. A s  Gall touched him, 
he let go the rail, and, sagging back
ward, stretched out at fu ll length, his 
features twitching convulsively, and his 
fingers closing and unclosing. H e  ut
tered no sound, and in a moment was 
still.

“ A nother!”  said the mate, mentally, if  
hot physically, sobered by the sight. 
“ A n o th e r! Th is  won’t do— won’t do at 
all. L a y  aft here two hands,”  he 
roared to the men, “ and carry this man 
fo r’ard.”

Th ey all came— W ilson, Kellar, M u l
ligan, Brown, and Macintosh— more or 
less staggering and noisy. But the 
sight of Ta y lo r quieted them down, and 
they lifted him off the poop to the now 
familiar laying-out spot— the main 
hatch. Then Gall, who had accom
panied them, drove Kellar, the cook, into 
the galley, and the others to the fore- 

"castle. The  four went in, and two came 
o u t; for, when K ellar announced break
fast, only W ilson and Mulligan an
swered; Brow n and Macintosh re
mained in their bunks until carried out 
to lie beside T a y lo r on the hatch.

W e buried them after breakfast, and 
I  took stock. M y  crew was now re
duced to Gall, the mate; Kellar, the 
cook, and Devlin, W ilson, and M u lli
gan, sailors. Mulligan had taken the 
wheel; and his breakfast had apparently 
sobered him, fo r he steered well.

The  ship was spinning along on her 
side; and if  all went well we would 
make Sydney by daylight next m orning; 
but should things not go well— should 
the wind increase or should more men 
die, I  could foresee nothing but disaster. 
W e were under upper and lower top
sails, two headsails, and reefed spank
e r; but any farther shortening down 
would be past the powers of the few 
men le ft; while furling sail— except fo r
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the spanker and jibs— was out of the 
question.

But another job requiring men and 
muscle was the getting ready the an
chors. I  went forw ard and examined 
them. The  best anchor was to port, the 
lighter one to starboard; and both were 
swung inboard on the topgallant fore
castle, and lashed together.

The ship carried a patent windlass— ■ 
an innovation in those days— and on 
each topgallant rail a grooved casting, 
which I  knew was intended to catch and 
hold the fluke o f the anchor as it rested 
without the rail, ready fo r dropping.

W ith  this contrivance one man could 
let go anchor. So, without allowing the 
dazed men more than their after-break
fast smoke, I  had them up, mate, cook, 
and all, to haul, and heave, and p ry  
those anchors over to the rails until they 
hung outside; the flukes in the chocks, 
and the heavy weights held from  slip
ping by one turn of the shank painter—  
a small' chain passed around the shank, 
and belayed to a cleat. Th ey worked 
sullenly but quietly, perhaps because at 
the beginning I  had reminded them that 
cold lead was quicker in its results than 
bad whisky.

“ Now , then, you drunken dogs,”  I  
said when the work was done. “ Down 
on the main deck w ith you all, and get 
at that holystoning. You , too, Gall, I  
said. A nd you, too, Kellar. There ’ll 
be no drinking this day, fo r I ’ll have 
you under my eye, and there’ll be no 
more cooking. Y o u ’ll eat hard-tack and 
drink cold water.”

They grumbled and muttered, but 
obeyed m e; and all day long, w ith an 
hour’s intermission at noon, when they 
nibbled hard bread on deck while I  
watched them, they worked the holy
stones, with no respite except when, 
every two hours, one would relieve the 
wheel. I  nibbled hard bread myself, 
and kept a lookout. There were many 
craft on the horizon, but none near 
enough to signal, else I  might have been 
tempted to appeal fo r help. But to do 
so would have advertised my helpless
ness, and I  was satisfied to keep my 
course.

W hen darkness closed down, I  sent

Kellar to the galley to cook supper, but 
kept them grinding away until it was 
cooked. Then they put away the stones 
and ate it. Th ey were thoroughly tired 
ou t; and I  hoped that their fatigue 
would induce sleep that would endure 
until m orning; fo r I  intended to remain 
awake all night myself, and ignore 
watch and watch, except that every two 
hours the wheel would be relieved. I  
cared little if  canvas blew away, pro
vided enough was left to keep steerage
way when we reached Sydney in the 
m ornings

A  heavy sea was making, and we rode 
along, sinking bodily in the trough, and 
rising to the crests on a fa irly  even keel, 
except fo r the heavy list to starboard.

Gall had the wheel from eight to ten 
in the first watch, and he steered well, 
but was sullen in his answers to me. I  
did not take him up. In  a few hours I  
hoped to be rid o f them a ll; and any en
forcement o f sea etiquette in this ex
igency seemed to be a waste of effort. 
But I  was forced to consider him when, 
at about three bells, oaths and shouts 
came from forward.

“ In  the name of Heaven, Gall,” I  
said, “ what’s this? A re  they at it 
again ?”

“ You worked them too hard, sir,”  he 
answered. “ Y o u ’d take a drink your
self if  you were as tired as we are.”

Perhaps he was right. Perhaps I  had 
overdone it, and induced a bodily fa
tigue that, more than anything else, w ill 
impel the average man to drink. But, in 
any case, the mischief was done. They 
were out on deck, yelliflg and cursing; 
and I  dimly saw in the darkness that 
they were coming aft— W ilson, Kellar, 
Devlin, and Mulligan— though I  could 
not distipguish one from another. I  
heard the rattle o f capstan bars as they 
robbed the midship rack; and to meet 
this menace, I  advanced to the break of 
the poop, and called to them.

“ Stay forw ard,”  I  said. “ The  first 
man that climbs these steps goes back 
headfirst.”

They halted a moment, while they 
cursed me and reviled me fo r a slave 
driver, a brass-bound pet, a son o f a 
shoemaker, and other things better imag
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ined than described. Then they charged 
in a body; and I  sent a bullet over their 
heads. I t  halted them fo r a moment, 
but they again came on. I  sent another 
bullet, and they stopped at the foot o f 
the steps.

“ I  w ill kill you all,”  I  said, “ if  you do 
not immediately put those handspikes 
away and go below.”  Then  I  fired a 
third bullet, but not to hit.

I t  decided them. Th ey backed away, 
flung the handspikes to the deck, and 
staggered forw ard, while I  changed my 
partly emptied cylinder fo r a fu ll one 
in my pocket. Th ey disappeared in the 
port forecastle, and I  heard no more o f 
them that night, or later, though I  saw 
one stagger out and pass forw ard o f the 
house. Th ey died that night. A t  day
light I  found K ellar sprawled out on the 
forw ard deck beside the hatch, and the 
other three cold and quiet in their bunks.

Gall had steered all night, and huskily 
asked me to give him a “ spell,”  but I  
refused.

“ I  need you alive,”  I  said. “ W hen I  
get this ship into the harbor, I ’ll take 
the wheel while you drop the anchor. 
Then you can do as you like— live, or 
die like the rest.”  '

He threatened to drop the wheel, but 
I  showed him my pistol, and threatened 
to drop him in his tracks. H e  was 
sober enough to value his life , and 
steered on.

There was land under the lee, and I  
soon made out the light on O uter N orth  
Head. I  shifted the course, and the ship 
sped on like a race horse. A  pilot boat 
hove to in our path, and, signaling, was 
left behind. I  could not stop that ship 
fo r a pilot, and did not feel that I  
needed one. I  conned her in  past the 
outer point, squared away dead before 
the gale, and, with a port wheel, rounded 
to under the lee of Inner N orth  Head.

Then I  took the wheel, and sent Gall 
forw ard to drop the anchor at my order. 
H e  went, dragging his legs wearily, 
mounted the forecastle as the canvas 
caught aback, and cast off the shank 
painter o f the big anchor. I  watched 
the water, and, as the ship took on stern
way, I  called o u t: “ Let go.”

H e  immediately let go the ring stop
per, and the anchor slid off the rail and 
plunged, dragging the chain after it. 
Gall, an able seaman from  his head to 
his heels, seized the friction lever, and 
stood ready to check it, looking back at 
me fo r instructions. I  sang out to let it 
slip out, and leisurely joined him. I  
took the lever from  his hands, and he 
said:

“ Thank you, sir, I ’m dead beat.”
Then, his w ork done, he went down 

the steps, while I  paid out chain, check
ing it occasionally until w ith fifty  fath
oms out, I  felt that the anchor had bit.

Then I  looked fo r G a ll; and, as he 
was not in sight, I  descended the fore
castle steps. H e  was under the topgal
lant forecastle, half into the paint lock
er, w ith his back to me. H e  was pour
ing varnish from  the big can into a pot, 
and I  silently watched him. W hen the 
pot was fu ll, he began stirring it v ig 
orously, raster and faster, until, as I  
could see, the centrifugal force lifted 
the varnish to the rim of the pot. Then 
he suddenly raised the pot, and, from 
the hollow center o f the still-revolving 
varnish, he drank deeply o f the sepa
rated wood alcohol.

^ T h is  was what they had drunk. Th is  
was what had killed them,' even Gall. 
H e  raised up, looked at me with tired, 
weary eyes, then staggered past me. I  
could do nothing fo r him, except hope 
that he would survive. But, before he 
had reached the forecastle door, he gur
gled, choked, and fell to the deck.

Do you remember a novelette by Daniel Steele called "Pawn 
to Queen’s Eighth”? It appeared ii the POPULAR a year ago, 
but we are sure you have not forgotten It. The plot was in
genious, the theme was original—It w as a BIG story. Steele 
has written another mystery novelette—even more striking 
than the first. It is called "THE GOOD MAN’S DOUBLE.”  You 
w ill get It in the next POPULAR. On sale November 25th



0  A. MASON”, head of the Mason
1 * Jew elry Company, of Centreville, 
Indiana, who has subscribed to the 
magazine for several years, writes to 
tell us that he likes it, and that it is 
getting better all the time. Then he 
comes to the principal point in his let
ter. He writes as follows:

“ What I am writing about is this—I 
have been enabled several times during 
the last four or five years to get what is 
called a ‘L ife  Subscription’ in several 
magazines in which I am interested, and 
I would like to know if  you would con
sider making up a 'L ife  Club’ so that by 
one payment one could get T h e  P o p u 

l a r  as long as he lived, without further 
payment. I would appreciate it if you 
would let me know your views on this 
subject, for if  you would consider it 
favorably, I would esteem it a favor if  
I could be the first to get on that ‘Honor 
Roll.' ”

We have already written Mr. Mason, 
thanking him for the kind words in the 
first part of the letter which we did not 
quote, and telling him that we had never 
thought of a "life club.” In regard to 
T h e  P o p u l a r , we have only one big 
purpose. We want to give you the big
gest and best magazine possible twice 
a month, and we want every one who 
wants it to get it. We are turning out 
the b ig g es t  m aga zin e  va lu e  in the w o r ld  
for fifteen cents. We couldn’t sell it for 
less and keep up the quality. We don’t 
want to collect money for life subscrip
tions. We prefer to make the magazine

so good that you can’t stop either sub
scribing or buying it at the stands. We 
think we can do this. Don’t you think 
we are right in bending all our energies 
in this direction? Don’t you think it 
is better for us to keep on jumping the 
magazine in quality and let you attend 
to the "life  memberships” ?

a  9
O P E A K IN G  of letters, it is our wish 

to answer all we receive. I f  you 
don’t send your address, however, we 
can’t answer you. Or if you are a trav
eling man on the road and write from 
a hotel where you are stopping for only 
a few days it is likely that our answer 
will come back to us instead of reaching 
you. We have on hand now a long and 
interesting letter from a gentleman in 
Shanghai. I f  we published it all it 
would fill more than these two pages 
devoted to “ chat.” He says that he has 
read the magazine from the first num
ber to the last issue he could get his 
hands on, and notices a wonderful and 
steady improvement in the magazine. 
He asks us when we are going to an
nounce that the present number of the 
magazine is “ the best” and let it go at 
that. We answer him that we don’t 
know. We are going to try to make the 
magazine better as long as it is pos
sible to do so. He signs to his letter 
the pen name “ Makao San,”  and says 
that there is a card inclosed. The card 
did not reach us. It was not in the 
envelope when we opened it. We would



A CHAT WITH YOU Continued.

like to write to "Makao San.” I f  lie 
chances to read this will he send us his 
name and address in Shanghai?

0  0
T P  H E complete novel in the next issue 

1  of the magazine is called "In the 
Dark." It is written by W. B. M. Fer
guson, who wrote "The Series Case,” 
"The Freebooter," and a few other 
stories which you remember just as well 
as we do. This new novel of his is the 
tale of a Westerner, an energetic young 
man who came alone to Xew York from 
Goldfield, Nevada, to have a good time. 
He plunged headlong into a romance of 
the most exciting kind. What New York 
did to him, and what he did to some of 
the New Yorkers, the narrative of his 
adventures during the first night in the 
city is one of the most interesting and 
exciting things that Ferguson has ever 
written. The whole action of the novel 
takes place in a single night, hut before 
daylight the Westerner has made both 
friends and enemies, has found adven
ture and settled one thing for life. Some 
stories suit some people, some suit others, 
this is the kind that every one likes.

9 9
O O L L O W IN G  on Ferguson's novel is 
4 a detective story hv Daniel Steele. 
It is four or five times as long as the 
average short story, almost long enough 
for a short hook. It is one of the 
strangest and at the same time one of 
the best mystery stories we have ever 
read anywhere. It is called “The Good 
Man’s Double.”  There’s a new experi
ence for you in it, a new sort of thrill, 
a new charm of interest. That's why 
we are calling special attention to it.

9 9
O  P E A K IN G  o f stories o f mystery, do 

you remember reading either “ The 
Hemlock Avenue Mystery” or "The Red

House on Rowan Street,” by Roman 
Doubleday. They are-published in book 
form by Little, Brown & Co., but they 
made their first appearance in the pages 
of T u f . P o p u l a r . If you read them you 
remember them as two of the best 
stories of their kind published in a long 
time. There is another coming by the 
same author. It will appear in the num
ber of T h e  P o p u l a r  out on the news 
stands a month from to-day. It is called 
"The Saintsbury Affair.” and undoubt
edly is a better story than either of its 
predecessors. We will tell you more 
about it in our next "chat” in two 
weeks.

9 9

/ ■ "JE T T IN G  back to the next issue of 
the magazine out on the stands 

two weeks from to-day, it will contain 
a splendid story of the prize ring by
C. E. Van Loan, who knows other things 
just as well as he does baseball. Then 
there is a story of college life by Ralph
D. Paine. In it you will meet again 
Jim  Stearns, Hector Alonzo McGrath, 
and a few more of our old friends at 
Yale. Then there is a vivid story of the 
West. “ Desert Judgment,” by Laurence 
Yates, and a story of the railroad yard 
by Francis I.ynde. There’s another 
good Western story, “ Law and the 
Classics," by Charles Alden Seltzer, the 
story of a South Amerifcan revolution 
by Arthur Stanley Riggs, and “ Sunfish,” 
the story of a bucking broncho, by H. 
A. R. MacDonald. This isn’t all—it’s just 
a cursory glance at the contents page. 
But we haven’t stopped improving. We 
haven’t come to a point when we intend 
or can afford to rest on our laurels. We 
are still growing, just as fast as ever, 
still improving—still moving and living. 
Don’t talk to us about saying “ the best” 
and letting it go at that.
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W H Y  MAN OF TODAY  
IS ONLY 50 PER CENT. EFFICIENT

By WALTER GRIFFITH

If one were to form an opinion from the 
number o f helpful, inspiring and informing 
articles one sees in the public press and 
magazines, the purpose o f which is to in
crease our efficiency, he must believe that 
the entire American Nation is striving for 
such an end—

And this is so.
The American Man because the race is 

swifter every day : competition is keener and 
the stronger the man the greater his capacity 
to win. The stronger the man the stronger 
his will and brain, and the greater his ability 
to match wits and win. The greater his con
fidence in himself the greater the con
fidence o f other people in him : the keener 
his wit and the clearer his brain.

The American Woman because she must 
be competent to rear and manage the family 
and home, and take all the thought and re
sponsibility from the shoulders o f  the man 
whose present-day business burdens are all 
that he can carry.

Now what are we doing to secure that 
efficiency? Much mentally, some o f  us 
much physically, but what is the trouble?

W e are not really efficient more than half 
the time. Half the time blue and worried 
— all the time nervous— some o f the time 
really incapacitated by illness.

There is a reason for this— a practical 
reason, one that has been known to physi
cians for quite a period and will be known 
to the entire W orld ere long.

That reason is that the human system 
does not, and will not, rid itself o f  all the 
waste which it accumulates under our pres
ent mode o f  living.' No matter how regular 
we are, the food we eat and the sedentary 
lives we live (even though we do get some 
exercise) make it impossible; just as impos
sible as it is for the grate o f  a stove to rid 
itself o f  clinkers.

And the waste does to us exactly what the

clinkers do to the stove; make the fire burn 
low and inefficiently until enough clinkers 
have accumulated, and then prevent its 
burning at all.

It has been our habit, after this waste has 
reduced our efficiency about 75 per cent., to 
drug ourselves; or after we have become 
100 per cent, inefficient through illness, to 
still further attempt to rid ourselves o f  it in 
the same way— by drugging.

I f  a clock is not cleaned once in a while 
it clogs up and stops; the same way with an 
engine because o f the residue which it, it
self, accumulates. T o  clean the clock, you 
would not put acid on the parts, though you 
could probably find one that would do the 
work, nor to clean the engine would you 
force a cleaner through it that would injure 
its parts; yet that is the process you employ 
when you drug the system to rid it o f  waste.

You would clean your clock and engine 
with a harmless cleanser that Nature has 
provided, and you can do exactly the same 
for yourself as I will demonstrate before I 
conclude.

The reason that a physician’s first step in 
illness is to purge the, system is that no 
medicine can take effect nor can the system 
work properly while the colon (large intes
tine) is clogged up. I f  the colon were not 
clogged up the chances are 10 to 1 that you 
would not have been ill at all.

It may take some time for the clogging 
process to reach the stage where it pro
duces real illness but, no matter how long it 
takes, while it is going on the functions are 
not working so as to keep us up to “ concert 
pitch.”  Our livers are sluggish, we are dull 
and heavy— slight or severe headaches, 
come on— our sleep does not rest us— in 
short, we are about 50 per cent, efficient.

And if this condition progresses to where 
real illness develops, it is impossible to tell 
what form  that illness will take, because—-
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The blood is constantly circulating 
through the colon and, taking up by absorp
tion the poisons in the waste which it 
contains, it distributes them throughout 
the system and weakens it so that we are 
subject to whatever disease is most preva
lent.

The nature o f the illness depends on our 
own little weaknesses and what we are the 
least able to resist.

These facts are all scientifically correct in 
every particular, and it has often surprised 
me that they are not more generally known 
and appreciated. All we have to do is to 
consider the treatment that we have received 
in illness to realize fully how it developed, 
and the methods used to remove it.

So you see that not only is accumulated 
waste directly and constantly pulling down 
our efficiency by making our blood poor and 
our intellect dull— our spirits low and our 
ambitions weak, but it is responsible through 
its weakening and infecting processes for a 
list o f  illnesses that if catalogued here would 
seem almost unbelievable.

It is the direct and immediate cause o f 
that very expensive and dangerous com
plaint— appendicitis.

I f  we can successfully eliminate the waste 
all our functions work properly and in ac
cord— there are no poisons being taken up 
by the blood, so it is pure and imparts 
strength to every part o f the body instead 
o f weakness— there if nothing to clog up the 
system and make us bilious, dull and nerv
ously fearful.

With everything working in perfect ac
cord and without obstruction, our brains are 
clear, our entire physical being is competent 
to respond quickly to every requirement, 
and we are too per cent, efficient.

Now this waste that I speak o f cannot he 
thoroughly removed by drugs, but even if it 
could the effect o f these drugs on the func
tions is very unnatural, and if continued be
comes a periodical necessity.

Note the opinions on drugging o f  two 
most eminent physicians:

Prof. Alonzo Clark, M. D., o f  the New 
York College o f Physicians and Surgeons, 
says: "A ll o f  our curative agents are pois
ons, and as a consequence, every dose dimin
ishes the patient’s vitality.”

Prof. Joseph M. Smith, M. D., o f  the 
same school, says, “ All medicines which en
ter the circulation poison the blood in the 
same manner as 'do the poisons that produce 
disease.”

Now, the internal organism can be kept as 
sweet and pure and clean as the external and 
by the same natural, sane method— bathing. 
Ily the proper system warm water can be 
introduced so that the colon is perfectly 
cleansed and kept pure.

There is no violence in this process— it 
seems to he just as normal and natural as 
washing one’s hands.

Physicians are taking it up more widely 
and generally every day, and it seems as 
though everyone should be informed thor
oughly on a practice which, though so ra
tional and simple, is revolutionary in its -ac
complishments.

This is rather a delicate subject to write 
o f exhaustively in the public press, but Chas. 
A. Tyrrell, M. D., has prepared an interest
ing treatise on "The What, The Why, The 
W av” o f the Internal Hath, which he will 
send without cost to any one addressing him 
at 134 West 65th Street, New York, and 
mentioning that they have read this article 
in T h e  P o p u l a r  M a g a z i n e .

Personally, i am enthusiastic on Internal 
1 lathing because I have seen what it has 
done in illness as well as in health, and I 
believe that every person who wishes to keep 
in as near a perfect condition as is humanly 
possible should at least fie informed on this 
subject; he will ajso probably learn some
thing about himself which he has never 
known through reading the little hook to 
which I refer.

Tell your' newsdealer: ‘'Deliver this magazine to me each month.'
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T o u r  Choice
Yes, FREE. S h ip p e d

a n d '  a b s o l u t e l y  f r e e .

of Any of These
E D I S O N S

ou do not have to pay us a single
penny either now  or later. W e  don’ t ask you to 
keep the phonograph—we just ask you to accept it 
as a free loan. We do not even ask you for any deposit or any guarantee, not even any C.O.D. 
payment to us. All we ask is that you tell us which of the magnificent Edison outfits you 
prefer so that we can send that one to you on this free loan offer.

*  j  i f i  |  i  •  Y o u  D o n 't H a v e
Ju s t  Ta k e  Y o u r  Choice to Buy Anything
G e t  a n y  o f  t h e  o u t f i t s  s h o w n  a b o v e — y o u r  c h o i c e  o f  r e c o r d s ,  
too. Simply get the phonograph and the records and use them free ju& as
though they were your own. Entertain yourself, your family and your friends, too, if you
wish, with everything, from the catchiest, newest popular songs, side-splitting minstrels and 
vaudeville m on o log u es  to  the fam ou s gran d  operas, A m b e r o la  and o th e r  record s  su n g  b y  the 
w orld ’s greatest artists. H ear all this t o  p erfection  o n  th e  E d ison  P h on ograp h . A fter  y o u  have 
h ad  all this enterta in m en t absolutely  free , then  y o u  m a y  sim ply  sen d  the ou tfit  r ig h t  back  to
us a t  o u r  e x p e n s e .  _N ow , if  on e  o f  y o u r  frien ds w ish es 'to  buy^such an  o u tfit  tell^him th at
he can get the rock-bottom  price, and i f  he wishes, on payments as low  as $ 2  a  m onth  w ith ou t In te re st . 
But that’ s not w hat w e ask o f  you. W e just want to  send you your choice o f  the latest style Edison 
Phonograph fre e — your choice o f  records too , all froa — then w e will convince you o f  the magnificent

Free
. _t the phonograph 
lave made you a

SEND COUPON FOR TH E  NEW 
EDISON BOOKS FR E E  TO DAY

/  Coupon
jT  F. K. BABSON

Edison Phonograph Dist.
Get our handsome Free Edison Catalog and list of over 1500 n , Edison Block
record s s o  y ou  can  se lect ju s t  th e  m ach in e and  th e  son gs , recitation s. D ept. o l 4 9  C h icago, 111.
®t£-’J ° ? . '^ a-ni . l 0J ‘ e a ron  this ultra generous offer. Remember, there isabsolutely  W ithout obligation to  m e, please send me
NO OBLIGATION on your part. A ll you need to  do is to  return the outfit at our your great Edison Catalogs, and also full
expense when you are through with it. If you enjoy good music, and the finest ----- t:—’ —  * ------  ------
and most varied entertainment that it is possible to imagine, o r  i f  you want 
to  give your fam ily and friends a  treat such as they could not possibly get 
through any other means, then you should certainly send the Free coupon 
today. D on’ t wait— your name and address on a postal will do, but the 
coupon is handier. N o letter necessary. B e certain to  w rite while 
the offer lasts. Better w rite T O D AY .

particulars o f  your wonderful Free Offer

N am e

F* K. BABSON, Edison Phonograph Distributers, V*
'  EDISON BLOCK, D ep t. 8 1 4 9 ,  CHICAGO, ILL. J F  

W e stern  O ffice : 6 5  P o s t  S t .,  San F ra n c isco , Cal.
Canadian O ffice : 3 5 5  P o rta g e  A v e ., W in n ip eg , Canada.

A ddress

/ No letter necessary. Just sign and mail Free Coupon NOW

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.’
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It is an incentive to hunger 11
to see Uneeda Biscuit made.
All materials are of the finest quality 
— clean, nutritious. The dough is
mixed in spotless trays in a spotless 
bakery. Rolled thin; baked in wonder
ful ovens scientifically heated 
give just the right crispness; 
then packed into the mois 
ture-proof packages that . 
keep them fresh, ^
crisp and clean 
till eaten. jO nE m m A

**/ V::
/

Never Sold 
in Bulk

p a c k a g e

N A TIG N A t BKCUFT 3COM PANT

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.’
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Membership in the telephone  ̂
democracy of the Bell System means 
equal opportunity for every man, 
no matter who he is or where he is.

- * • ' ' ' - . . -h. V

Each member of this Bell democ
racy has the same chance of com
munication, limited only by the 
distance the voice can be carried.

However remote, whether in the 
adobe house on the Rio Grande,' on 
the Montana sheep ranch or in the 
isolated New England farm house, 
the Bell telephone is an open door
way to the Universal Bell System.

From each Bell outpost run lines 
that conned it with the central office 
—rthai nerve cepter of .the.' local 
system. .. ‘ v ..

Long distance and toll lines con
nect these nerve centers and furnish 
clear tracks fo'r telephone talk 
throughout the land.

12,000,000 miles of wire are the 
highways over which 20,000,000 
telephone talks are carried daily.

The Bell System binds together 
the social and business activities of 
a people in a shoulder-to-shoulder 
march of progress.

A m e r i c a n  T e l e p h o n e  a n d  T e l e g r a p h  C o m p a n y

And Associated Companies^
One “Policy One System Universal Service

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.’
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Why not own the time clock instead o f “ ringing up ”  

a ll your life f  There is no reason why you can t do it 
i f  you have enough ambition.

T h e  first step is. tra in in g — that leads to  p ro m o tio n  and m ore  
and m ore  m o n ey. O n c e  a m an acquires tra in in g  and begins to g o  
u p , there is no  such th in g  as ca lcu la ting  w h e re  he w i l l  stop. T h e re  

are m any students o f the In te rn a tion a l C o rre sp on de n ce  Schools 
w h o  are n o w  ow ners and d irectors o f great enterprises, w h o  w e re  

m e re ly  laborers before they received the h e lp  o f the I .  C .  S.

How is it done ? Read the next page!

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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Don't Be a
You begin by 

making up your 
mind that you want 

to do better. Then you 
decide upon the character of 

work most congenial to you. It 
may be Architecture, Engineering, 

Electricity, Building Contractor, Com
mercial Illustrating, Mining, Textile Manu

facturing, Advertising, or any other occupation 
listed on the coupon. You simply indicate your 

choice by marking the coupon as directed, and send
ing it to the International Correspondence Schools. 

By return mail, you will receive without charge a wealth of 
illustrated literature, containing invaluable information on 

the trade or profession in which you wish to perfect yourself.
The I. C. S. will show you how to start at the very beginning, 

or it will enable you to advance from the point where you are to
day. There is neither lost ground, nor'lost tifh# with Ti 10. S. in
struction. ft is designed to 
put money, in a man’s pocket 
right away—not years hence.

Remember you don’t leave 
home, lose time, nor tie your
self up with any embarrassing 
obligation. Mark the coupon 
today and take the first step 
towards being boss of the time 
clock, instead of having the 
time clock boss you.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS" n
B o x  8#M S C R A N T O N , P A .

Explain , w ithout fu rth e r  ob liga tion  on  my part, how  
I  can qualify  fo r  th e  position  before  w hich I  m ark X .

Do it today!

Automobile Running 
Mine Superintendent 
M in e  F o r e m a n  
Plumbing, Steam Pitting 
Concrete Construction 
C iv il .E n g in e e r  
Textile Manufacturing 
S ta tio n a ry  E n g in e e r  
T e le p h o n e  E x p e r t  
M e e h a n . E n g in e e r  
Mechanical Draftsman 
E le c t r i c a l  E n g in e e r  
E le c .  L ig h t in g  S u p t. 
A g r ic u l t u r e  
E le c t r i c  R a ilw a y s  
Structural Engineer
R . R . C o n s t r u c t io n  
M e t a l  M in in g  
E n g l is h  B r a n c h e s  
t in s  E n g in e e r  
F o r e m a n  P lu m b e r

C iv il S e rv ice  ,  Spanish 
A r c h i t e c t  J French 
C h e m is t  /") German 
L a n g u a g e s /  ( Italian 
Commercial English 
B u i ld in g  C p n t m et o r  
Architectural Draftsman 
I n d u s tr ia l  D e s ig n in g  
Commercial Illustrating 
W in d o w  T r im m in g  
S h o w  C a rd  W r i t in g
AdvertisingMan
S t e n o g r a p h e r
B o o k k e e p e r
Cotton Manufacturing 
Woolen Manufacturing
T o o lm a k in g  
F o u n d r y  W o r k  
P a t t e r n  M a k in g  
B la c k s m i th in g  
S u rv e y o r  
P o u lt r y  F a r m in g

Name _

Present O ccupation  _

8 treet and No..,_______________________f . I

C ity ^ _ —  --------------------- ---------  S ta te__________ p B

Tell your newsdealer: “Deliver this magazine to me each month.1
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The Pabst Extract American Girl 
Calendar for 1912 is an art creation 
worthy of more than passing notice.

T h e  subtle charm of outdoor life, the 
captivating beauty of the typical American 
g irl and the artist’s masterful portrayal of 
man’s best friend— the horse— combine to 
make a picture that w ill instantly appeal to 
every lover of the artistic and beautiful.

In panel form, seven inches wide and thirty- 
six inches long and printed in twelve delicately 
blended colors, this Pabst Extract American Girl 
Calendar will harmonize well with the furnishings 
of any room, home, den or office.

No advertising matter whatever, not even the title 
nor the months, are printed on the front.

Scores of calendars, far less artistic, are sold every 
year at 75c to $2.00 each, but w e  send you  this calendar 
fr e e , hoping it will serve to remind you that

p a D s t  E x t r a c t
•Jhe'BesYToniC

strengthens the weak and builds up the overworked— 
relieves •insomnia and conquers dyspepsia — helps the 
anaemic and turns nerve exhaustion into active, healthy 
vim—encourages listless convalescence to rapid recovery 
— assists nursing mothers and reinvigorates old age.

T h e U. S. G overnm ent specifically classifies Pabst Extract 
as an article o f  medicine — not an alcoholic beverage

ORDER A  D O Z E N  FROM  TO U R  D R U G G IS T  
Insist Upon It Being Pabst

Th is Calendar is F R E E
A ll w e ask is that you send us ten cents, stamp or coin, to cover 
cost o f packing and mailing. T h e  demand for these beautiful 
calendars will be great, so write at once if  you wish one.

PABST EXTRACT CO. Dept. 11 Milwaukee,WU.,

^ j f

Tell your newsdealer: “Deliver this magazine to me each month.”



THE POPULAR MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Our CatalogWill Help You With YourChristmasShopping
This Handsom e B o o k  is F R E E . W rite  fo r  Y o u r C o p y  T o d a y .

Our Catalog offers numberless suggestions for useful and beautiful holiday gifts. It will save you 
money and spare you the fatigue and perplexity of shopping in crowded stores. Over 2000'illustra
tions and descriptions of Wearing Apparel, Rich Furs, Jewelry, Silverware, Leather Goods, Gloves,
Handkerchiefs* Dainty Neckwear, etc__all offered at wonderfully low prices. W e will gladly Send
you our Catalog F R E E  on request. W e Pay All Mail or Express Charges on Anything You Order.

No.2R51
$2.98
Express
Prepaid

Any Woman Will Be Delighted With This Rich Fur Set.
1\Ia  9 Q D Q Q 7  Lara® S h a w l C o lla r  of B la ck  M a n ch u ria n  W olf. This beautiful 
l lU »  i i f l l O O i  heavy w arm  fur is  in  h igh fa v or this season. The long, luxur
iant silky black hair resem bles in texture the expensive black Lynx; in  fact, few  
people can te ll the difference. The co lla r  is about 10 inches w ide in  the back and 
am ply covers the chest and shoulders. I t  is  about 80 inches lon g  and is trim m ed 
on  each end w ith  tw o lon g  fu ll tails. * Lined w ith rich  black Satin. Only the 
finest skins are used in  furs sold  by us. W e guarantee every  piece o f  fur .that 
leaves our establishm ent to  be exactly  as represented. P ric e , e x p re s s  ^  J Q  ( J g

Nft 9QDQ9S targe S q u a re  P il lo w  M uff, of B la c k  M an ch u ria n  W olf, to  match 
ilU *  u o K u O O  Shawl Collar No. 29R337. The sam e soft, s ilk y  b lack fu r has 
been used in this Muff and it  is a  perfect m atch. The Muff is m ounted on a  soft 
dow n bed and is lined throughout w ith  satin. It  is 16 inches w ide. JO  AP
Silk w rist cord attached. P ric e , e x p re s s  p re p a id ................................................  tpO**!*)

Special price for Set o f  Scarf and Muff described a bove, if 
sold together, $1 8 .7 5 .

O U R
S P E C IA L
H O L ID A Y
S E R V IC E

I f  y ou  w ish  u s  to  
send  y ou r  purchase 
as  a present to  som e 
o th e r  p erson , w e  
w il l  g la d ly  do so ,an d  
w ill  see ,that all 
p r ice  m arks, etc.,are 
rem oved  from  the 
artic le  y ou  select. 
W e  w ill a lso  enclose 
y o u r  card i f  desired. 
W h e n  y ou  b u y  from  
us, y ou  are assured 
o f  P rom p t, E fficient 
S erv ice . W e  have 
en gag ed  a large 
fo rce  o f  extra  help 
f o r  t h e  h olid ay  
bu sin ess and w e w ill  
take care th a t ' our 
cu stom ers  are not 
d isappoin ted  b y  d e 
lays.

A Charming and Practical Christmas Gift.
IV n  9 R I ? 1 ~ A  d re s s y  W a is t of F in e  B ru s s e ls  N et O v e r Ja p a n e se  
11U* i H t l l  S i lk ,  w ith  the front exqu isitely  em broidered with 
heavy Japanese floss. This W aist has the |>eplum o r  plaited 
basque at the w aist line, characteristic o f  the newest French 
m odels. This peplum  m ay be worn outside or inside the sk irt as 
preferred. Another charm ing feature o f  the W aist is the piping 
o f  colored Satin Messaline, w hich  edges the co lla r and cuffs, and 
is a lso used w ith extrem ely pleasing effect around the arm holes, 
as shown in  the picture. Down the center o f  the fron t is an inser
tion  o f  r ich  Cluny lace, and the sam e beautifu l lace trim s the 
shoulders. A  ch ic side effect Marie A ntoinette ja b ot  o f  plaited 
Net prettily  tucked and edged w ith  German Val. lace finishes the 
fron t o f  W aist, in  com bination  w ith  nine tin y  Messaline covered 
buttons. W here the peplum is jo ined  to  W aist, narrow  Velvet 
ribbon is applied and a cunning little  V elvet bow  to  m atch finishes 
the neck. The cuffs are m ade o f  tucked Net, and clusters o f  tucks 
trim  the Peasant-effect e lbow -length sleeves, and extend dow n the 
fu ll length o f  the back. W aist buttons in visib ly  in the back under 
a  plait. Colors white, Net w ith  b lack, Coronation purple, o r  
em erald green trim m ing; a lso in ecru Net w ith  K ing  b lue  or 
Coronation purple trim m ing. Sizes 32 to  44 bust m easure. J O  QO 
P ric e , m all o r e x p re s s  c h a rg e s pa id  b y  us .................................... V “ » v v

No. 29 
R337

Shawl
Collar

$10.95
Express
Prepaid

No.29R338
Muff, $8.45
Express Prepaid

We Guarantee 
Satisfaction 

or Refund Your 
Honey

B e l l a s  H e s s
WASHINGTON, MORTON 4. BARROW  STS.

NEW YORK CITY.-N.Y.

We Pay All Hail 
; or Express 
Charges to Your 

Town

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.’
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Give yoOT boy healthful hoi

The solid breech hammeness features, fount
Remington7 UMC rifles, iaisup . bis i

Its accuracy, guaranteed by expert sightin 
0L rifling, insures his fun.

&  T he Remington-UMC .22 R q
1 | l cleans visibly from the breech.

It shoots .22  short, .22 long and .21 
UL rifle cartridges without adjustment. 

Insist on the rifle in the red ball gun

. \  Rem lngtorj-IJMC— the perfect sh< 
| »  combination.

REMINGTON ARMS-UNION 
METALLIC CARTRIDGE CO.
299 B R O AD W AY. NEW YORK CITY

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.’



The readers of the magazine may write to this department about any problem of dress. 
Every question will be promptly answered, provided that a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope is enclosed.

p O R  wear over one's evening suit, the 
* raglan is the handiest greatcoat of 
all. It is long, loose, and silk-lined, and 
the nonbinding shoulders and free 
sweep of skirt render it engagingly 
easy to slip into and out of. The In
verness— cape coat— is another notably 
“ smart” overgarment this season. It  is 
much worn in the foreign capitals, at 
the army and navy clubs and the, like, 
and Americans are just awakening to 
its distinguished, courtly air. It  is the 
preferred coat of clubmen and play
goers.

Many men wear too tight a great
coat over their even
ing clothes, t h u s  
crumpling them and 
feeling, b e s i d e s ,  
acutely uncomforta
ble. Yotir evening 
outer coat should, 
above all others, be 
r o o m y ,  with a 
straight drop from 
the shoulders and a 
broad skirt for com
fort.

Usually the fab
rics are simple black, 
though dark gray is 
also used. The cut 
of the evening great
coat is very plain, 
with no tinge of 
ornateness about it.
A ll that the best- 
dressed men coun
tenance is the rolled- 
back cuff.

A t the coronation in London, the 
best-dressed Englishmen wore their soft 
hats pulled well down over the head, 
with the effect pictured in the attend
ant sketch. This lends an undeniably 
“ smart” air, for more Kes .in the- man
ner one wears a soft hat than in the 
hat itself. r; ;

It  takes a bit of looking-glass prac- '■ 
tice to decide just what tilt or angle 
best befits the individual type of face ’ 
and cast of features. Often a mere 
tweak of thumb and forefinger makes 
the difference that spoils distinction.

A  little thing, you say ? Granted, but 
- - correct dress is made 

up of seeming tri—
' fles. I t ’s the man 

w h o  gives himself 
“ the personal touch” 

the smack of self 
— -who towers above - 
t h e  1 “ninety-and' 
nine.”

-Few men need to 
be told to tub, shave, 
file their finger nails, 

.and keep their linen 
impeccable. These 
things are funda
mental and instinc
tive. One does them 
as automatically as 
sugaring one’s coffee.

Correct d r e s s ,  - 
however, is t h e  
wearer’s personality 
in cloth. It  should 
subtly reflect a n d  

-delicately interpretEvening Dress Accessories.
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3 8 6 2  Bargains
Over a Year to Pay

N o matter w here you  live o r  how  m uch you earn.
you  ca o  buy you r hom e furnishings bore—on  credit-^ 
without publicity—without red  tape. Wwithout publicity—without rea  tape, w e  nave trusted 
the great w orking class—the real hom e lovers—for  over 
27 years, and w e know  they are honest. Several hun
dred thousand people all over t h e  country have 
open accounts w ith  us. W e give them over  a year to 
pay fo r  anything they buy. and they pay while using 
the goods. You too . can have the sa n e  easy-to-pay terms 
on any o f the 3802 things In ou r  catalog.

30 Pay’s Free Trial
Anything you select from  ou r bargain catalog w ill be  

sent you fo r  80 days approval. Y ou may uce the goods 
a whole month, before you decide to  buy them. I f  they 
are not m ore than satisfactory—if we have not actually 
saved you 15 to  50 $ on your purchase—return the goods 
at our expense. We’ ll refund your small first payment 
—and even pay the freight charges both ways. Back 
of this offer is  th e  endorsement o f  th e  First National 
Bank o f Chicago.

B ig  M o r r is  C h a ir  B a r g a in
sent for * 1 —

Price

0nly$1 Cash 
75c Monthly No. AL1345

Seat 0v*r 
Steal Spring.

Send for FREE Catalog
Our New Fall General Catalog o f  8862 Bargains in 

house furnishings should be in every  hom e. Every 
housewife will appreciate Its hundreds o f  econom ies and 
arrangements—its thousands o f  m agnificent com forts— 
and its marvelous price reductions.

Be sure to  send for big free stove catalog.
Also get our big catalogs o f  m en’s, women’s  and child

ren’s apparel showing all the latest Fall styles—and 
samples o f  ail w ool fabrics in the newest shades.

Write us a letter—o r  a postal w ill do—and we w ill send 
you Free and Postage Paid, these great books o f  house- 
furnlshlng bargains. D o this N ow *-before yon forget.

IS to 50% SAVINGS ON 80
Furniture Draperies Chinaware Refrigerator* 
Rocs Stores Carpets Silverware Washing Machine* 
Lamps ACIocIcs Go-Cart* Pianos Sewing Machines 
Women’s Clothing Men’s Clothing Musical Instruments

EASY TO PAY TERMS 
While yon are using the goods .*

On $10.00 On $25.00 On $50.00
_  Purchase Purchase Purchase
Pay $1.00 Cash Pay $3.75 Cash Pay $7.50 Cash
75c Monthly_____ $2 Monthly____ $4 Monthly

S T R A U S  &  S C H R A M , In c .
Pept. 1166— 3 5 th Street, CHICAGO

the man. W hile conform ing to the 
code o f  custom and convention, it 
should yet radiate intense individuality.

The leaning toward open-front col
lars, rather than those with close-meet
ing edges, is marked. The form  shown 
here is much approved, because it lets 
one wear a full-knot scarf, instead o f  
the narrow, stringlike four-in-hand 
long dear to freshmen and sophomores.

T o  be sure, scarf patterns are not 
governed by the mode, and anything 
that is tasteful serves well enough. 
However, Persian designs are both 
quaint and rich, and the autumn pat-

D ay Dress Details.

terns show an unusual , sprinkling o f
them.,

Since the fashionable waistcoat is 
high cut and reveals very little o f  one’s 
scarf, brilliantly colored “ batwing”  ties 
are having a bit o f  a run. These are 
knotted into a soft, loose bow with 
wide ends.

Thd fashionable autumn boot has a 
narrow toe tapering to a point, though 
it is in no sense “ pointed.”  The heel is 
broad and flat. “ W ing tips”  and all 
manner o f  “ punching”  have lost caste.

Dark-brown russet boots preserve 
their vogue. .They are always laced, 
never buttoned, and the leather should 
be dully varnished, not glitteringly 
polished.

One looks fo r  no change o f  import in

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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F re e — S ix  B ig  Issues of
Investing for Profit

If you will simply send me your name. Special 
Introductory FREE Offer. Six fine Monthly 
Issues— each worth $10 to $100 to you.

How much do you  know about the Science of Invest
ment ? Do you know the Real Earning Power of your money? What is 
the difference between the Rental Power and Earning Power of money ? 
Do you know how $100 grows into $2200?

Why you should get Investing for Profit: Jf You Can Save $5 a Month or More
Only one man in a thousand knows the difference 
between the ren ta l power and the earn in g  power 
of his money. Few men know the underlying 
principles of incorporation. Notone wage earner 
in 10,000 knows how to invest his savings for 
piofit, so he accepts a paltry 2 % or 3 % from his 
savings bank, while this same bank earns from 
2 0 % to 3 0 % on his m oney—or he does not know 
the science of investing and loses his all.

Russell Sage said: “ There is a common fallacy 
that, while for legal advice we go to lawyers, and 
for medical advice we go to physicians, and for 
the construction of a great work, to engineers — 
financing is everybody’s business. As a matter 
of fact, it is the most p rofound  and  com plicated  
o f  them a ll .”

So let me give you just a glimpse of the valu
able investment information you will get in my 
six big issues, “ The Little Schoolmaster of the 
Science of Investment," a guide to money-making:

Capital Is Looking for a Job.
The REAL Earning Power o f  

Yoor Money.
Investment Securities Are N o t1 

Investment Opportunities.
The Actual Possibilities of Intel

ligent Investment.
The Capitalization of Genius and 

of Opportunity.

The Science of Investment.
The Root and Branch o f the 

Investment Tree.
Now to Judge a Business Enter

prise.
Where New Capital Put Into a 

Corporation Really Goes.
“ Watering” — Its Significance.
Idle Money vs. Active Money.

Wait till you see a good thing—but don’ t wait 
till everyone sees it. You will then be too late. 
Never was a time more auspicious for a public 
campaign of education on the logic of true invest
ment. A  revolution in the financial world is now. 
going on—to the profit of the small investor, f  

You are now face to face with your oppor
tunity—if you have the courage to enter the open 
gate to the road of fortune.

i believe you will find much interest in reading 
my six issues of Investing for Profit. From 
cover to cover it contains the fundamental princi
ples of investment it has taken a lifetime to gather 
—from my own experience and from every avail
able authoritative original source of information.

Don’t invest a dollar in anything anywhere 
until you have read my wonderful magazine. 
Investing for Profit is for the man who intends 
to invest any money, however small, or who can 
save $5  or more per month, but who has not as 
yet learned tire art of investing for profit. Learn 
how $100 grows into $2200.

Use this Coupon for the Six Issues 
and Financial Advice FREE

If you know how to invest your savings — if 
you know all about the proposition in which you 
are about to invest your hard-earned savings—you 
need no advice. But if you don’ t, if there is a 
single doubt or misgiving in your mind—I shall 
be pleased to answer any inquiries you may make, 
or furnish any information I can regarding the 
art of saving and making money through wise 
investment.

So sign and mall this coupon now. Get Investing for 
Profit F R E E  for six months. Ask me to put you on my 
mailing list for Free Financial Advice. Don’t put this off. It, 
means too much to you now and in the future. Sign and mail 
this coupon at once.

H. L  BARBER, PUBLISHER, CHICAGO

M a ilT h is N o w

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver Ithis magazine to me each month.”
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F ©  Engine-
men, Trainmen, Roadmen 

and all men who want soft shirts 
that resist hard wear and retain their 
shape to the last. Seams double lapped 
and stitched. Perfect buttons sewed on 
to stay. Handy breast pockets. Union 
made of Flannels, Twills and Cham- 
brays. Not skimped in cutting. Many 
patterns to choose from.. Prices same 
as you usually pay for shirts that shrink 
and wear half as long. Insist upon get
ting Union Made “ R a c in g  SHIRTS.

Sold where good shirts are sold.

The Chas. Alshuler Mfg. Co.
M a k e r s

1205— 14th St., R acine, W is .

“DON’T SHOUT”
* I hear you. I can hear now as well 

as anybody. ‘How?* Oh, some
thing new — THE MORLEY 
PHONE. I’ve a pair in my ears 
now, but they are invisible. I would 

not know 1 had them in, myself, only 
that I hear all right.”

The Morley Phone for the

DEAF
makes low sounds and whis
pers plainly heard. Invisible, 
comfortable, weightless and 
harmless. Anyone can adjust 

it. Over one hundred thousand sold. Write for booklet and testimonials
; T H E  M O R L E Y  C O .,
; Dept. 758, Perry Bldg., Philadelphia

" V b j  C a n  D r e s s  W e l l  

2 L  0 n * 1 ° - ° A W e e k
Men's Fashionable Clothes 

Made to Order
AFTER LATEST NEW YORK DESIGNS 

I W e  w ill trust any  honest m an anyw here. W e  I 
I c-uarantee a  perfect fit. Send fo r  ou r samples 
| and b ook  o f  latest New Y o rk  fash ion  free.

EXCHANGE CLOTHING CO., (he.)
“ D E P A R T M E N T  P*» .

I America’ s Largest and Leading Merchant Tailor*. 1 s t .  1885 I
19 Park Place, through to H im f St, N. ¥. City

evening modes from  season to season. 
The incidental o f  a cuff or a lapel may 
swerve, but the essentials o f  cut and 
contour do not budge. The well-cut 
autumn coat is very soft and supple, 
with close-clipped shoulders, undulat
ing lapels, and a slightly curved-out 
chest to lend an aspect Of com fortable 
fullness.

About one’s evening coat there 
should not be a trace o f  stiffness-—not 
a rigid line. The lapels and front edges 
should form  an unbroken roll. Coats 
are decidedly “ waisty”— that is, th e ; 
waistline is sharply defined both at the 
sides and back, and the skirts have a 
bit o f  a “ spring”  and reach about to the 
crook o f  the knee.

Trousers are Cut high enough to 
show the ribbon on one’s pump. They 
are roomy at the hip, and taper, toward 
the foot. The “ smart”  coat collar is 
notched, and the lapel is broad and 
peaked with a buttonhole for the 
boutonniere. The suiting stuffs are 
plain or black patterned with “ ditto”  
stripes.

Double-breasted sack suits are gain
ing in favor. The lapels are deep and 
sweeping, and the sides o f  the jacket 
are well arched to the figure. O f 
course, this garment is cut with a high 
waist, a short flare, and rolled lapels, 
as all the modish autumn jackets are.

I f  you can find a “ happy”  tint o f 
brown, it’s high Caste. Blue flecked** 
with red, brown tinged with purple, 
grays shading into blue, and like m ix
tures are capital for early autumn. On 
account o f  the high-cut waistcoat so 
notably in vogue this season, more bow 
ties will accompany lounge suits. These 
ties are vividly colored with brilliant 
stripes.

The newer “ swallowtail”  coats are all 
ripples and curves, the lapels being so 
soft and pliant that they dissolve into 
the coat front. Trousers are still cut 
a bit high, so as to show the pump bow. 
W hite silk hose with black side clocks 
are a London idea that might as well 
never have crossed, fo r  to  wear them is 
to make one’s self a  target for curious 
eyes. O n the other hand— or rather, 
foot— black silk hose with white side 
clocks are both “ smart”  and appro
priate, and one sees them at many o f  
the fashionable gatherings.

B e a u n a s h .

Tell your newsdealer : “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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$ Q T  5P
CAR,
50  PER

CARAT

This WorlcTs Lowest Price
p la ce s  a  b e a u tifu l  g e n u in e  b r illia n t  P e r fe c t  Cut D iam on d  w ith in  
y o u r  m eans. W e  s a v e  y o u  th e  p ro fits  o f  m a n y  m id d lem en , b y  I 
Im porting diamonds and selling them  direct to  you. O ur popular ' 
m ethods have given  us a volum e o f  sales that m akes it  impossible fo r  

any retail jew eler to  m eet our price. Retailer’s price from  $135 to j 
$175 per carat. Com pare this w ith our prices on the arrow. E very  1 

diamond guaranteed in w riting to  be Genuine, P erfect Cut, fine 
Quality, and w onderfu lly brilliant.

Diamonds the Ideal Gift G ive a  diam ond fo r
Christmas, engage

m ent, b irth-day o r  w edding present. N oth ing expresses 
regard so perm anently or  perfectly . A lw ays in perfect 

taste. A  size fo r  any price. Read our handsome 
Diam ond Book (Free) fo r  G ift  Suggestions.

The Basch Plan of Selecting a Diamond
(b y  m ail) m akes d isa pp oin tm en t im p ossib le ; because 

nonpayment or deposit is required until a fter you see

Our 
| Legal 
Money Back 
Guarantee
Issued w ith  e v e ry  dia - , 
n io n d , is  a co n tra c t  to  . 
refund 90% in  cash , any 
tim e, f o r  an y reason. Also , 
to  accept any diamond we sell 
fo r  exchange, with credit or 

I Full Purchase P rice. Also certi
fies true carat w eight, quality 
and value o f  ev -y  diamond. Made 

I out in your name and signed over 
| our seal. Our juaranC ■ safeguards 

your investment, and gives you pro
t e c tstion that pleases.

I A  Personal W ord
I haw introduced us to  thousands o f  people in 
I every community. Established 1»79. 33rd 
I successful year. W e own and operate one o f  
I the largest and best known jew elry stores in the 
I world, at the below address. Reference, the 
I publishers o f  any magazine, .any Express Go..
I bank or Com. Agency, and Union Bank o f  Chicago.

Prices of Articles Here Shown:
| D5500— le. dia. $97.50; 14k solid gold Belcher ring $5.00; 

complete $102.50. D5501—^ c. dia. $56.25; 14k Tiffany 
Style ring $3.75; complete $60. D5502— He. dia. $45; 14k 
Ladies’ Belcher ring $4 25; complete $49.25. D5503—« c .

I dia. $31.25; 14k Lion’ s paw ring $5.75; complete $37. D5504—- 
I Two Wc. dia. $62.50; 14k Twin Tiffany style ring $5; complete 

$67 50. D5505—Two He. dia. $135; 14k Tiffany style ear screws 
$3; complete $138. D 55 0 6 -^ c . dia. $45; 14k Ladies’ fancy ring
$4 75; complete $49.75. D 5507-X c. dia. $17.50; 14k tooth style ring $5 50; 

1 complete $23. D5508—lJ4c. dia. $121.88; 14k tooth ring $5.50; complete 
$127.38. D5509—lc. dia. $97.50; Tiffany style scarf pin $5.00; complete
$102.50. D5510— He. dia. $67.50; 14k solid gold shirt stud $5; complete 
$72.50. D5511—He. dia. $86.25; 14k round Belcher ring $5.50; complete 
$91.75. Any mounting furnished w ith  any size diamond.

1 iKi,co"rr„'t.m,Is«„uy-rh°»dt The Basch Diamond Book (F R E E )
E J i a s s a S ?  ss&rstfSxssi •m s s s s ? -  ‘f l S f r s r g ipainting by Spielbenrer, worth framing, ijiustratea diamondje wel ry (and noth
in* e l s e ) . Choice o f thousands of rings, pins, brooches, scarf Pjn».LaVallierea, watches, cufflinks, ear screws, bracelets, studs, etc., all in 14 karat solid ^ d .

L BASCH & CO., .niportor* Dept H-345 S. State St., Chicago

T 5 0
PER

ie diamond ana are absolutely satisfied. W e pay all 
expenses. You in cu r no obligation whatever in  

sending to us fo r  a  diamond. Every diamond 
selected by the Basch Plan is separately priced  

from ’the gold mounting. Read about the Basch 
Legal Guarantee that protects you from  loss 

o r  dissatisfaction. Full particulars in our 
Diamond Book (Free).

W e State and Guarantee the Carat 
Weight o f  every diamond, making the 
price and value perfectly plain. Beware 

o f  buying a diamond priced complete 
with the m ounting! Concealing the 

carat weight is a trick to  conceal a high price. Our Diamond Book 
(Free) contains full details fo r  
your protection in buying a 

diamond.

p  5 * 2

•v y

i £

No Delays] Jour re-
any diamond, o r  fo r  our 

Diamond Book ( F r e e )  
acted on the day re

ceived. No w aiting fo r  
* deposits or refer

ences—the Basch 
P l a n  requires 
neither.
S e n d  N o  

M o n e y  
Write Today

D 55 1 0

* - '
\

Fill o u t  th is  C ou p on  NOW  and r s co lv e  
ou r  D iam ond b o o k  Fro® by  return  mail

Please mail m y Free Copy o f  your Dia
mond Book.

N am e.,

Dept. H-345 S. State St. Chicago, 111.

Get the 

Smile! M A T T R E S S
The purchase of the RIGHT mattress is so important that we 

want to place in every home our finely illustrated, entertaining

144-PAGE BOOK— W ITH SAMPLES— FREE
It gives the truth about mattresses; it tells how to 

judge a mattress; it shows why the Ostermoor has given perfect service 
in best homes everywhere for from five to fifty years—and why none 
other has. Get the book before you buv another mattress. _

Avoid “ just-as-good”  imitations. The Ostermoor trade-mark is your ^ uffgd 
guarantee. When necessary we ship mattress 6 ft. 3 in. long by 4 ft.
6 in. wide, weighing 45 lbs., express prepaid on 30 nights’ free trial, 

same day we get your order. Money Back if you want it.
OSTERMOOR & CO., 210 Elizabeth St., New York

Canadian Agency: Alaska Feather & Down Co., Ltd., Montreal.

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.
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Rate, $i.2S a line, or 32.61V, a line, which includes AINSLEE’S and SMITH’S 
Magazines, making a total of 4,000,000 readers—tbe cheapest and best Classilied 
Advertising medium on the market. Next issue of POPULAR closes Nov. ISth.

Agents &  Help Wanted
AGENTS WANTED In every county 

to sell the T ransparent H andle 
Pocket Knife. Big commission paid. 
From $75 to $300 a  month can be 
made. Write for terms. Novelty Cut
lery Co., No. 14 Bar St., Canton, Ohio

AGENT’S OUTFIT FREE. QUICK 
Profits. Best Handkerchiefs, Dress 
Goods and Fancy Goods on the 
market. Large M anufacturer. Par
ticulars for stamp. Maricopa Mfg. 
Co., 85 W ater Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.

HONEST M A N  OR WOMAN 
WANTED in every town to represent 
well known wholesale linn. Experi
ence unnecessary. Must furnish good 
references. Easy, pleasant work. 
Fair salary to sta rt. McLean, Black 
& Co., 276 Medford St., Boston, Mass.

BEST SIDE LINE ON EARTH; 
clean out proposition; pocked sam
ples; prom pt commissions; consigned 
goods; Dyer M anufacturing Co., 1420 
S. Michigan Ave., Chicago,! 111.

LIVE AGENTS and Brush men 
everywhere will do well to send for 
New Capitol Catalogue. B est house 
to house line in America. Write 
for territory, Capitol Brush Co., 29 
Hoadley Place, H artford, Conn.

LOCAL REPRESENTATIVE w ant
ed, Splendid income assured right 
man to  ac t as our representative 
after learning o u r business thor
oughly by mail. Form er experience 
unnecessary. All we require is hon
esty, ability, ambition and willingness 
to learn a  lucrative business. No solic
iting o r traveling. This is an excep
tional opportunity for a  man in your 
section to get into a big paying busi
ness w ithout capital and become inde
pendent for life. Write a t  once for full 
particulars. E. R. Marden, Pres., The 
Nat’l. Co-Op. Real Estate Co., L  108 
Marden Bldg., W ashington, D C.

AGENTS — Male and Female — 
make $25 daily selling my Willow 
Plumes. Prices:—18 inches, $6; 20 
inches, $7.50; 20 inches, $10. You can 
easily realize double the amount. Cat. 
free. Joseph Gluck, 021 B’way, N. Y.

FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK tells 
about over 300.000 protected posi
tions in IT. S. service. More than  
40,000 vacancies every year. There 
is a  big chance here for you, sure and 
generous pay, life tim e‘employment. 
Easy to get. Ju s t  ask for booklet 
A 11. No'obligation. Earl Hopkins, 
Washington, D. C

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued.

SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE SUB
SCRIPTION SOLICITORS easily earn 
Liberal Commissions, also can pick 
up ex tra  prize money by Persistent 
Work. For full particulars regarding 
commissions, prizes, free advertising 
m atter, sample copies, address Desk 
62, 155 F ifth  Ave., New York City.

LARUE’S PINE TAR PASTE, and 
Velvety Paste are high grade, down to 
date, cleaning specialties which com
petition has not touched. No live 
agent o r dealer can afford to be 
w ithout them. Samples 10c. prepaid. 
F. C. LaRue Soap Co., D epartm ent 
B, 584 N iagara Street, Buffalo, New 
York.

AGENTS. Portraits 35c, Fram es 
15c, sheet pictures lc , stereoscopes 
25c. views lc . 30 days’ credit. Samples 
& Catalog Free. Consolidated Portrait, 
Dept. 1149,1027 W. Adams St., Chicago.

$100 weekly; vacancies in nearly  
all States for salesmen to sell adver
tising services to retailers. Big con
cern. W rite fully Mr. Henderson, 
1040 T hirty  F ifth , Chicago.

A G E N T  S—Handkercliiefs, Dress 
Goods. Carle ton made $8.00 one after
noon; Mrs. Boswortli $25.00 in two 
days. Free Samples. Credit. Stamp 
brings particulars. F reeport Mfg.Com
pany, 45 Main St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

RAINCOATS,—“Maker to W earer,”  
m anufacturers’ prices. W rite for par
ticulars, samples. Agents wanted. 
Regal Raincoat Co., 1367 B’way,N.Y.

AGENTS—$24 a  week. New Auto
matic Curry Comb cleans horse in half 
the time, No clogging. Big demand. 
Big profits. F ree sample. Thomas 
Comb Co., 1660 Third St., Dayton, 
Ohio.

WANTED—WANTED—WANTED— 
RAILWAY MAIL CLERKS. $800 to 
$1600. Exam inations coming every
where. Coaching free. Franklin In
stitu te , Dep’t  0-6-Rochester, N. Y.

LEARN Automobile Engineering a t 
Home, spare lime. Easy to  learn. 
Convenient payments; Auto Model 
free. Big demand; salaries increas
ing; we assist you to position. Free 
catalog. U. S. Correspondence In sti
tute, Dept. 14, Elmira, N. Y.

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued.

MY! HOW THEY FALL FOR OUR 
“Lucky ’Leven” toilet combination 
($3.20 value). You sell for $1.00. 
O ther fellows making $6—$12—$15— 
$20 and $25 daily. G reat Crew 
M anagers' proposition—good for $100 
profit weekly. This is only one pippin 
m our “27 varieties.” O ur big Xmas 
Specials now ready. We m anufacture 
—you. save middleman’s profit. Our 
new colored circular is like seeing the 
real goods. F ree to  workers. Get 
aboard. Act to-day. Davis Soap 
Co., 200 Davis Building, 1429 
Carroll Avenue, Chicago.

EARN More Money Easy. Sell G uar
anteed  Photo Pocket Cutlery. Scien
tifically tempered. Take big orders 
from lodges, m anufacturers, individ
uals. Big Profits. Write quick. Canton 
Cutlery Co., Dept. C-23, Canton, Ohio

EARN $1,000 EASY. 3 people earn 
i t  within 30 days. They tell you liow. 
Devote all or spare time. G et the 
whole proposition. Spread it out in 
front of you; see for yourself. Send 
postal, united Mfg. Co., 1712 United 
Bldg., Toledo, Ohio.

$25 Weekly and expenses to men and 
women to collect names, distribute 
samples and advertise. Steady work. 
C. H. Emery, M. R., Chicago, 111.

Music
BIG MONEY WRITING SONGS. 

Thousands of dollars for anyone who 
can write successful words o r music. 
P ast experience unnecessary. Send 
us your song poems, with or without 
music, or write for free particulars. 
Acceptance G uaranteed If Avail
able. Washington only place to  secure 
copyright. H. Kirkus Dugdale Co., 
I)ept. 256, Washington, I). C.

SONG Poems with o r w ithout music 
w anted for publication. All subjects. 
Original. Examination and criticism 
free. Eaton, Desk N, 1370 B’way,N.Y.

SONG-WRITERS, Composers. Send 
Me your work. Good Songs always in 
demand. New York is the  Only place 
to publish songs properly. Write for 
otter. Mieriscli, 136 W. 37 St., N. Y.

SONG POEMS WANTED. Send us 
yours. We publish acceptable m anu
scripts on liberal royalty. Booklet and 
catalogs free. Kellogg Music Co.(Dept, 
D) 25 E. 14th St., New York, _

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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Business Opportunities
W E  S T A R T  Y O U  IN  A  P E R M A - 

N E N T B U SIN E S S w ith  us a n d  fu r 
nish ev ery th in g . W e have n ew , easy  
se llin g  p lans and sea son ab le  lead ers  
in the M ail O rd er line  to  k eep  o u r  f a c 
tories  busy. N o  can vassin g ; Sm all 
cap ita l; L a rge  p ro fits ; S pare tim e  o n ly  
required. P erson a l assistance. W rite  
tod a y  fo r  p lans, p os it iv e  p r o o f  an d  
sw orn  statem ents. J . M . P ea se  M fg . 
Co., 5 0 7  P ea se  B ld g ., M ich igan  St., 
B u ffalo , N . Y .

B IO  O P P O R T U N IT Y  fo r  h ic k  g ra d e  
ta ilors  in  e v e r y  lo ca lity . W e te a ch  
y ou  to  des ign  and  c u t  sty lish  m en ’s 
c lo th in g  a n d  fu rn ish  fu ll  equ ip m en t. 
Success S ch oo l o f  C u ttin g , 20 5  Suc
cess B ld g ., J a ck son , M ich.

$ 10 0  M on th ly  an d  ex p e n se s  t o  m en  
and w om en  to  tra v e l an d  d istribu te  
sam ples; b ig  m a n u fa ctu rer. S tead y  
w ork. S. Scheffer,T reas. M W , C h ica g o

Patents and Lawyers
P A T E N T S  S E C U R E D  O R  F E E  

returned. Send sk etch  fo r  fr e e  re p o rt  
as to  paten tab ility . G u id e  B ook  
and W hat to  In v en t, w ith  v a lu a b le  
List o f  In v en tion s  W anted, sen t free . 
O ne M illion  D ollars o ffered  fo r  on e  
in v en tion . P a ten ts  secu red  b y  ns 
ad v ertised  fr e e  in  W orld ’ s P rogress, 
sam ple  fre e . V ic to r  J . E van s &  C o., 
W ash in gton , D . C.

P A T E  N T  y o u r  ideas. $ 8 ,5 0 0  O ffered  
F or  O ne In v en tion . B ook  “ H o w  l o  
O bta in  a  P a ten t”  a n d  “ W hat to  In 
v e n t .”  S ent free. Send rou gh  sketch  
fo r  fre e  r e p o r t  as to  paten tab ility . 
P a ten ts  ob ta in ed  o r  fe e  retu rn ed . 
W e ad v ertise  y o u r  p a te n t fo r  sale at 
ou r  exp en se . E stab lish ed  16 year-*. 
A d d ress  C liandlee & C lm ndlee P o te n t 
A ttu ys ., 9 9 0  F  St., W ash in gton , D . C.

P A T E N T S . F o r  F a cts  a b ou t P rizes, 
•Rewards, E tc ., and  In fo rm a tion  o f  In 
ten se  In terest  to  In v en tors , sen d  8c. 
p osta g e  fo r  ou r  n e w  128-p. book , R . 8. &  
A . B . L a ce y , D ep t. 62, W ash ington , D . C.

P A T E N T S  T H A T  P A Y . In stru c
t iv e  G u id e  B oo k  fo r  In v en tors  
F ree . E x ce lle n t  testim on ia ls . E. E. 
V room a n , 8£2  F , W ash in gton , D . C.

Hosiery
X M A S  P R E S E N T —W h a t is  n ic e r  

th an  yA n r  % doz . fin e  s tock in g s  in  
n ea t  b o x ?  l 2 ^ c . ,  25 c . o r  50c. a  pair. 
M en ’ s, w om en ’ s, c h ild re n ’ s —-N. Y . 
H o s ie ry  C om pa n y, 5 4 6  W est 125th  
Street, N ew  Y ork .

Real Estate, Farms, Etc.
IF  Y O U  A R E  G O IN G  SO U T H  this 

W in ter  w rite  C on d it &  H en d erson , loos 
S can lan  B ld g ., H ou ston , T ex a s , and 
re c e iv e  litera tu re  c o n ce rn in g  H ou s
ton , W estm ore la n d  F a rm s a n d  H ote ls  
a n d  B oa rd in g  H ou se  In form ation .

V IR G IN IA  A P P L E  O R C H A R D S  
p a y  b ig  p rofits . $ 3 5 0 .0 0  on  lo n g  tim e 
and  easy  p a y m en ts  buys a  ten -acre 
ap p le  o rch a rd  tra c t  in th e  beau tifu l 
S h en an doah  V a lley  o f  V irg in ia— oth er 
lands $ 1 5  p e r  a cre  a n d  up. W rite  fo r  
b ea u tifu l b o ok le ts  and excu rs ion  
rates. F . H . L a B au m e, A g r ’ l Art.* 
N. & W . R y „  B o x  3 0 9 8 , R oa n ok e , Va.

Investments
O U R  F R E E  M A G A Z IN E , “ T H E  

M E T R O P O L IS ,”  is  ah in ten se ly  in ter
e s t in g  p er iod ica l filled  w ith  fa sc in a t
in g  fa c ts  a b ou t th e  m a rve lou s  g row th  
o f  the w on d er fu l c ity  o f  N ew  Y ork . 
I t  a lso  te lls  h ow  th e  am azin g  g row th  
o f  th e  m etrop o lis  is m a k in g  m illion s 
o f  do lla rs  fo r  w ise  in v estors  ih  land, 
an d  h ow , s ta rtin g  w ith  as litt le  as $10, 
y ou  ca n  share in th ese  g rea t  profits. 
Y ou  can  secu re  th is m agazin e  fr e e  fo r  
s ix  m on th s  b y  s im p ly  sen d in g  us you r 
nam e, a dd ress a n d  o ccu p a tio n  on  a

Best-card , b u t  d o  it  now . M etrop o lis  
lagazin e , D ep t. P , W o r ld  B ld g .,N .Y .

For the D eaf
T H E  D E A F  H E A R  IN S T A N T L Y  

w ith  th e  A cou sticou . F o r  p erson a l 
use; a lso  fo r  ch u rch es  a n d  theatres. 
S pecia l instru m en ts. Y o u  m u st hear 
b e fo re  y o u  p u rch a se . B ook le t  free . 
G enera l A co u s tic  C om pa n y, 205 
B ea u fort St., J am aica , N ew  Y o rk  C ity

Coins, Stamps, Etc.
$7 .7 5  P A ID  fo r  ra re  d ate  1853 

qu arters; $2 0  fo r  a  $ #  K eep  all m on ey  
d a ted  b e fo re  1880, and  sen d  10 ce n ts ' 
a t o n ce  fo r  n e w  illu stra ted  C oin V a lu e 
B ook , 4 x  7. I t  m a y  m ean y o u r  fortu n e . 
C . F . C larke C o., D ept.60, L e  R oy , N. Y .

Games & Entertainments
P L A Y S , V a u d ev ille  Sketch es , M on o

log u es , D ia logu es , Speakers. M in strel 
M a ter ia l,J ok es ,R ecita tion s ,T a b lea u x , 
D rill 8,M usi ca l P ieces,E n terta in m en ts. 
M ake U p G oods. L a rge  C a ta log  F ree. 
T . S. D en ison  & C o., D ept. 19, C h icago

Periodicals
M A G A Z IN E  S ubscribers, g e t  ou r  

C a ta log , i t ’ s free . T w o  m agazin es fo r  
th e  p r ice  o f  one. F . S. W h a le y ’ s A g e n cy  
5 7 #  E m ory  S t „  A tt le b o ro , M ass.

Picture Play Writers
M O T I O N  P I C T U R E  PLAY'S 

W A N !E D . Y o u  can  w rite  them . W e 
tea ch  y ou  b y  m ail. N o ex p e r ie n ce  
n eed ed . B ig  dem an d  and  g o o d  pay. 
D eta ils  free . A sso c ia te d / M otion  
P ic tu re  • S ch oo ls , 7 1 7  C h ica go  O p era  
H ou se  B lo ck , C h icago. - jtiiifajffl-

Correspondence Schools
N E W S P A P E R  R E P O R T E R S  W E L L  

P A ID . F a sc in a tin g  w a lk . W e  tea ch  
>ou  b y  m ail. A lfr e y  C o lle g e , 1437 
G lenarm , D enver.

50 0  S H O R T  S T O R Y  W R IT E R S  E arn  
M ore than  $ 3 0 0 0  a  Y ear. Y o u  can  d o  
ns w ell, i f  y ou  possess th e  g i ft  o f  w rit- 
in  it. L e t  us te ll  y o u  h ow . A sk  for  
p a rticu la rs  o f  o u r  $ 10 0  S h ort Story 
o ffe r . A ssoc ia ted  E d ito r ia l S erv ice  
(D ept. P .) 154 E. 2 3rd  St., N ew  Y ork .

Trade Schools
E L E C T R I C I T Y  I N  A L L  I T S

b ran ch es  c o m p le te ly  a n d  p ra ctica lly  
taught. O u r co u rse  is  n o t  a  w ir in g  
cou rse  on ly , it  is  a  co m p le te  e le ctr i
cal ed u cation . C all o r  A d d ress  B o x  12 
fo r  ca ta logu e . T h e  N ew  Y ork  E le c tr i
ca l S ch oo l, 39  W est  17th St., N ew  Y ork .

Typewriters
C L E A R A N C E  SA L E —R em in gton s , 

D en sm ores , $ 1 1 .5 0  ea., F ran k lin s, 
H am m on d s, $ 9  ea . B a rg a in s in  U n
d erw ood s , Sm iths and  a ll o th ers. A ll 
gu a ra n teed . Supplies. S tan d ard  T y p e 
w riter  E x ch a n g e , 2 3  P a rk  R o w , N. V.

T Y P E W R IT E R S : R e a l R em in gton s  
$12 .0 0 ; C a ligraplis  $6 .0 0 : H am m on ds, 
D en sm ores  $10 .0 0 ; Sm ith P rem iers 
$ 1 5 .0 0 ; O liv er ’ s, U n d e rw o o d ’ s $25 .00 . 
15 d a y s  tr ia l a n d  y e a r ’ s gu aran tee . 
H arlem  T v p e w r ite r  E x ch a n g e , D ep t. 
P .P . 217.-W e s t1 2 5 th  St., N . Y . C.

Miscellaneous
A U C T I O N  B R I D G E  S C O R E

C A R D S . S en d  25c. fo r  25  ca rd s  p o s t
pa id . F u ll d irection s  fo r  use. W . C. 
&  F . D . B u rg ess , N ew a rk , N . Y .

P o p c o r n  C r is p e t te s
Built This 
Big Business 
For Me

I stand ready to help other men to make good;

This is a picture o f  m v big; con fec
tionery store in Spring-field, Ohio.

The m oney I earned, selling- Popcorn Orisp- 
ettes—a new, delicious confection—enabled 
m e to  establish it.

My Popcorn Crisi»ette Machine m ade m e a  rich  man. Any other man w ho goes at i t  ns I did can m ake a  lo t  o f
money. No reason w hy I should do any better than you. W rite m e today. I ’ll tell you how  I bu ilt m y b ig  business. I f  you 
fo llow  instructions you should m ake m ore m oney this fa ll and w inter than you  ever dream ed of. Somewhere in your 
tow n there is a  sm ail store—a  half-store, a  little  nook or even a store w indow —w here you can set up your m achine and
make m oney. Y ou  can start at hom e if  you  wish. E v e ry  T im e  Y o u  Ta k e  In  a N ie k le  Y o u  M ake A lm o st F o u r C e n ts  P ro fit.

You’ ll have a  g ood  thing all to  yourself. Different from  anything else. People buy and buy and buy Po|>corn Crisjiettes 
because o f  the taste. So delicious and tem pting. In m y literature I tell about men w ho have made b ig  m oney w ith the 
m achine, and the men tell you how they did it. Making m oney isn ’t nearly as hard as it  seems. H alf o f  success is in m a
king the start—the other half is nerve, judgment and a good proposition. I have the proposiion—you have the courage—nerve—put the three 
together n o w  and make money, as 1 did. At least look into the proposition. Write today. W . Z . L O N G , 8 9 6  H igh  S t ., S p r in g fie ld , O h io
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The Best o f Xmas G ifts -A  DIAMOND
Is there any gift for man or woman so accept
able, so much to be desired, or so perman
ently valuable as a really fine diamond ?

If you wish to confer upon anyone this most beautiful 
of Christmas gifts or to have for your own use the very 
finest grade of Blue White stone in any setting you 
wish, our system of selling you

DIAM ONDS ON CREDIT
A t  L o w e st  Im p o rte rs ’ P r ice s
Brings our goods within reach of all.

We are one of the largest diamond dealers in the 
world. We import our stones in the “  rough ”  and finish 
them here. We buy for spot cash in enormous quantities. 
Instead of counting on a few sales at big prices, we figure 
on a m ass o f  sa les  a t  sm a ll profits. That’ s why we can 
sell you diamonds 20(/o lower than any other dealers. 

We furnish diamonds on credit to any 
reputable man or  woman on these term s:

20%  with order and 10% per month.
You have the privilege of exchanging your purchase at 
its full value. All transactions strictly confidential. 
Any article here illustrated or in our catalog N o .18 
sent express prepaid for your examination, returnable at 
our expense if not perfectly satisfactory.

Send at once for our beautiful 6 5 -page 
Christmas catalog No.I 8 It’s free. Select your  
diamond before Christmas r.nd g et  it on credit. 

Special Holiday Discount of 10# on all Cash Purchases.

J. M . L Y O N  &  C O .
71-73 Nassau Street New York City

STACEBEAUTYPOSES
Entrancing, Full-Length “ Stage 
Beauty”  Poses in Colors, 14 
Inches High, Only :: z z

A lso Four “ F ollies  o f  1911”  Poses, 25c.
All in s p a r k l i n g  colors, showing rich, warm 
beauty, delicate coloring and graceful poses of 
originals exactly as they are—most entrancing 
series o f “ re a l bootH les”  we ever published.
J u s t  th e T h in g fo r Y o u r  “ D e n ”
CT D  CT IT Send 50c. at o n ce  for a full set of 
'  ^  k . Eight Poses in Colors.l 2 inches high,
and we include extra a richly colored,full-length 
“ F re n ch  lia t li tug  O ir l”  Poster 6n fancy 
mount, 14 inches high, absolutely fr e e . (This 
one picture alone is worth 60c.) Send to-day.

Money Back If Not Satisfied
SPECIALS: Four Hand-Colored “ (iem * o f
A r t ,”  mounted. 9x14, $1; 4  B a lle t  llnnoers, 
mounted,. 9x14, 50c., 8 for f i .  (A rtis t M od e l 
P o se , Free with $i. order.)

GORDON ART CO., Inc.
D E P T  C 2 8 , N E W  Y O R K  C I T Y

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver

INDEPENDENT SAFETY FODNTAIN PEN

A!V IUFitL ^|IR18^MA8 (JIFT
Can be safely carried in any* position.1 New, We* cap Jocks 
pen when not in use: All pure rubber and 14 k f pens. Made
in two sizes," 3%  and 5 ^  inches,. $1.50 and $2.00 postpaid.

J. X. ULLRICH &  C 0 ., Fountain and Stylo Pens 
27 Thames St., New York " 1

THE CALIFORNIA GEM
A beautiful genu ine T o u rm a lin e , from  the m ines
i «  San I Metro county, finest, diam ond cut, w on
derful brilliancy and great hardness. PJnk 
tourm alines, beautiful as the Oriental n lby . 
Green tourm alines, beautiful as Persian em er
alds. W o guarantee these stones to  be g enu ine . 
You save the m iddlem an’s profit b y  buying 
from  us. Special price $2 each; 3 for $5. ‘  Ad
dress w ith  remittance.

T H E  C A L IF O R N IA  C E M  C O .,
Dept. 5 , Box J ,  San D iego , C a l.

this magazine to me each month.’’
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“ A  bottle o f  ale, and now a toast, 
Tobacco and a good coal fire,
A re things this season doth require. ”

Keep in touch with real human fellowship by 
ordering a barrel containing 10 dozen

THE King of Christmas beverages and 
promoter of hearty hospitality. The  
fountain of good feeling where all hearts 

meet together. Puts you in touch with old 
fashioned Christmas cheer and enjoyment; 
prolongs the heartiness and spirit of the sea
son. Most acceptable gift to friend, family 
or self.

Order from  Nearest Dealer -  we’ ll tell you where to find one.
C . I I .  K V A S S  A  SO YS. K s t n b l ls h c d  1 1 8 0  

B r e w e r y  a n d  l l o t i l ln g :  W o r k s ,  I I I  .Y. V .

A n Assurance of Strength
There is a sense of security in having the best. It is often 
just the element a man needs to insure that confidence that 
begets success.
It is such a feeling that comes to a man when he detaches a

Peerless Patent B o o k  F o rm  C ard
and sends it in to the man inside. He knows, while he 
waits, that he will be well judged because he has the best card. 
This best card has smooth edges all around after being de
tached, and the book form and the case insures every card 
absolutely against dirt or injury.
It embodies every characteristic that could be wished for in 
a card, and eliminates the inconveniences of a loose card in 
your pocket or case. Besides there is an exhilaration in us
ing and exhibiting it among your friends who invariably are 
attracted by its practical uniqueness.
Send today for a sample tab of the cards 
and see for yourself that it is the 
best.
OUR SMART 
CARD IN 
CASE

The John B. Wiggins Company
Engravers Die Embossers Plate Printers

65*67 East Adams St., Chicago

R̂arstyfdi
Ĵiamonds.JewiM 

gtiruim. Gold, 
od Silver/'

Select Your Christmas Gifts | 
from this Marshall Book

CHRISTMAS buying is made easy by I 
this Free 1912 Book. Write for it at 

once. There are more than five thou
sand articles to choose from, ranging 
from the simplest gold, silver and plati
num jewelry to the most costly diamonds 
and other precious stones. Thousands of 
people of the most critical taste have 
been buying from the Marshall Book by 
mail for years. And so can you, no mat
ter where you live, select from this Book 
gifts that will please most.

Marshall “ F ”  Grade Diamonds, 
Gold, Platinum and Silver Jewelry 
at lowest prices on your own terms

The famous Marshall “ F ’  grade diamonds cannot be I 
equaled by one Jeweler out o f a hundred. They 
have brought a nation-wide reputation to Geo. E. 
Marshall, Inc., for honest goods, honest prices and 
square dealing which is sustained by every article in 
this 1912 Book. Your complete satisfaction is guaran
teed, for we will ship you any diamond prepaid on 
approval— you do not pay a cent tunless you are com
pletely satisfied after full examination. Then you 
can choose an

Easy Payment Plan
that will suit your con
venience. So do not de
cide upon a single things 
for Christmas until you i 
get this book. Just 
send a postal for it 
Write plainly and it 
will reach you at once.
Address
GEO.E. MARSHALL 1

(Inc.)
31 N. State Street 

Suite 455, Columbus 
Memorial Building

CHICAGO

M A R S H A L L ’S
iiiiliiiihiiiiillliiiiiiiiilliiiiilliHillI niilli...iiilllliiimiiiiiihiiiiinllliiiiif!

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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C O M F O R T  
SORE BANDS
and Tender Irritated 

Aching Feet

A  Book That Every Married 
Couple Should Own

“The Science of a New Life”
By JOHN COW AN, M .D.

Contains information th a t is w orth 
hundreds of dollars to any m arried 
couple or those contem plating m ar
riage. Endorsed and recommended 
by the leading medical and religious 
critics throughout the United States. 
Unfolds the secrets of a  happy m ar
ried life, which are in many cases 
learned too late. No other book like 
it to be had anywhere a t any price. 
N ote a few of the chapters:

PART I. Marriage and Its Advantages. Age a t W hich to  Marry. 
The Law o f  Choice. Love Analyzed. Qualities the Men Should Avoid 
in Choosing1. Q ualities the W om an Should A void  in  Choosing*.  The 
Anatomy and P hysiology o f  Generation in W om an. The A n a t o m y  
and P hysiology  o f  Generation in  Man. Ainativenesa: Its Use and 
Abuse. The Law o f  Continence. Children: Their D esirability. The 
I.aw o f  Genius.

PART 11. The Conception o f  a  New Life. The P hysiology o f  Inter- 
Uterine Growth. Period o f  G estative Influence. Pregnancy’: Its Signs 
and Duration. D isorders o f  Pregnancy. Confinement. Management 
o f  Mother and Child a fter Delivery. Period o f  Nursing I nil uenee. 
Diseases Peculiar to  W omen. Diseases Peculiar to  Men. Sterility 
and Imixitenee. SUBJECTS ON WHICH MORE MIGHT BE SAID. A 
Happy Married Life. How Secured.

This book is 8% by 6 inches in size, 1% inches thick, and 
contains 400 pages w ith 1(M) illustrations. Price $3.00, 
postpaid. E ight-page descriptive circular giving full and 
complete table of contents sent free to any address. 

SP E C IA L  OFFER.
The regular price of “ Science of a  New Life’' is $3.00. In 

order to hurriedly introduce th is work anion? the renders 
of T h e  Po pular  Ma g a z in e , we will, fo ra  limited time, 
send one copy only to any address, postage prepaid, upon 
receipt of $2.00. Furtherm ore, we will agree to refund 
vour money if, within 10 days of the receipt of the book,you 
find tha t it is not w orth many times what you paid for it.

Take advantage of this offer to-day, this minute, and 
vou will never regre t doing so.

J. S. QGILVIE PUBLISHING COM PANY
24 ROSE STREET NEW YORK CITY

(MOIRA
SOAP

And Cuticura Ointment
Fo r red, rough and chapped 
hands, dry, fissured, itching, 
feverish palms, and shapeless 
nails with painful finger ends, 
as well as for tired, aching, 
irritated, itching feet warm 
baths with Cuticura Soap and 
gentle applications of Cuticura 
Ointment are most successful.

CutiPura Soap and Ointment are sold through
oul the world. A liberal sample-of each, with 
32-p booklet on the care of the skin and hair, post- 
free from nearest depot: Potter Drug & Chem. Corp.. 
sole props.. 133 Columbus Ave., posjon, U. S. A.; 
F. Newbery & Sons, 27. Charterhouse Sq„ London; 
It Towns & Co., Sydney, N.8. W ; Lennon, Ltd.,Capo 
Town; Muller, Maclean & Co., Calcutta and Bombay.

DEAFNESS
and CATARRH

SUCCESSFULLY TREATED BY “ ACTINA”
Ninety-five p ercen t, of the cases of deafness brought 

to our attention are the resu lt of chronic catarrh  of the 
th roat and middle ear. The a ir passages become clogged 
by catarrhal deposits, stopping the action of the vibratory 
bones. Until these deposits are  removed relief is impos

sible. The inner ear can
not be reached by prok- 

i ingor spraying,hencethe 
inability of specialists to 
alw ays give relief. That 
there is a  scientific tre a t
m ent for m ost form s of 
deafness and ca tarrh  is 
dem onstrated every dav 

R by the “Actina” t r e a t 
ment. The vapor gen- 

1 erated in the ^Actina” 
passes through the Eus
tachian tubes into the 
middle ear, removing 

the catarrhal obstruc
tions and loosens up the 
bones (ham m er, anvil 

'LhcDrnm; H . Hammer,•and stirru p ) in the in- 
A . A nvil; S. Stirrup; S. C. Sani-ner  e a ! \  m a k l n K t h e m  
circular Canals; C. Cochlea. respond to the vibration 

of sound. Actina ' is 
also vetV successful in relieving head noises. We have 
known people afflicted with this distressing trouble for 
years to be completely relieved in a few weeks by this 
wonderful invention. “ Actina” has also been very  suc
cessful in the trea tm en t of la grippe, asthm a, bronchitis, 
sore throat, weak lungs, colds and headache and other 
troubles that are directly or indirectly due to  catarrh. 
“ Actina’* will be sent on trial, postpaid. W rite us about 
your case. O ur advice will be free as well as a  valuable 
book—Prof. Wilson’s T reatise on Disease. Address Actina 
Appliance Co., Dept. 96C, 811 W alnut St., Kansas City, Mo.

E .D .

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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N o .  1 0 3  —  Men's Solitaire,
Hound Belcher, solid gold,
brilliant w h i t e  
Diamond................

Cato-

D I A M O N D S
O N  C R E D IT

For Christmas Presents
The Loftis Credit System enables you t o  make beautiful and valuable 

^ ift s  without the outlay o f  much money. W e  tru s t  e v e ry  h o n e s t  p e rso n .

Loftis “ Perfection”  Diamond Ring
Diamond R ing, enlarged to  show the handsome mounting, is 
• great special. I t  stands alone as the m ost perfect style Dia- 

monil Ring ever produced. Only the finest quality pure white 
Diamonds, perfect in cut and full o f  fiery brilliancy, are used. 
Each Diamond is specially selected by our diamond experts, 
and is skilfully mounted in our fam ous Loftis “ Perfection** 
6-prong ring mounting. Cased in dark blue velvet ring box.

No. 440

TERMS:
$12 Down 
$6 per Month
Other sizes at $25, $75, 
$100, *125. See our C 
log. Sent Free.

Our handsome booklet. ‘H istoric Diamonds,”  sent free on request.

Solitaire. 
Mount*

...... $50
$12 Down, $6 a Month. $10 Down, $5 a Month.

Write for our Handsome Christmas Catalog uT îiiuSra-
tions o f  Diamonds, W atches, Solid Gold Jewelry, Silver

ware andNovelties forChristmas presents. Select anything 
desired, have it sent to  your home o r  express office, all 

charges prepaid. I f  entirely satisfactory, send us one-fifth 
o f  the purchase price and keep it, balance in  eight equal 

monthly amounts. A  Diamond constantly increases in value 
and lasts forever. Our prices are always 10 to  20% lower than 

those o f  the ordinary cash retail jeweler. Great bargains in  
ladies' and men’s  Watches fo r  Christmas g ifts . W e give better 

values and easier terms than any house in Am erica. Wrile for Cafalofl.

THE OLD RELIABLE ORIGINAL DIAMOND 
AN D  WATCH CREDIT HOUSE 

D e p t .C 8 4 5 , * 0 8  N. S ta te  S t .,  C h ica g o , III. 
BROS & CO. I S  Branch S tores: Pittsburg, Pa-— St. Louis, M o.

S T R A I G H T
O r d e r

m m m
by

M a i l U N E Q U A L E D

Kentucky’s Great Whiskey
E x p re ss  P rep a id  from  D istiller  to  You

O Gallons for $5 3 fo r * 7 .5 0 o r 1 fo r  $3, choice o f  Rye. Bourbon o r  Corn Fulton Straight whiskey highest medl- 
c. u a iiu iu  i v i n*v. cinai tnoroughly m atured. In Myers patent 1 gaL dem ijohns. To prove Fulton is best you  need

s e n d  n o  m o n e y
W e ship on  30 days’ credit. I f  y ou  h ave  y o u r  m erchant o r  bank w rite us guaranteeing account. No C. O. D. Foil 
Quart Lotties o f  Rye, Bourbon o r  Corn are expressed prepaid in plain  boxes, e ither 4 fo r  $3, 8 fo r  $6, o r  12 fo r  $0.

FKKK—4 m iniature bottles o f  Selected Fulton with eY**ry 2 gallon order. 6 with 3 gallon  orders, accom panied by 
cash. I f  not satisfied w ith  w hiskey return ; and, I f  paid fo r , a ll y o u r  m oney w ill be refunded by first m all.

MYERS &  COM PANY, W a r e h o u s e  N o . 4 5 1 ,  C o v in g to n , K y .
So l*  O wners 8 . R*a. D ist ’y  No .  22, 6t h  D ist . ,  K t . Orders from Mont., Wyo., Colo., N. Mex. and West thereof, must call for 

either 20 full quart bottles, 6 gallons ia demijohns, or a cask, for $15 by prepaid freight. Write for express terms.

Write for our book, “ A Fair Customer,” and price list—sealed

WINCHESTER’S HYPOPHOSPHITES OF LIME AND SODA (D r . Ch u rch ill ’s Form ula) 
and WINCHESTER’S SPECIFIC PILL ARE THE BEST REMEDIES FOR

NERVE FORCEExhausted 
or

Debilitated
T h e y  c o n t a i n  n o  M e r c u r y ,  11*011, C a n t l in r ld e s ,  M o r p h ia ,  S t r y c h n ia .  O p iu m . A l c o h o l ,  C o c a i n e ,  e t c .

The Specific P ill 1b purely vegetable, has been tested and prescribed bv physicians, and has proven to be the best and m ost effective treat
ment know n to m edical science fo r  restoring im paired V itality, no matter how orig inally  caused, as it reaches the root o f  the ailment. Our 
rem edies are the best o f  their kind, and contain  on ly  the best and purest ingredients that m oney can buy and science produce; therefore 
we cannot offer free samples.

Prlceb?lFi8“°cLiaSA5RMPaeiiBo*' No H um bug, C. O. D ., or T reatm en t Schem e
PFP<sONAI OPINIONS* Dear Sirs: For Neurasthenia The Hypophosphites are our malnstavs.—Dr. JAY G. ROBERTS, of Philadelphia, Pa. r  XaiyoLrii/XL, v r n i i i v j i v o .  j crm certjfy to the extreme purity of vour Hypophosphites.—Dr. L. PITKIN. NEW YORK.

1 have taken this excellent remedy (Winchester’s Hyponhosnhites of Lime and Soda) as a Nerve Food by my Physician's order. It has so greatly bene
fited jne that I hope other sufferers may l>e helped likewise.—Miss ELLA H. JOHNSON, Irvington, New York.

I don't think there Is a more honest remedy for Nervous Debility than your Specific Pill.—B. R., Princeton, Ills.
1 find your remedies excellent.—Assistant Attorney General, N. D.

s «doi°w'rr«"'!!‘ e Winchester & Co., 1020 Beekman Bldg., N. Y.
Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”

Est. 50 years.
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E IG IN  WATCHES
CHRISTM AS SP EC IAL!

O N

P .STEPHEN HARRIS, Pres.
I want to send you a free 

Copy o f  m y  latest boob 
“ Facts vs Bunc”  or all 
about the Watch Business, 
both at home and abroad.

17-Jewel Genuine Elgin in a 20-year _
Gold Filled Case—sent Prepaid on F re e  T ria l 
a t our Rock-Bottom Wholesale price of only
1 W Let us send you this beautiful 17 - 

Jcwel Elgin Watch, complete in 
2 0 - Year Gold-Filled Case

No Money Down—$2 A
$ 2 .5 0  A F T E R  E X A M IN A T I O N .

Y o u  mss u n to  n o  r is k  In  d o a lln g  w it h  u s ,  because. before you buy 
o r  p a y  one ce n t w o p la c e  th e  w atch  rig h t  In  yo u r o w n  han d s and le t it  do Its  ow n ta lk in g . W e a sk  
N O  S E C U R IT Y  and N O  IN T E R E S T — ju st plain honesty among1 men. Our E lgin  W atches are so w ell know n

and ou r CREDIT PLAN so easy, that no mutter w here you live or how sm all you r w ages, __
W E  W IL L  T R U S T  Y O U , so that you and every  honest man and w om an can ow n a 
DIAMOMD o r  High-Grade E lgin  W atch in a beautiful Guaranteed 26-year G old Filled 1 9 1 2  C std lo? 
Case and w ear it w hile paying fo r  i t  in such sm all payments that you never miss the biaiu  n r a n u
m oney. W rite  T o d a y  fo r O u r B ig  F re e  Watch and J e w e lry  C a ta lo g . It tells all about "UW KtADY
ou r easy cred it plan and how  we send E lg in  1 0 -J e w e l B . W . Raym ond and 21 and 2 3- A SK  FOR IT
J e w o l E lg in  V e r ita s  everyw here on Free Trial, w ithout security o r  one cent deposit, fW ,t  ■ w n
p o s it iv e ly  G uaran teed  to P a ss A n y  R a ilro a d  In s p e c tio n . b w w a —

H A R R I S - G O A R  C O . ,  Dept. 262, KANSAS CITY, MO. Bore Elgin Watches 
‘  the World.

PRINT YOUR OW N
hEv Cards, circulars, books, newspaper.

Press $5. Larger $18. Rotary $60. 
SaveMoney. Big profit printing for 

others. All easy, rules sent. Write factory for 
press catalogue, TYPE, cards, paper, &c. 

TH E PRESS CO., M eriden , C on n ecticu t

the m t-IN  I^UD GOL^UTO^

ID IA W IO N  D S l

Stand acid test and expert examination. Wo 
guarantee them. S ee the m  fire t— th e n  p ay. 
S p e c ia l O ffe r — 14k Tiffany ring let. $5-98. 

i  (tents ring 1 et. $6.98. 14k Stud 1 ct. $4 86 Sent 
Ic.O .D . for Inspection. C a ta lo g  F R E E ,  shows 
'  full line. Patent ring gauge included. 10c. The 

Baroda Co., Dept. A -8, Leland and Dover St.. Chicago

Gold Medal Awarded-Do away with the
| S tu a rt* s  P la s - t r -P a d s  are different from the truss, being medicine applicators 
■ made self-adhesive purposely to hold the parts securely in place. No Straps, Buckles 
* or Springs— cannot slip, so cannot chafe or compress against the pubic bone. 
Thousands suffering from most obstinate cases, have successfully treated themselves 

in the privacy of the home without hindrance from work. SOFT AS VELVET—EASY 
TO APPLY, INEXPENSIVE. Awarded Gold Medal and Diploma, International Exposition, Rome.
Process o f recovery is natural, leavingno further use t o r  the truss. We prove what we say by seuilmg 

- J  you a trial of Plapao absolutely Free.
AL OF PLAPAO Write today. Address THE PLAPAO CORP., Block 701 St. Louis, Mo,

S p e c ia l  D ia m o n d  B a r g a in s  f o r  X M A S  G IF T S
YVe are ready to send on  approval at our ex|>ense any one o f  these 
beautiful genuine diamonds you w ould like to see. I f  it is satis
factory in every way, pay one fifth down, balance in eight equal 
m onthly payments. 10$ d is co u n t fo r c a sh . A w ritten guarantee 
accom panies each diamond. O rd e r to -d a y , o r  w rite for our C h r is t 
m as catalogue o f D iam onds, W atches and J e w e lry .  I t 's  free . 
1 1 V I I  W t l L D f  l l  A \ i  F s t n b l t a i l e d  1 N O B . D e p t .  -N . 

« l / i i V l E 3  D L K l i i V l / i n U  3 7 - 3 0  B a l d e n  L a n e ,  M e w  W o r k

Tell your newsdealer: “Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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New Engine
AIMS EASY AS POINTING YOUR FINGER

TH E burglar can get past your burglar alarm. He can break your police 
communication by cutting ’phone wires j can silently pick your locks and 
remove your window panes j can coax your dog’ s friendship with meat. 

But there is one unconquerable home guard against which the burglar is help
less. It is the new Savage Automatic— the new Engine o f Burglar Defense.

It shoots I I  shots quick as lightning— no other pocket arm shoots over 9. 
It aims easy as pointing your forefinger. Nothing can keep your enthusiasm 
down when you feel the Savage working in your own hand, light and steady. 
Even though a novice at shooting, you go on putting bullet after bullet into the 
mark like a crack shot, as fast as you pull the trigger.

Do you see why the Savage banishes night fear, and day fear of vicious intruders? 
Do you see why great detectives W m . J .  Burns, W m . A . Pinkerton, and Walter 
Duncan carry it?  And why crack shots like Buffalo Bill, “ B a t”  Masterson, 
Dr. Carver, E . C . Crossman applaud it ?

I f  you have any trouble getting a Savage Automatic write us, but get one— 
quick—and get rid o f fear.

S E N D  F O R  T H E  N E W  B O O K - “ l T  B A N I S H E S  F E A R ”
For interestingness and gun information, “  none such ”  book has ever before 

been written. Also “  B a t”  Masterson’ s famous Gun Fighter book. Free.

FAMOUS SA V A G E  RIFLES

SE N D  also for a book which ex
plains about the famous 303 

Savage Featherweight, $25, and the 
22 cal. Takedown Repeater, £10. 
Free for dealer’s name. Savage Arms 
Co., 9412 Savage Ave., Utica, N . Y .

o f Burglar Defense

THE NEW SAVAGE AUTOMATIC
Moving Picture Machines " money®
Q to ro n n t io n n c  A  w onderful o p p o rtu n ity  t o  m ake big
dlGIGUpiluUIIO m oney e n terta in in g  th e  p u b lic . L arge

Erotits, show ing in  chu rches , school 
ouses. lodges, theatres, e tc . W e show 

you how to  co n d u ct  th e  business, fu r 
n ish in g  co m p le te  ou tfit . No experience 

“ 1 whatever is necessary. If you want to make 
1 $15.00to$150.00 a night write today and learn 
I liow. Catalogue Free. Distributors of Moving 
r Picture Machines, Talking Machines, etc. 

OHIOAtOPROMOTING CO., 2 1 9 So.Dearborn S« I»« pt. J 10 Chicago

W E  S E L L  Y O U 
AT W H O L E S A L E

Agents’ Price One 
AMERICAN 

Motorcycle or Bicycle
We give 30 Days'Free Trial and Prepay the Freight. Write
for our introducing offer and catalog and say whether you' 

want Motorcycle or Bicycle. Do it  now.
AMERICAN MOTOR CYCLE CO.,201*3 American Bldg., CHICAGO’

RUN S REPAIR
AUTOS

SEND FOR FREE BOOK: 
“ How to Cet into the 

Auto Business 
and Its

Opportunities.”

You can team with my NF.W system ot 
k WORKING MODELS charts and instrnc- 
Itions. ItAHNEY OLDFIELD endorses this 
■System. 1 ’ll sliow you what hundreds say 
f  — whom we have started— IV r ite  No-w! 
' DYKE’S COItS’ N SCHOOL OF MOTORING 

Rox 'll, Itoe Itlitg., St. Louis, Mo.

M ount B irds
unt all kinds 

Also to tan 
your own taxidermist, 

your beautiful trophies or 
ig specimens and mounting 

in spare time by 
>t endorsements by thousands of 
for our great free book “ How 
Anim als" Fr««—write today.

Elwood Bldg., Omaha. Ned*
Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.

Not Imitations
A marvelously reconstructed gem— 
the greatest triumph of the electric 

furnace. L o o k s  like a d ia m on d  
—  w ea rs  like a d ia m o n d — w ill  
c u t  g la ss—stands filing, fire and 
acid tests like a  diamond—guar
anteed to contain no g l a s s .  

Remoh Gems have no paste, foil 
or artificial backing—theirbrilliancy 

is guaranteed forever. One thirtieth 
the cost of a diamond. These remark

able gems are set only in 14 Karat Solid 
Gold Mountings. Sent on approval—your 
money cheerfully refunded i f not perfectly 
satisfactory. It will be well worth your 
while to get our De-Luxe Jewel Book— 

yours for the asking. Cut out and 
mail the coupon below—or write & 
postal. Address • V ?

R em oli J e w e lr y  C o., ^
43 5 N. Broadway, St. Lou!s, Mo

R e m o li  
J e w e l r y  C o „

43SN. Broadway, St. Louis, II
Send your De-Luxe Jew el Book.

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

Address....*..................................... S i f l l l

And
\ Mafl jh is

I  ^  Coupon Today
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$25  TO $ /O 0 .4  tVEEK

Lea.rn to 
R u n

Repair

A uto

) Our. Gradu ate C K tv u ^ e u ry  &rvd 
A u  TO C X P B-RTt/

C ou rse  E n d orsed  b y  BenJ. J . B r isco e , 
P re s , o f  th e  U n ited  S ta tes  M o to r  Co.

We teach you at home in ten simple lessons 
to earn big money, and help you to get a 
fine job. Write for FREE prospectus, testi
monials of graduates, and endorsements of 
ten leading auto makers. Small Payment 
Starts Yon. Money Hack I f Not Satisfied. 
Free model of auto to each student. Write 
us to-day—Now. T1IE PRACTICAL Al TO 
SCHOOL, 68F Beaver Street, New York.

Christmas?
DIAMONDS

M O D ER ATE PRICES 
E A S Y  
TERM S

Delight the wife 
or sweetheart this Christ- 

”  mas with one o f these popular^  
Rings .set with perfectly cut blue white 

Diamonds,^gleaming with sparkling light.' 
r You can afford to on our plan, which is open 

to  every honest person. You pay a small amount 
W  (usually one-fifth) when you have seen and ac- 
f  cepted the Diunond; the balance in ten equal 

J  monthly payments, without interest. There is  
| not a cent to pay for the largest Diamond in ou* 

B e a u tifu lly  Illu s tra te d

D iam ond and W atch C ata log  SENT FREE
l until you have first examined the Diamond with the 
1 ing glass which we dhnd with it, t< gether with our 
\ Guarantee Certificate. We guarantee to please you, or 
l Diamond comes back at our expense.

We import the rough Diamonds and cut tl 
here, saving the duty of 33 per cent, thereby 

offering you the pick o f  the mines at 
prices you can not equal e 

Write today for ottr
handsome eutulog

’  Hie WALKER EDMUND CO.
DIAMOND IMPORTERS 

D e pt. S
2 0 9  S. Slate S t .
CHICAGO,
ILL

Order 
any of the 
goods be
low direct 
from this 
advertise
ment

elsewhere.

A Happy Marriage
D e p e n d s  la r g e ly  o n  a  k n o w l
e d g e  o f  th e  w h o le  t r u t h a b o u t  
s e l f  a n d  s e x  a n d  t h e ir  re la^  
t io n  t o  l i fe  a n d  h e a lth . T h is  
k n o w le d g e  d o e s  n o t  c o m e  in 
t e l l ig e n t ly  o f  it s e lf ,  n o r  c o r 
r e c t ly  f r o m  o r d in a r y  e v e r y  
d a y  s o u r c e s .

SEXOLOGY
(I l lu s tr a t e d )

b y  W i l l ia m  H . W a l l i v a .  A .  M ., M . D ., ini|>arts in a  clear, whole
som e way. in one v o lu m e :

K now ledge a Y ou n g  Man Should Have.
K now ledge a Y oun g Husband Should Have. 
K now ledge a Father Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to  His Son. 
M edical.K now ledge a Husband Should Have. 

K now ledge a Y ou n g  W om an Should Have.
K now ledge a Y oun g W ife  Should Have.
K now ledge a M other Should Have.
K now ledge a Mother Should Impart to H er Daughter. 
Medical K now ledge a W ife  Should Have.

A ll  in  O n e  V o lu m e . I l lu s t r a t e d , $2, P o s tp a id
W rite for “ Other People’s Opinions”  and Table o f  Contents.

PU R ITA N  PU B. C O „ 761 Perry Bldg.. PHIL A, PA.

frioUanb
U lO U S C

jfifth thirtieth SlI
NEW YORK CITY

F A M O U S  M A N Y  Y E A R S
As the Centre for the Most Exclusive 

of New York’s Visitors

Comfortably and Luxuriously
a p p o in ted  to  m eet the d e m a n d  o f  the 
fastidious or dem ocra tic  visitor.
Late ly  remodeled and refurnished at an enor
mous cost, with additional features which make 
the Holland House an hostelry second to none.

Rooms Single or Ensuite 
Public Dining Room New Grill 

Private Dining Saloon for Ladies 
After Dinner Lounge— Buffet 

A L L  T H A T  IS  B E S T  IN  H O T E L  
L I F E  A T  C O N S I S T E N T  R A T E S

N ear underground and e levated  ra ilro a d  
sta tio n s .

B O O K L E T

M A K E  Y O U  
P R O S P E R O U S

I f  you  are honest and am bitious w rite me 
toda y . No m atter w here you  live o r  what 
you r occupation, I w ill teach you  the Real 
Estate business by  m ail; appoint you Special 
Representative o f  m y Com pany In you r tow n ; 
start y ou  in  a profitable business o f  your 
ow n, and help you m ake big m oney at once. 
U nusual op p ortu n ity  fo r  m en  w ith ou t 

ca p ita l t o  b e com e  in dependent f o r  l i fe . 
V aluable B o o k  a n d  fu l l  p a rticu lars  F ree . 
W rite  tod ay .
NATIONAL CO-OPERATIVB REALTY CO.

M 109 M arden  B u ild in g  
W a s h in g t o n .  D . C.

PUT IN YOUR HOME
How nice—dust not settling in hair, lips, nostrils; still 
worse, tasting, breathing it; nor on lace curtains, furni
ture, ornaments. LIKE M AGIC, dust, dirt, germs dis
appear in the Home Vacuum Cleaner. Cleans carpets, 
rugs, mattings, etc., on floor. DOES NOT LOOK  
LIKE A  BROOM, though it does the work a broom 
cannot do. Ornamental. 60,000 sent to families. 
“ HOUSE SMELLS MUCH SWEETER, no dust to 

fly around room,”  Mrs. David Bricker, Pa. “ Dust 
came out of carpet like magic; I did not have to 
breathe any of it.”  Miss Isabella Beaton, O. 

“ Never used a broom on my carpets since re
ceiving Cleaner; I will have no more taking up 

!gof rugs and carpets.”  Miss Lulu Reinisch, 
pKans. “ W O R T H  ITS W EIG H T IN 
gGOLD to the woman who does her own 
■ work.”  Emily F. Smith, Kans. Easily carried 
r —9 lbs. $8.50. Not sold in stores. Sent 

anywhere. Write for description. AGENTS  
—Go into any home; sprinkle fine chalk; take it up like magic. 
Let lady try it; she will keep it. Sell 8 out of 10. SoW 15 in 4 
hours,”  F. A. White, III. Sold 5 Saturday, my first attempt.”  C.
E. Goff, Mo. “ Was out one evening, sold 6 .”  Geo. A. Smith.,0 .
F. S. Hoppes, La , ordered 50 and says: “ More orders coming”  
A woman made $1500 selling Cleaners. Be a money jnakeiv 
FREE SAMPLE offer. Write today.
R . A r m s t r o n g  M ig . C o „  1789 Alms Bldg., Cincinnati, 0 ;'

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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iFan]
O ur w on d erfu l barga in s In u n red eem ed  p led g es  in  D iam onds 

r And J e w e lry  a re  cre a tin g  th e  b ig g e s t  sen sation  ev er  kn ow n  in  th e  
je w e lry  b u s in e ss . S e ll g e n u in e  d ia m on ds fr o m  Lj to  %  le s s  th an  reg - 

r a lar je w e le r ’ s  p r ice s?  “ Im p o ss ib le ”  say  th ese  je w e le rs ! A n d  y e t  th a t  is 
e x a c t ly  w h at w e  a re  d o in g  an d  i t  is  im p o ss ib le  fo r  e ith e r  w h o le s a le  o r  

r r e ta il je w e le rs  t o  co m p o te  w ith  u s . H o w  ca n  w e d o  it?  S en d  fo r  th e
DeRoy Diamond Bargain Bulletin (New)

I t  t e l ls  t h e  e n tire  s to r y ! E x p la in s  w h y  d u r in g  th e  60 y ears th a t w e h a ve  been  a ctin g  
“ b an k ers  t o  th e  p e o p le ,”  ad v an cin g  ca sh  o n  h ig h -c la ss  se cu r it ie s  lik e  d ia m o n d s, w atch es  

r a n d  je w e lry , w e have a ccu m u la ted  a  v ast s t o c k  o f  u n redeem ed  p ledges w h ich  w e  m u s t  d i s -  
o s e  o f .  O u r ca sh  in v e s tm e n t in  th e se  a rt ic le s  rep resen ts  o n ly  a  fra c t io n  o f  th e ir  rea l w orth , 
e re fo re , w e  are in  a  p o s it io n  to  o ffe r  th em  to  y o u  fo r  f a r  l e s s  m on ey  th an  y o u  w o u ld  h ave  to  pay.

M ike your
Magnificent Xmas Gifts at a Saving of Over 1/2.
rour dollars do double duty during the Holiday Season. This is your opportunity. Note these specimen b

Un redeem ed P le d ge  N o .2 2 3 2 8 3 - A  1
% ,  1/ 32 kt. finest blue-w hite Solitaire Dia- 
m ond o f  absolutely perfect cutting, sha|>e 
and brilliancy in the m ost acceptable o f 

Wring's fo r  gentlemen. Cost the original 
ow ner $280. O u r  Unredeem ed P ric e  $1 3 8 . 

f  Unredeem ed P le dge  N o . 3 2 0 1 9 5 — An $80 
K -S /3 2 ,1/64 kt. pure w hite solitaire dia
m ond tiffany ring. Exquisite purity in 

this extra  quality, perfectly  cut 
gem  o f  rare b rilliancy  at
O u r Unredeem ed P r i c e ------$ 3 9 .

' Un redeem ed P le dge  N o .3 0 9 9 6 5  
—These tw o m agnificent so li
taire steel blue w hite Diam ond

Gems, 2— 1/16 kt. w eight, o f  ex
traordinary quality  and purity, be
sides finest cutting, shape and bril
liancy. A bargain at the original 
price, $400; offered you (the com plete 
pair) at O u r Unredeem ed P rice  $  1 9 5 .
U n redeem ed P le d ge  N o . 2 2 4 3 6 1 —
The celebrated 19-jeweled Ball W atch 
Co. Official Railroad standard double 
ro ller  m ovem ent. The fam ous sm all 
16-size, adjusted to  5 positions m ove
m ent guaranteed to  pass railroad inspection. Pro
tected price $65. In a  20-year g o ld  filled case. Our
Un redeem ed P r i c e .........................................*..*-$27*

(Brand new condition)

bargains:

D p R n V  IH n n P V  R a p t  Cnnrnntpp W e P »ar!>ntee .v e r y  a rtic le  t o  b e  In p e r fe c t  D c R U j  l f l U H c j  D d t n  jJ U d l d ll l e t  c o n d it io n  and s a t is fa c to ry  to  y o u  in  ev ery  
respeefc o r  w e w il l  r e fu n d V o u r  m on ey . T h is  guarantee  is  b a ck e d  b y  o u r  $750,000 

‘ ca sh  ca p ita l. W e h a ve  b'een in  b u s in e ss  in  o n e  lo c a t io n  in  P ittsb u rg  o v e r  60 
tars. Y o u  w ill  find  ou r  ra tin g  in  D u n ’ s o r  B rad street ’ s ;  r e fe r  to  P arm er’ s 
D e p o s it  N a tion a l B ank, M arine N a tion a l B ank o r  any  ban k  o r  n ew s

p a p e r  in  P ittsb u rg . W rite  fo r  F re e  D ia m on d  B a rg a in  B u lle t in  today .
JOS. DeROY &  SONS. Dept. N, 3 0 7  SMITH FIELD S T , PITTSBURG, P A , 0pp. Post Office. f T

/f  N307 |
/  Jos.

>  DeRoy
.  & Sons, * 1

— Pittsburg. Pa. |
Please send m e t 

your New Bar- I 
gain B u lletin -im  i 

ob liga tion  o n  my | 
part.

DR.FOOTES'WONDER BOOKin
ON HEALTH- DISEASES -  FREAKS- I III 
MARRIAG&-B\RENTA4»E-HUMAN NATURE 1 U

A peep  in to  th e  M ysteries o f  th e  I n n e r -M a n . T h is  
rem ark ab le l>ook Is a  th ou g h t-a w a k en er , an d  is as 
in ten se ly  Interesting as a  n ov e l. I t  con ta in s m ore  
tiu ths , com m on -sen se , v ita l facts, v a lu a b le  a d v ice  and 
in form a tion  than  y o u r  d o c to r  w o u ld  g iv e  y o u  fo r  $10.
In  tw o  sections,—240 pages an d  40 illu stra te . S en t by  
m all postpaid o n  rece ip t o f  p r ic e —10c. W rite  T O D A Y . 
M u rra y  HIM Book C o .,  152  E a s t  2 8 th  S tre e t, N . V .

Looks deed, but after hour in water bursts into 
big, rich green, fernlike plant Can be dried 
and revived any time; lasts years. To adver
tise us, we’ll send a M E XIC A N  R E SU R 
RECTION  PLA N T free (while they last) 
if you’ll send 6c shipping cost. Will also 
send fine illustrated catalog of Indian and 
Mexican handicraft, full of Xmas hints. 

FRANCIS E. LESTER CO.. Dept. W.S.12 P, Mesilla Park, New Mex.
I T R U S T  Y O U  T E N  D A Y S . S E N D  N O  M O N E Y . 
$ 2  H a ir  S w itc h  S e n t on A p p ro va l. Choice of 
Natural wavy or straight hair. Send a lock of your nair. ami 1 
will mail a 22 inch short stem fine human hair switch to match, 
ir you find It a big bargain remit 12 In ten days, or sell 3 and 
GET YOUR SWITCH FREE. Extra shades a little more. 
Inclose 6c postage. Free beauty book showing latest style of 
hair dressing—also high grade switches, pompadours, wigs, 
puffs, etc. Women wanted to sell my hair goods.

ANNA A YE II9, P r p t .IH 4 2 .2 3  Q u incy S t ., C h icago

, MAKE MONEY! DON’T  BE AN AGENT.
rfOwn and operate your ow n  business. How to d > i t  M. L. Smith 

o f Pa.,with a  $16.25 outfit w ritesf'T urnedout $301.27 w orth o f 
p iutiug in tw o weeks.J’ Thomas Parker, school teacher, 

writes: “ Made $9.80 profit in one d ay .”  Rodney, $12 
first day; W oodw ard. $170 per m onth. W e have 
Started hundreds o f  others.CRAY’ S O U T F IT S  plate 

&Goli>. Silver, Nickkt., etc. W e furnish recipes, for- 
JJmnlas, trade secrets and teach you the art—w ork 
fjeasy; profit enormous. T h e  R o ya l new dipp ing  pro- 
 ̂cess;heavy plate.equal in appearance to  new goods 

—latest method. E very fam ily , hotel, restaurant o r  shop, has table
ware, jew elry , metal goods o f  a ll kinds to  be replated. E very other
business overcrowded—no plating shops. Grand opening. Free sample o f  
plating. Write today. Gray A Co, Plating Works, 770 Gray Bldg.,Cincinnati,O.

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver

i

Would YOU Hire a Man Over 40?
F o r  t h e  p a s t  s e v e r a l y e a r s , t h e r e  h a s  b e e n  a  l o t  o f  

talk about the “ 4 0  year deadline.”  A  big question has been 
raised and the solution is o f  vital importance to  every man in 
business, whether young o r  old— employer or em ployee.

You have already answered it in your ow n mind. You know 
that you have never discriminated against any man on account 
of his age alone.

You may refuse to  em ploy the untrained man whom  you be
lieve is too old to  learn. B ut the trained, efficient man, whether 
his age be 25 o r  50, is the man you are constantly on  the lookout 
for— whose help you m ust have in the conduct o f  your business. 
Yes, you would hire a  man over forty  i f  be fulfilled your 
requirements—

You Would if He Were a Sheldon Man

found the way to develop  his natural talents to the very utmost. He knows 
modem business principles and methods. He has not gone to seed—HE IS A  
FINISHED PRODUCT.

Your employees should be your MOST VALUABLE ASSET. Every In- 
‘ ------- " a s  well as humanity, prompts you to develop them tostinct o f set?-interest as well me h_____ . . . .   _____ ________ _________

the point o f  MAXIMUM efficiency.
A book has been written which tells how to accomplish this result the 

Sheldon way—it is yours fo r  the asking, without cost, although it has been 
wort h thousands o f  dollars to others. A  postal or letter will bring it . Send 
for  it NOW .

THE SHELDON SCHOOL
12 8 2  Republic Building (65) Chicago, Illinois

this magazine to me each month.”



THE POPULAR MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The Magazine of the Minute
Stories that re flect the best in  the busy life  o f 

m en a rou n d  y o u .

Stories that are clean, and strong , and v igo ro u s 
— T h a t ’s

A  lo n g , com plete nove l, b y  W .  B . M .  F e rg u so n

A  s tr ik in g  m u rd e r m ystery s to ry , b y  D a n ie l Steele

A  rem arkable  sto ry  o f Y a le  football,
B y  R a lp h  D .  Paine

A  sp lend id  p r iz e -f ig h t  s to ry ,
B y  C harles E .  V a n  L o a n

A n o th e r  fu n n y  S w eeny ya rn , b y  C h a rle s  R . Barnes

A n d  an unusual c o lle ctio n  o f  stories b y

H. B. Marriott Watson 
Francis Lynde 
Arthur Stanley Riggs 
H. A. R. Macdonald 
Charles Alden Seltzer

Laurence Yates ' 
Burton E. Stevenson 
Mayne Clew Garnett 
Michael Williams 
Frank Condon

Y o u  get m ore good fic tio n  b y  w e ll-k n o w n  
authors in The P o p u la r  than in any o th er 
m agazine published.

ON ALL NEWS STANDS NOVEMBER 25th

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to ine each month.'
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A Christmas Morning

KODAK
A l l  the ch ild -w orld  invites yo u r K odak. W h ere ver the child ren 

are there is endless o p po rtun ity  fo r a K odak story— a, story fu ll of 
human interest to every member of the fam ily. A n d  there’s no better 
time to begin that story than on the h om e  day— Christm as.

There are Kodaks now to fit most pockets and all purses and practical little 
Brownies, that work on the Kodak plan and with which even the children can make 
delightful pictures of each other. There are Brownies as cheap as one dollar and 
^Kodaks from five dollars up— no excuse now for a Christmas without the home 
pictures. Write for our catalogue— or better still, let your dealer show you how 
simple and inexpensive Kodakery has become.
i

Make somebody happy with a Kodak.

E A S T M A N  K O D A K  C O M P A N Y ,  Rochester, N . Y .,  The Kodak City.

Tell your newsdealer: “Deliver this magazine to me each month.'
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Three Methods— One Result— 
and E very Shaver Satisfied

COLGATE’S
S H A O IN G  L A T H E R

S T IC K  -  P O W D ER  -  C R E A M

STICK

POWDER

CREAM

Every man to his method but 
to each the" same result—a 
perfect shaving lather—a 
cool, comfortable, delightful 
shave.
SOFTENING—The toughest beard 
yields quickly and easily— mussy, 
“ rubbing in” with the fingers is 
unnecessary.

SO O TH IN G — Cools and soothes 
the most tender skin. Because of 
the remarkable absence of un
combined alkali— Colgate’s Shav
ing Lather means freedom from 
the “ smart” you used to dread.

SA N ITA R Y  — It is antiseptic —  
and comes to you in germ-proof 
dust-proof packages.

Do not ill-treat your face, o f 
h an d icap  your razor by 
using an inferior lather.
Send us 4  cents in stamps for trial 
size o f stick, powder or cream,

C O L G A T E  & C O .
D ep t, B 1 9 9  Fulton  St., N ew  Y o rk

M akers o f  Cashmere Bouquet Soap 
— luxurious, lasting, refined.

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.*’
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Gillette **Pocket 
Edition, ”  No. 5 0 0 ,

T h i s  C h r i s t m a s ,  

G i v e  Him  a

Gillette
Safety Razor

Giv e  your men friends something practical—some
thing they will value.

The GILLETTE makes a splendid Christmas 
present—simple, useful, lasting, sensible. The traveler, the 
motorist, the college man, the young man just reaching the 
shaving age, or the man who shaves at home—all will welcome 
such a gift and enjoy its use every day of the year.

No matter what walk of life your friends may be in, 
you can easily select a GILLETTE to suit their tastes and 
requirements.

The GILLETTE can be had in various styles from $5.00 up to 
$50.00— two of which are shown here.

TH E MATCHLESS GILLETTE BLADES have made the 
GILLETTE SAFETY R A Z O R  the world’s standard. These blades are
on sale everywhere.

T o  you r m en f r i e n d s  w h o  a l r e a d y  use the 
GILLETTE, why not make a gift of blades, a half dozen 
or a dozen packets— 6 blades, 12 shaving edges, 50 cents 
— nickel plated box of 12 blades, 24 shaving edges, $1.00.

If your dealer does not carry the GILLETTE 
line, send us his name and we ll mail you catalog

NO STROPPING -  NO,HONINO

KNOWN THE 'ORLD OVER

GILLETTE SALES COMPANY
66 W est Second Street Boston, Mass.

* T f  i t ’ s  a  G i l le t t e — it*a  t h e  S a f e t y  R a z o r .* *

Gillette Combination. 
Set, No. 00—Triple Silver- 

Plated Razor, Soap and Brush 
in Cases, 2 Blade Boxes. 

Velvet-Lined Morocco Case.

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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Accurate because perfectly sighted and rifled by expert 
gunsmiths.

Safe because solid breech hammerless. There is no hammer 
to catch on clothing, fence or tree branch.

Simple because its parts are few and sturdy. Its easy take
down permits the eye to follow the cleaning rod from 
breech to muzz e.

Durable because of superior quality of material and work
manship. Easy cleaning insures the rifling.

Beauty. The sleek, smooth sweep of its well-balanced 
lines sell it on sight. '

Shoots.22 long .22 short and .22 long rifle without adjustment.
JpemJngtoflrUMC—-the perfect shooting combination.

Remington Arm s—Union Metallic Cartridge Co.
2 9 9  Broadway New Y o rk  C ity

Tell your newsdealer: “ Deliver this magazine to me each month.’
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