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F O R  C H IL D R E N  T E E T H IN G  |
THE BEST OF ALL AND

For over six ty  y ea rs  MRS. W INSLOW ’S SOOTHING SYRUP has 
been used by m o th ers  for th e ir  children w hile tee th in g . Are you 
d istu rbed  a t  n ig h t and broken of your re s t by a  sick child suffering 
an d  cry in g  w ith  pain of C u ttin g  T ee th ?  If so, send a t  once and get 
a  bottle of “ H rs. W inslow ’s Soothing S y ru p ”  for C hildren T eeth
ing. Its value is incalculable. I t will relieve th e  poor little  sufferer 
im m ediately . Depend upon it, m others, th ere  is no m istake  about 
it. I t cures diarrhoea, regu la tes th e  Stom ach and  Bowels, cures 
W ind Colic, softens th e  G um s, reduces Inflam m ation , an d  gives 
tone and  energy  to  th e  whole system . “ M rs. W inslow ’s  Soothing 
S y ru p ”  for ch ildren  tee th in g  is p leasan t to  th e  ta s te  and  is the  
prescrip tion  of one of th e  oldest and  best fem ale physicians and  
nu rses  in th e  United S ta tes, and  is for sale by all d rug g is ts  
th ro u g h o u t th e  world. Price tw en ty -fiv e  cen ts a  bottle. Be 
su re  and  ask  for

MRS. WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP”
ft

fc***********************4***************4**************4********«a

T H E  P O P U L A R  M A G A Z I N E
during 1904 twill publish, among others, the best work o f such famous authors as

M AX PEM BERTON
Author of “A Story of the States," “The Iron 
Pirate,’’etc.

A R T H U R  W. MARCHMONT
Author of “When I Was Czar,” “ By R ight of 
Sword,” etc.

LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE
Author of “ Milady of the Mercenaries,” “The 
Moccasin J,ode,” etc.

E. P H IL L IP S OPPENH EIM
Author of “ The Yellow Crayon,”  “ The 
Traitors,” etc.

W IL L IA M  F A R Q U H A R  PAYSON
Author of “John V ytal,” “The Triumph of 
Rife,” etc.

A R T H U R  M O R R ISO N
Author of “The Hole in the W all,” “Tales of 
Mean Street,” etc.

194 P A G E S OF A D V E N T U R E  FIC TIO N
**A M ON TH ’S R E A D IN G  FOR lO CENTS”

N E E D i D  ON F A R M ,  S E A  OR . . . . . . . . .
P O S IT IV E L Y  such a good Teles;:.»|>e was never sold for this price b fore These Telescopes are made b y one o f the largest manufacturers o f Europe, measured 
closed 12 inches and open over 3*  ̂L et in 5 sections. They are BRASS B< >UX , BRASS S A F E T Y  CAP on each end to exclude dust, etc., with PO W ER FL L  
? -ENSES, scientifically ground and adjusted. G U A R A N T EE D  BY T H E  M A K E R . Heretofore, Telescopes of this size have been sold for from f  5.00 to f8.co. 
1 • t ry  sojourner in the country or at sea-ide resorts should certainly secure one of these instruments; and no farmer should be without one. Objects miles away 
i*c Croce ht to view with astonishing cl earn e s. Sent by mail or express, safely packed, prepaid, for only 99 f .  Our new catalogue o f W atches,etc., sent with 
itchord.'r. This is a grand offer and you should not miss it. W e W A R R A N T  each Telescope JUST AS R E P R E SE N T E D  or money refunded. W ANTS 
A. N O ! H L 1 : Brandy, Va.; Gents— Please send another Telescope, money enclosed. Other was a bargain, good as instruments costing many times the money. 
— R. C. /  l.L E N . L'-e. Mass ; Kirtland Bros. &  Co.. Gentlemen— The Telescopes received from you I sold readily. Yours very truly. L . F. H U RD  (Jeweler). 
Plttsford, Vt ■ Kirtland Bros. &  Co.. Gentlemen— Telescope arrived in good condition and is entirely satisfactory. Yours very respectfully, MISS C L A R A  M. 
G IL B E R T . • Pfouiiuine, Ohio, August 3, 1896;.Kirtland Bros. & Co., Gentlemen—Telescope received and entirely satisfactory. Better than I expected. Your 
verv truly, lAf'. BROW N. Tr. Send 1*!*<.-. by Registered Letter, Post-Office Money Order, Express Money Order or Bank Draff, payable to our order, or have ’ '  . . .  -  * v . k » » ' . o  c O i, ‘  ^  0 1 .  » U  i^H R S  S T R E E T ,  N E W  l O R k .__ ________ _ . . . _______„  . . . ___ _____________  leyC . . . . . .  .
your storekeeper or newsdealer order for you. Address K IR T L A N D  K R O S . A: C O ., IH’p t .  T , 9 0  C IIA M B F

c n . n i 1 tr n r r n t TO IN T R O D U C E OUR  L A T E S T  L A R G E ,  P O W E R F U L  
T H E  E X C E L S I O R !



A Magnificent Library of the World’s
7a\ Standard Works of Fiction

F IF T Y  B E A U T IF U L  V O L U M E S  IN T H IS  S E T

S EN T  F R E E  O E A L L  C H A R G ES  L O R  EX A M IN A T IO N

MANY thousands of sets of th e  SELECT FICTION LIBRARY have been sent to all parts of 
th is  broad country of ours, and  every w here the books have been a welcome addition to the 
purchasers’ book-shelves. U ntil we p rin ted  th is edition, a collection of th e  w orks of such 

authors as those em braced in  the SELECT FICTION LIBRARY could only  be obtained a t a  great 
cost. We have m ade it easy for the poorest to possess the lite rary  luxuries of th e  wealthiest.

Upon receipt of your request th e  books will be SENT FREE OF ALL CHARGES.
You are privileged to  exam ine th e  books in your own hom e th ree  days, le t your friends 

exam ine them , and if you are convinced of th e ir w orth, keep the  books on the conditions prin ted  
below, but if you do not agree w ith  us th a t th is  is the best collection of the  w ritings of the most 
enterta in ing authors of rom ance, th a t th e  books are in  every way w orthy of the ir place on your 
book-shelves, send them  back to us a t our expense. Could we m ake such a  liberal proposition if 
we did not already know  w hat the opinion of those w ho exam ined the books is?

THis L ib ra ry  S h o u ld  Be In E v ery  H om e !
A collection of books such as is the SELECT FICTION LIBRARY should be in  every home. 

We all w ant to  drive the  du ll hours away. Such w orks as these will dispel care and worry. T he 
entertainm ent they  supply is pure and wholesome. The old and th e  young will find m any, m any 
hours of real enjoym ent in  these stories. To m easure th e  w orth  in  dollars of th e  pleasures 
derived from such good books w ould be impossible.

Read the list of famous authors and titles of the Fifty Books embraced in the S e le c t  F ic t io n  L i b r a r y  :
J .  F e n im o r e  C o o p e r

The Tw o Admirals 
The Red Rover 
T he Water Witch 
Tlte Pilrt 
W ing and W ing 

.11 r*. E. H. E . X . S o n  t li w o  
The Rejected i ride 
T he Lost Lady of Lone 
For Woman's Love 

S ir  W a l t e r  IteM unt 
Uncle Jack
For Faith and Freedom' 
IJorothy Foster 

IkOMU X o i i c h e t t e  C a r e y  
Mary St. John 
Searcli for Basil Lyndhurst 

L o r d  item*oii*»tield 
Conigsby 
Tancred

H u b e r t  B u c h a n a n
Squire Kate

l lo n o r e  I>e B a l z a c
Cousin Pons 
Country Doctor 

F l o r e i ie e  W a r d e n  
The W harf by the Docks 
Mystery of the Inn by the She 

X’ u t a l y  V o n  E * c h * t r u t l i  
A Priestess of Comedy 
The Opposite House 

K m ile  G n b o r ln u  
The Clique of Gold 
The Widow Lerouge 

W i l l i a m  B l a c k  
In Silk Attire 

W  itM lilnirton I r v i n g  
Alhambra

I b id  y a r d  K i p l i n g
T he Phantom Rickshaw 

II e n r y  S e to n  .V le rrlm n n  
Prisoners and Captives 

S t a n l e y  .1. W e y m a n
The House o f the W olf

S a m u e l  L o v e r
Handy Andy 

T h o m a *  H a r d y
Under the Gr enwood Tree 

S ir  W a l t e r  S e o tt
lvanhoe

,Vlr«. H a r r i e t  L e w i *
Edith T revor’s Secret 

M r s . A l e x a n d e r  
By W oman’s Wit 

G e r t r u d e  W a r d e n  
Her Faithful Knight 

M r s  A l e x .  M e Y e  g li  M l l l e  
T he Senator’s Bride 

P a u l  B o u r g e t  
A Living Lie 

S t .  G e o r g e  H u t h b o r n e  
Miss Caprice 

E . W e r n e r  
T he Northern L ight

O c t a v e  F e n l l l e t
Led Astray 

M e t a  H e  V e r e  
Romance ofT rou ville  

C o l .  T i l o m a *  W . K n o x  
T he Siberian Exiles 

S y  1 vH im * C o b b . J r .
1’he Shadow of the Guill-tii 

“ O u ld n "
Santa Barbara 
T he Tower of Taddeo 
Guilderoy 

F . C . P h i l l i p *
A L u cky Y ou ng Woman 

J o h n  S t r a n g e  W i n t e r  
Mrs. Bob

A n g u * t n  J .  E v a n *
Beulah 

H a ll  C a in e
T he Deemster

The books are bound in a rich, dark library red ribbed silk cloth. The titles are heavily embossed in gold. Size of book, 5 ^ x 7 %  ins-

S treet O. Sm itH, P u b lish e rs  (Est. 1855). N ew  Y o rk
T E R M S

A f t e r  e x a m in in g  th e  b o o k s  s e n d  u s  
y o u r  d e c is io n . I f  y o u  c o n c lu d e  to  
k e e p  th e m ,th e  t o t a l ’c o s t  w i l l  b e  $19.50 
fo r  t h e  50 v o lu m e s ,  p a y a b l e  50 c e n t s  
u p o n  th e  a c c e p t a n c e  o f  th e  b o o k s , 
a n d  $1.00 a  m o n th  t h e r e a f t e r  u n t i l  
p a id  fo r  in  fu ll.

S T R E E T  Sr S M I T H ,  M e w  Y o r k  C i t y . — P le a s e  s e n d  m e , o n  th re e , 
d a y s ’ a p p r o v a l ,  d e l i v e r y  c h a r g e s  p r e p a id ,  y o u r  L i b r a r y  OF S E L E C T  
F i c t i o n  in  50 v o lu m e s  ’ I f  r e t a in e d .  I a g - e e  to  p a v  fo r  s a m e  a c c o r d , 
in g  to  t h e  t e r m s  o f  th is  a d v e r t i s e m e n t .  I f  n o t  s a t i s f a c t o r y ,  I w i l l  r e 
t u r n  t h e  b o o k s  w it h in  t h r e e  d a y s ,  a t  y o u r  e x p e n s e .  P .M .D .M a r .

N a m e .......................................................................................................................................................................

T o w n . . S t a t e ..



T H E  PO PULAR M A G A Z I N E  A D V E R T I S E R

Half Your Cigar Money
and Get a Better Smoke.

of ord inary  re ta il c igar prices, not by p rice  cu tting , b u t by cutting out 
the profits and expenses of the  Jobbers, Salesmen, an d  R eta ilers who 
successfully sold the  o u tp u t of our factory  for years, and who each 
m ade a  profit out of you, not out of us.

We are  now selling exclusively to the  sm oker d irec t by the  box the  
sam e identical tim e-tested, popu lar brands of cigars th a t we form er 
ly m ade for the  wholesale tra d e  in case lots, a t precisely the 
factory  prices we form erly charged jobbers, shipping your 
of these sam e brands
Direct from Our Factory to You. 1M
cigars: you also get the profits of the other fellows. Every box, and each cigar in every 
box is covered by our perpetual guarantee to suit you. or to replace the cigars with 
others until you are suited, or to C heerfu lly  R efund  Y our M oney.

Under this guarantee we name b low a few brands from our complete catalogue and 
invite a trial, assuring you that i f  we do not suit you, the expense is ours.

B o xes o f f 25 50
4 7-8 in. Puritanos $.90 $1.65 $3.25
4 3-4 in. Perfectos .85 1.50 3 00

, 4 1-2 in. Conchas .70 1 25 2.50
4 3-4 in. Londres .60 - 2.00

and io c . values. Send for our catalogue “ Rolled Reveries,”  which explains 
A l l  T r u n a p o r t a t t o n  C h a r g e s  a r e  P a i d  in  A d v a n c e  b y  lie.

New Y ork .— “ Any time you want to refer a prospective customer to me 1 will give you 
1 ‘bang-up' send-off." H . Russell Voorhees.

B alm etto ,
El P rovost, 
La M ed alla , 
F edora,

or for ? 5 e. we will gladly 
send you an assortment of 12 
cigars showing four varieties 
of ioc. and two for a 
values; or for 5 0 o. an equal 
showing of High-Grade 5c.

erything.

&Cn.msaf Binghamton. N. Y.

HYPNOTISM
W ould  y o u  possess th a t strange m ysterious power w h ic h  c h a r m s  an d
fa s c in a te s  men and women, influence their thoughts, contro ls their desires and 

m akes you  suprem e m aster o f every situation ? L ife  is fu ll of a llu ring possib ilities 
for those who m aster the secrets of hypnotic influence; fo r those who develop their 

m agnetic powers. Y o u  can learn a t  home, cure diseases and bad h a b its  w ithout 
drugs, win the friendship and lo ve  of others, in c r e a s e  y o u r  in c o m e , gra tify  yo u r 

am bitions, drive w orry and trouble from  your m ind, im prove you r m em ory, overcom e 
dom estic difficulties, g iv e  the m ost th rillin g  en tertainm ent ever w itnessed and develop adom estic difficulties, g iv e  the m ost th rillin g  entertainm ent ever wilucbbcu uevt-iup a

w onderfully m agnetic w ill power th a t w ill enable you  to overcom e a ll obstacles to your success.
Y ou  ca n  h y p n o t iz e  p e o p le  in s ta n ta n e o u s ly .— quick as a  flash,— p u t y o u rself or anyone 

e ls e to s le e p a ta n y  hour of t h e d a y  or night—  banish pain and suffering. O ur tr e e  b o o k  tells  
you the secrets of this w onderful science. I t  explains exactly  how you can use this power to better 
your condition in  life . It is  enthusiastically  endorsed by m inisters of the gospel law yers, doctors, 
business men and society women. I t  benefits everybody. I t  costs nothing. W e  give it  away to 
advertise our college. W rite  fo r it to-day.

American College o f Sciences, Dept. 120E.Rochester,N.Y.

Do You Want to Know How'?
You will find in th e  Diam ond H andbook an un ri

valed collection of useful knowledge. The books dwell 
on subjects everyone is desirous of know ing about. 
Tlie au thors were well versed  in th e  subjects they  
have tre a te d  and  hav e  spared  no pains to  m ake the  
books au then tic , as well as interesting .
S h e ld o n ’s .L e t t e r  W riter , L . W. Sheldon 
S h ir le y ’s L o v er s ’ G u ide, G race Shirley 
W o m en ’s S e c r e t s ;  or , H o w  to  be B e a u tifu l, G race 

Shirley
G uide to  E tiq u e tte , L. W. Sheldon
P h y s ic a l H ealth  C u ltu r e , P rofessor Fonrm en
F rank r ie r r lw e ll’s B ook  o f P h y s ic a l D ev e lo p m en t,

Burt L. Standish
N ation al D ream  B ook , Mme. C laire R ougem ont 
Z in gara  F o r tu n e  T eller , A  Gipsv Queen 
T h e A rt o f  B o x in g  an d  S e i f : D efen se , Professor 

Donovan
T h e K ey t o  H y p n o tism , R obert G. E llsw orth , M. D.
U S. A rm y  P h y s ic a l E x e r c ise s  ( r e v is e d ) , Professor 

Donovan
P rice, IO C e n t s  E a c h

A T  A L L  N E W S D E A L E R S

STRFFT & SMITH ------- p u b l i s h e r  s -J i  l\L L  1 a  J i T l l l l i ,  2 3 3  W illia m  S t . ,  N ew  ’

YO U CAN MAKE CIGARETTES LIKE THESE 
HERE IS A PERFECT CIGARETTE MAKER

T h e  T U R K O  G I G iV R B T T E  R O L L E R
to the greatest and latest novelty for smokers. You can make Cigarettes for your- 
Mlf and your friends. So simple that you can learn in a minute. One comptot' 
Y b R K O  R O L L E R  sent post-paid for T w e n t y - f iv e  c e n t s

Address. CHARLES W OLIVER. 95 William Street. New Vortt

tJy'f "he 20th Century method of doing business- ■ jk’ fCZg 
^^^^■ selllng goods by mall. Most profitable & pleas ^ ■  
ant occupation open to persons with small capital. START A

MAIL ORDER BUSINESS
AT YOUR HOME. Big profits; unlimited possibilities. OurBook- 

tells how to start right. Free for stamp.^^^^^ 
|  F ran k H n -H o w ard  Co.. D enver, Colo.

W hen w riting  to ad v e rtise rs  please m ention T he P opu lar Magazine.
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POPULAR MAGAZINE
F o r  A p r i l

WK TAKE PLEASURE IN ANNOUNCING THE FIRST INSTALMENT OF

BEATRICE, o f  VENICE
By Max Pemberton

Author of "A  I htu ŝ h/er of the States," "The Iron /’irate The (Hunt '< Gate," Fite.

A new story by this gifted author is an event in litera
ture. We consider ourselves fortunate in securing for our 
readers the American rights to this new serial which critics 
hail as the culmination of Mr. Pemberton's best efforts. 
The story is splendidly told, the scene being laid in Venice 
in the early part of the Nineteenth Century, when Napoleon 
Bonaparte was scheming to add the ’•Queen of the Adri
atic" to his growing empire.

THE COMPLETE NOVEL IS ENTITLED

W A N T E D , A  H I G H W A Y M A N ,
B y  W i l l i a m  W a l l a c e  C o o K

It is a story of the West,  rapid in action, tilled to the 
brim with clever complications and thoroughly interesting.

IN addition there will be generous instalments of Arthur W. Marchinont’s great storv, 
“  Lhk Ktfrxai. Snare,"  and “ O ’Rourke. C enti.e.man A dventurer, ” bv Louis Joseph 
VaiK'-, and Mimt stories by such well-known authors as F.dwin L Sabin, W. Bert 

Foster, Hemy Harrison Lewis, George P.usons Bradford, Frank Lillie Pollock, Scott 
Campbell, R H. Farnham, Charles H. Miller. Htc.

“A Month's Entertainment for Ten Cents."

m
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THE P E R IL  OF H O RACE DUNN. A C om ple te  N ovel ,  .

The stran g e  ease of a man who th ro u g h  s tre s s  o| 
d anger fell victim  to  a rem ark ab le  affliction.

. . W . B e r t  F o s te r 1

THE TEETH OF THE DRAG ON. A Short  S tory
A sto ry  of m odern politics.

T h e o d o re  W i l l s  H a m m o n d 3 4

THE ETERNAL SN A R E . A Seria l  Story ,
'Pile sto ry  of a  m ulti-m illionaire  w ho becom es in

volved in a perilous in trig u e  in T urkey .

A r t h u r  I I '.  M a r c h m o n t 41

AFTER THE PAPER  W ENT TO BED. A S h o r t  Story ,
T he eerie apparition  th a t cam e to an ed ito r and the 

p a rt it played in his u ltim ate  salvation.

. . .1/. I te y n o ld s 7 7

THE C A SE  OF D IC K S O N ’S  D IA M O N D S. A  Sh o r t  S tory .
.V sto ry  in the  ‘‘Below the l)ead  L ine" series.

. . S c o tt  C am pbell 8 2

“ SEV EN -N IN E -C IPH ER .”  A S h o r t  Story ,
An operation  in copper.

C h a r le s  A g n e w  M a d m a n 9 4

O ’RO URKE, GENTLEMAN ADVENTURER. A Seria l  S to ry ,
The rem arkab le  incidents connected w ith an a t 

tem pt to found an em pire in the Saharan  D esert.

. L o u i s  Jo se p h  V a n c e 102

THE ONE V IRTUE. A S h o r t  Story ,
Jn which a s tre s s  of c ircum stances b ro u g h t fo rth  the  

one v ir tu e  shared  by tw o d isrepu tab le  characters.

. F r a n k  L i l l i e  P o llo ck 122

THE MAN W ITH  THE THU M B. A T w o - p a r t  Story .  .
A sio rv  of m ystery . Conclusion.

(11 e ttrye  P a r s o n s  B r a d fo r d 127

THE W R E C K  THAT SA V E D  SING LETO N. A  Sh o r t  Story ,
The experience of an express m essenger who found 

good in an ill wind.

. H u g h  .-l. ( '. W a lk e r 148

THE LOOT OF THE P R IN C E S S ’ YACHT. A  S h o r t  Story ,
The th ird  ad v en tu re  of the Derelict H unters.

H e n r y  H a r r is o n  L e w is 151

THE PLAY OE THE JA I-A LA l. A Sh o r t  Story ,
In which an American naval officer, backed by 

Cupid, fights a  duel a t  Pelota.

, .  IT. B e a l l  B a ld w in 159

W IN N E R S , KN IG H T  ERRANT. A Serial  Story ,  .
A story  of ad v en tu re  in Rhodes.

. S e w a r d  W . H o p k in s 166

THE M Y S T E R IO U S  TUBE. A S h o r t  Story ,
T he q ueer experiences of a ten an t who heard a 

voice in th e  wall of his room.

. . P a u l  C  S c h a e ffe r 180

A B R U SH  W ITH  THE N AT IVES. A S h o r t  Story ,  .
'1'he long chances taken  by a lover to p ro tec t the  

in te re s ts  of the  g irl of his choice.

. A r n o ld  ■! W a r r e n 187

A CHAT W ITH  OUR R E A D E R S .............................. 194

YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION. $1 20 SINGLE COPIES, 10 CENTS
M onthly Publication Issued by S tr e e t  &  S m ith , 2_,8  W illiam  Street, New Y ork  

C op y right, j <x*4- by S tr e e t  &  S m ith , N ew  Y o rk . C opyright, 1904, by S tr e e t  &  S mith, (Ireat Britain
a l l  r i g h t s  R L s r / A ' i - n

Publishers everyw here are cautioned against using any o f  the contents o f  this Magazine either w h o lly  or in part 
Filtered at the N ew Y ork  Post Office as Second-Class Matter, under Act o f  Congress o f  March 2, 1879
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THE PERIL OF HORACE DUNN
BY W . BERT FOSTER

A uthor o f  “  Who Was George Bryson?'' Etc.

The strange case of a man who through stress of danger fell victim to a remark
able affliction.

(A Complete Novel.)

CHAPTER I.

T H E  M A N  UNDER T H E  P U L L M A N .

THE evening- express, bound west, 
made a five-minute stop at the 
water tank on the outskirts of 

Everleigh. Everleigh was scarcely a 
whistling station for the flyer; but this 
hold-up at the tank was convenient for 
those inhabitants of the burg who wished 
to travel on a faster train than the ac
commodations which stopped at the 
station.

Dunn swung himself off the step the 
instant the cars came to a halt, and 
walked briskly across the roadbed to the 
gap in the fence which led into the rear 
premises of the old house where he had 
been born, had lived all his twenty-two 
years, and now occupied practically 
alone.

Streams of yellow light came from 
the car windows, illuminating his path. 
When he reached the fence he glanced 
hack at the long train, and the panting 
engine, which had brought him from 
Rum ford.

He shifted the heavy satchel in his

hand, and stooped to pass through the 
gap. As he did so he observed a figure 
roll out from under the Pullman coach, 
which stood opposite.

The figure moved quickly and si
lently, picking itself up from the ground 
with agility, and still traveling in a 
stooping posture, darted into the 
shadow beyond the streaming lamplight.

“A tramp,” muttered Dunn, crawling 
through the gap. “Somebody’s hen
roost will suffer before morning.”

He passed quickly through the yard, 
reached th'e front door, and was opening 
it with his key, when the steady flop, 
flop of a ponderous step on the flag 
sidewalk held his attention.

“Hello, Gibbet!” he called, glancing 
back into the half darkness of the poorly 
lighted street.

“Good-evening to you, sir!” was the 
constable’s reply, his burly form coming 
now into view. “Ye’re back again, I
_ ̂  A }fsee.

“I am indeed, thank goodness!” He 
had dropped his satchel while he strug
gled with the refractory lock. “And 
glad enough to get home. Pm about 
dead.”
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“It’s no easy job ye have, Master 
Horace,” said the old constable, swing
ing his stick.

“I had no idea so much would fall to 
me; nor had Mr. Bingham, I reckon, 
when he went to the Hot Springs to get 
rid of his rheumatism.”

“Ah-h!” said the policeman, in a 
growl. “That Bingham! It’s few 
men he’d trust same as he does you, sir. 
And little enough you are appreciated, 
I warrant.”

Dunn laughed, now having opened 
the door. “Appreciation is reserved for 
the next world, Gibbet,” he said. 
“Good-night!”

He was about to shut the door, and 
the constable had turned to go on, when 
something spurred the young 'man to 
call after him:

“Oh, I say! Gibbet!”
“Yes, sir?”
“Keep your eye peeled for tramps. 

I just saw one roll out from under the 
express, and sneak behind the fence 
back of Jardy’s place.”

“H uh! Let me get my hands on 
him!” exclaimed the constable, and 
started off more briskly.

Dunn went in and closed the door, 
locking it behind him. He groped his 
way into the dining-room, in one corner 
of which stood his desk, and lit a lamp.

Before removing his hat or coat he 
opened the desk, selected a key from 
several in a drawer, and unlocked a 
small, square closet in the wainscoting 
beside the mantelpiece. In his grand
father’s time the family silver had been 
stored in this cupboard; the silver had 
departed long since, with most of the 
other family heirlooms, when the for
tunes of the Dunns had taken a decided 
slump.

Into this closet he threw the heavy 
satchel with a sigh of satisfaction, and 
locked the door upon it, returning the 
key to the drawer in the desk. Then he 
set about preparing himself a meal at the 
range in the kitchen, in which a fire was 
still burning.

He moved about slowly, hesitating 
now and again in his task as though his 
mind wandered from it; and once he 
stood with his hand pressed against his .

forehead, looking straight ahead of him, 
and forgetting entirely the sauce pan 
upon the stove.

“Wake up!” he exclaimed at last. “I 
believe I’m getting silly. I reckon what 
I need is a good night’s sleep. This 
business is wearing me out. Confound 
Bingham, anyway!”

His mind reverted to Everleigh’s 
money lender and banker, and his face 
clouded once more. He had been in Mr. 
Bingham’s employ for three years now, 
and the situation was not an enviable 
one, to say the least.

Everybody hated Bingham. He was 
hard-fisted and sharp in his business 
practices. The milk of human kindness 
seemed to have been long since squeezed 
out of the banker’s nature.

Bingham’s harshness was naturally 
accredited on occasion to young Dunn. 
When the latter was obliged to press the 
money lender’s clients, the said clients 
were apt to blame the clerk as well as 
the master. So Everleigh people did 
not look upon Horace Dunn with any 
great degree of favor.

Besides, the Dunns had come down in 
the world, and with the crash of their 
fortunes when Horace was a child, they 
had quite dropped out of “society.” The 
young fellow’s mother was already dead 
when this family catastrophe occurred; 
indeed, Horace could not remember her, 
for he was, the youngest child.

His father had speculated, and lost 
everything but the house in which they 
had all been born.

Horace’s sister was then married, and 
had gone South; he had not heard from 
her now for six years.

After the crash in their fortunes, the 
elder son, John, went away, too. There 
was nothing for him in Everleigh. He 
had not completed his college course, 
and had no money with which to con
tinue it.

So he went away, and dropped com
pletely out of sight from the day of his 
going. A few years thereafter the un
successful father died, and Horace had 
made his way alone ever since.

It was not a particularly joyful life 
which the young man led. But he was 
faithful to Bingham’s interests, and the
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money lender had promised to find him 
a situation with one of his St. Louis 
correspondents, when he returned from 
Hot Springs.

“And I’ll be mighty glad to see him 
back, too, aside from getting that job 
in the city,” muttered Dunn, seating 
himself at the dining table on which he 
had laid a cloth and set out his supper.

But then he forgot to eat, sitting with 
knife and fork in hand, his mind wool
gathering again. The food grew cold.

Suddenly he was aroused sharply by 
a light tapping upon the window pane. 
The outside blinds were not closed, but 
the shade was drawn. .Dunn glanced 
swiftly at the window, but of course 
saw nothing.

His mind was still rather hazy, and 
for a moment he thought the noise must 
have been made by the branches of a 
tree which stood on that side of the 
house. Then, in a sudden flash of more 
acute understanding, he remembered 
that the branches which had once 
scraped the side of the old dwelling had 
been pruned in the spring.

Besides, the tapping was repeated. He 
rose up hastily, and strode to the win
dow. For the moment it did not cross 
his mind to be afraid.

When he had snapped up the shade, 
and raised the window sash a trifle, a 
voice reached his ear—a voice which 
stayed his hand not alone because of 
the words uttered, but because of the 
strained quality in it.

“Wait! Come to the back door, and 
let me in. I must see you.”

“All right,” muttered Dunn, and 
dropping the window he drew the shade, 
and passed into the kitchen.

Then, having reached the outer door 
and placed his hand upon the bolt, he 
hesitated. Who was this man who had 
called him to the door ?

. A little shiver went through him. He 
turned his head and glanced into the 
dining-room, being able to see the door 
of the cabinet into which he had locked 
the heavy satchel.

“I’m a fool!” he muttered, after a 
moment, shrugging his shoulders. “My 
nerves are getting the best of me. It’s 
some neighbor, I suppose.”

He unbolted the door, and opened it 
a little way. A rather bulky figure 
stood there—a man whose face he could 
not see, and who remained silent, staring 
at him.

.“Well?” queried Horace Dunn.
“You don’t know me?” asked the 

man. A short laugh followed the 
words, and he took a step nearer.

“Why—er—no!” returned the young 
fellow.

“You will when you see me better, I 
reckon,” declared his visitor. “You 
haven’t set eyes on me for some time, 
but you’ll know me all right.”

“Come in,” said the young man, 
doubtfully.

The guest pushed in at once, and 
watched Horace shut and bolt the door. 
Then he preceded him into the dining
room.

There he turned, removed the 
slouched hat he wore, and faced his 
host. “Think you know me now?” he 
asked, with a repetition of the rasping 
laugh.

Dunn saw a bullet-headed man some
where between the ages of thirty and 
forty, his hair cropped rather short, his 
face smoothly shaven. It was a 
strangely colorless face, but something 
in its expression fixed the younger 
man’s attention so that he could not 
withdraw his gaze.

“See something familiar, about me, 
eh?” said the guest. “You was only a 
little shaver when I saw you last, but 
you’ve got a good memory. You’re 
Horace Dunn, ain’t you ?”

“Yes,” breathed the young fellow. 
He experienced a tightening about his 
heart—a nervous apprehension of what 
was about to happen.

“Thought I couldn’t be mistaken. All 
of the family have the same look. Think 
you know me now?”

“I think—are you—is it John?” de
manded Horace, stammeringly, but 
without approaching his guest.

“You’ve hit it, my covey! I’m 
John!” The laugh rasped out of the 
man’s throat again. “Didn’t expect to 
see me to-night, I’ll be bound?”

“No. It has been so long—ten years,
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vou know. And you have never wriG 
ten.”

Horace Dunn felt stunned. He moved 
to the table, and sat down without think
ing to ask his guest to be seated, too.

“Well, you do look knocked of a 
heap,” said the other. “Don’t know 
what to make of your brother, eh ?”

“It seems so strange,” admitted 
Horace. “And you never wrote------”

“I’ll tell you about that all right. 
Good reason for it,” said John Dunn.

“Father is dead,” said Horace, slowly.
“I know all about it,” grunted the 

other.
He turned away, and saw the supper 

spread upon the end of the table. His 
eyes grew wolfish, and he stepped in
voluntarily toward the food.

“Wasn’t expecting a visitor, was 
you?” he asked, looking back over his 
shoulder at the younger man, with a 
knowing wink.

“I had just made that ready for my
self. Are you hungry?”

“M—m !” The visitor rolled his eyes, 
and dropped into the chair before the 
untouched food. He was still buttoned 
to his throat in the long ulster.

“All alone in the house?” he asked, 
suddenly.

“All alone.”
“You’re no slouch of a cook,” said 

John, eying the food approvingly, and 
seizing the knife and fork which Horace 
had dropped when the tap came upon 
the window pane.

“There is a woman comes in during 
the day, but she goes home nights.”

“Aren’t you eating, yourself?”
“I—I couldn’t eat a mouthful,” de

clared the other, hesitatingly. He could 
not take his eyes off the man’s face.

“Kind of knocked you out, coming so 
sudden upon you, have I ?” repeated 
John Dunn, quite amused.

Horace suddenly awoke to his duties 
as a host. “You must excuse me, 
John,” he said. “I am astonished. 
Don’t sit there in your coat. Take it 
off, and be comfortable.”

The man halted in his mastication of 
the first mouthful, and dropped the 
knife and fork. He looked keenly at 
Horace, then glanced at the window.

“Say 1” he said, hoarsely, “can any
body see in past that curtain?”

“Why, no!” returned the other, quite 
startled.

“Then here goes.” Fie began unbut
toning the long coat which shrouded 
his figure. Standing up, he held it 
around him for a moment with one 
hand, staring with glittering eyes at his 
z’is-a-z’is.

“You’ll understand now, young man, 
why your lovin’ brother ain’t been to 
see you recently,” he said, and suddenly 
flung aside the garment, slipping out of 
it like an eel.

FTorace Dunn smothered a cry of 
amazement, and sprang to his feet to 
face the man. The latter stood there 
dressed in a peculiar mixed gray and 
black suit, the black running in broad 
stripes about his body. Its effect was 
hideous.

“Don’t like the look of my uniform, 
eh ?" said John, lightly, and dropped into 
his seat again. “It’s what we all wear 
up yonder,” and he nodded in the direc
tion of Rumford, from which the ex
press had brought Horace himself that 
evening.

The State penitentiary was at Rum- 
ford.

“How—how did you get here ?” 
gasped Horace, at last, staring down at 
the man who had resumed his eating.

“Easy. Got outside in a shoe box. 
Swiped the driver’s coat. Caught the 
train that just stopped yonder at the 
water tank. Rode the rods here. Easy 
way of getting home, eh ?” and he 
grinned.

Horace remembered the figure he had 
seen crawl from under the Pullman car, 
and whose presence in the neighborhood 
he had brought to the attention of Gib
bet, the constable.

CHAPTER II.

U N D ER  T H R E A T  OF DURESS.

Horace Dunn was not in the least 
a romantic individual. But if he had ever 
thought of his older brother’s return, 
the dream was nothing like this.
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He knew the history of the family for 
generations back. The old woman who 
kept house for him, and lived with her 
aged husband several blocks away, had 
known the family, and worked for them, 
since her childhood. The young fellow 
had endured long tales of the elder 
Dunns.

They had always been honest and re
spectable, and, until his unfortunate 
father speculated, very well to do. It 
was beyond the wildest flights of his 
fancy to imagine one of them behind the 
bars of a jail.

He gazed down in horror upon the 
convict. “Sit down!” at last exclaimed 
the latter, with some fierceness. “You 
needn’t cat me up. I ain’t the first man 
that’s broke from ‘stir.’ ”

“You are the first Dunn who ever had 
to, I’ll be bound!” was the observation 
fairly forced from Horace’s lips.

“I dunno. Anyhow, it can’t be helped 
now,” said the other, coolly.

“How—how did it happen?”
“Why, I told you how I got away. 

And I've a good chance to reach the 
line, too, now that I’ve found help and 
a refuge,” and he leered at the younger 
man.

“I mean how came you to get into 
that—that place?”

“Oh, I got hard up, and tackled a 
plant for what there was in it. I made 
a fumble, and had to tap a guy on the 
nut in the get-away------”

Horace’s blank expression brought 
the other to his senses. He grunted:

“Oh, you’re too innocent! I was rob
bing a house, and the alarm was given. 
I knocked a man down. They made it 
‘assault with intent,’ besides burglary, 
and I got a stretch of three fives— 
fifteen years."

“Oh, my God 1” burst from Horace. 
He dropped his head upon his hands, 
and for a moment there was silence in 
the room. The convict even stopped 
eating.

“What th’—see here!” he exclaimed, 
at last. “You’re a softy, all right. 
Brace up! What is it to you?”

“What is it to me that my brother is 
a convict—a man escaping for his life 
from prison?”

“Oh, it â n’t as bad as that,” said the 
other, carelessly. “Though I’d fight be
fore I’d let ’em pinch me, and take me 
back to finish that little fifteen—you 
bet!”

“Think of i t ! think of i t !” groaned 
Horace. “The name of Dunn has never 
been smirched by a dishonest member of 
the family before— that I know.” 

“Rats! Don’t turn on the horrors. 
Why, you’re a reg’lar parson. Be
sides,” he added, “nobody knows that a 
Dunn went to jail, when they took me. 
The cops even don’t know where I come 
from, or anything about me.”

“But they’ll know now. It will all 
come out,” groaned Horace.

“How will it?”
“When you are caught------”
“Not much! I won’t be caught!” ex

claimed John, fiercely.
The younger man raised his head, 

and looked at him. “Do you expect me 
to help you escape—to compound a 
felony, as it were?”

“I know plaguey well you w ill!” was 
the declaration. “If you don’t, folks 
certainly zcill know all about me. I’ll 
tell ’em what and who I am. That’ll 
sound nice, won’t it?”

Horace fell silent, still staring at his 
visitor. The shock of this unexpected— 
ay, undreamed of—catastrophe, seemed 
to have dulled his senses. He could 
scarcely think connectedly.

There seemed to be a terrible pres
sure upon his brain—a feeling that quite 
benumbed him. His mind wandered 
from the subject in hand. He found 
himself thinking of that satchel which 
he had locked into the old silver vault 
less than an hour ago.

“You’ll find me a mighty easy-goin’ 
man, and reasonable, too, if you behave 
yourself,” declared the escaped convict, 
after a moment. . “I ain’t askin’ much of 
you—my own brother, too!

“What I want is a bite to eat—and 
that I’m getting.” He continued to par
take of the food while he talked. “Then 
I want a change of clothes, and a few 
dollars, enough to get me over the line 
into British Columbia. I know some 
people there. The cops won’t catch me 
once I’m in the woods.”
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“I—I don’t know what to*say,” mut
tered Horace, his eyes down.

“You’d better say ‘Yes’ !—that’s 
what,” snarled the other. But he quickly 
dropped his voice to the smoother tone. 
“Come! ’Tain’t much I ask. There’s 
some clothes around the house that’ll 
fit me. I—I left a-plenty.”

“You didn’t leave many,” interposed 
Horace. “They’re up in the attic, such 
as they are.”

“Then let’s have ’em.”
The man pushed back his chair, hav

ing completed his supper. At the mo
ment the old-fashioned knocker on the 
front door rang a summons through the 
house. Both started to their feet.

“What’s that?” gasped the convict.
Horace was silent, his heart beating 

like a trip hammer as he listened. The 
other advanced upon him and clutched 
his arm.

“What’s this—a plant?” His face 
writhed ferociously. Then he seemed 
to remember himself, ' and laughed 
again, gratingly. “I’m getting nutty, I 
reckon. It’s some neighbor. Go an
swer ; but don’t let anybody in.”

But Horace still hesitated. “It may 
be Gibbet,” he said, in a low tone.

“Who’s he?”
“Don’t you remember Gibbet? The 

constable—policeman. He wears a reg
ular uniform now, and has a beat. Ever- 
leigh has grown some. He’ll know 
you.”

“Ah—hum!” sgid the convict,
thoughtfully. “I had forgotten him. 
But he’d know my clothes all right if 
he didn’t recognize me. Don’t let him 
in.”

“I—I saw you crawl from under the 
car out there by the tank,” blurted out 
Horace, “and I mentioned it to Gibbet. 
Thought you were a tramp.”

The convict uttered a fierce oath, and 
his eyes blazed for a second. Then he 
became quiet.

“It’s all right,” he said. “Go ahead. 
There! he’s pounding again. I leave it 
to you to bluff him. But if you 
don’t------”

The threat was not uttered, but the 
young man knew what he meant. 
Horace went slowly to the front hall,

and was a long time unfastening the 
door.

His mind moved swiftly enough, 
however. A thousand thoughts rushed 
through it. One instant he was 
tempted to swing the door open, call 
Gibbet, and denounce the convict hiding 
there in the dining-room.

Then he thought what that would 
mean. Despite the horror he had of 
the man, he was his brother. And the 
whole world would know it, if Horace 
gave him up to the authorities.

Perhaps the effect this knowledge 
would have upon his own personal for
tunes impressed the young man more 
than aught else.

He had served Mr. Bingham with the 
single end in view, that he should finally 
obtain a good position in a banking 
house in the city. To a young fellow in 
his situation, his character—even the 
reputation of his family—was his capi
tal. If it became known that John Dunn 
was a convict, Horace’s chance for ob
taining the coveted situation in the city 
bank would be nil.

And there would be plenty in Ever- 
leigh to seize upon the story and spread 
it broadcast. Horace Dunn, because of 
his connection with Bingham, was not, 
as I have said, beloved by his towns
people.

These facts were keenly alive in his 
mind as he fumbled at the door. When 
he finally opened it, Gibbet stood on 
the porch.

“It’s me, sir,” said the constable. “I 
wanted to ask you a question,”

“What is it?” asked Horace, striving 
to speak naturally.

“Are ye sure ye seen a feller drop off 
the express? We just got news of an 
escape from the ‘jug’ at Rum ford. The 
feller come this way, and they think he 
rode the rods on the express. What 
sort of a looking man was that tramp ?”

“He—he was too far away for me to 
tell. Had on a long coat, I think.”

“That’s* the feller!” exclaimed Gib
bet. “He stole an overcoat from a 
wagon driver. It would cover his 
clothes pretty well.”

“Can it be possible that was the es
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caped convict?” asked Horace, feeling 
that he must say something.

“Haven’t a doubt of it. And he must 
be around here somewhere. We’ll catch 
him, like enough. You’d better take 
care to-night, sir, if you’ve got much 
money in the house. This feller’s a des
perate criminal,” and the old officer went 
away.

Horace came into the house with a 
white face, and closed and locked the 
door. When he re-entered the dining
room he saw that John had been just 
behind the door, listening to all that the 
constable had said.

Stabbed by this discovery, Horace’s 
eyes involuntarily turned toward the old 
silver vault. The other’s glance fol
lowed his, and a smile, grim enough in 
its outlines, wreathed the convict’s lips.

“Well ?” he asked.
“I got rid of him,” said Horace, ap

parently not noticing how he had been 
followed and spied upon. “Now, will 
you come upstairs and get the clothes ?”

He dared not leave his brother alone. 
That smile and glance had caused the 
darkest suspicions to spring to life in the 
younger man’s breast.

He led the way upstairs. At the first 
landing John pointed to a closed door, 
and laughed grimly once more.

“Can scarce believe I was a kid, and 
slept in that room.”

Horace shuddered, and made no 
reply. His remembrance of his big 
brother was that of a sort of. demi
god. But the image had been sadly 
shattered during the last few minutes.

They went on to the attic, and in an 
old press found the clothing of both the 
father and son stored away by the care
ful hands of Margy. John pawed over 
the garments with some scorn.

“By Jove! I’ll be two decades behind 
the times. But they’re better than this 
uniform, eh ?” He finally selected what 
he needed, both from the piles of un
derwear and of the outer clothing.

“I’ll smell like a drug shop. What’s 
this stuff in the pockets?”

“Moth balls, I suppose,” said Horace, 
wearily. “Margy takes care of the 
things.”

“Well, if I must, I must,” grunted

John. He picked up the clothing, and 
descended the stairs, Horace following 
with the light.

“Don’t know what you’ll do with 
these duds,” said the convict, when he 
had discarded his prison apparel and 
donned the other garments. “You don’t 
want to have ’em found on your hands, 
you know. It will go hard with you if 
you do.”

Horace nodded. “I’ll see to ’em,” he 
said.

He stood around, as though waiting 
for John’s departure. The latter saw 
this, and it evidently displeased him.

“You are a lot cordial to your broth
er—I don’t think!” he exclaimed. 
“And not seeing him for ten years, too.”

“I hope it will be ten years before I 
see him again!” declared the younger 
man. “Are you ready to go?”

“Oh, I’ll go when I feel like it,” said 
John, surlily. “You can’t hurry me.”

“Don’t tempt me too far,” responded 
Horace. “I might change my mind even 
now, and turn you over to Gibbet. It 
isn’t too late.”

The convict darted a malevolent look 
at him. But then, in a moment, he 
laughed.

“Well, I suppose you’re right. I’d 
better be on my taps. These clothes—• 
old-fashioned as they are—feel a darned 
sight better than those rags,” and he 
pointed to the heap in the middle of the 
kitchen floor.

“Now, sonny, your loving brother 
will depart, just as soon as you find the 
scads.”

“The what?”
“Money,” returned John, shortly.
“How much do you want?”
“As much as you can spare,” replied 

the other, coolly. “You ought to be 
glad to let me have it. I never heard of 
such a lack of affection in all my life.”

“I have no affection for you—not the 
least!” declared Horace, bluntly. “I 
am helping you to get away for the sake 
of keeping a scandal out of the family, 
that is all.

“And I expect to pay for it. But 
mind !” he shook a warning finger at the 
older man. “Mind, if you try any black
mailing game after you get over the
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line, I’ll turn the matter right over to 
the police, and let them do what they 
like with you. This is the last chance 
you’ll have to get anything from me. I 
hope I shall never see you again.”

John Dunn looked as though he in
tended bursting into a rage, and he was 
evidently a man of fierce' passion. Then 
he grated out a short laugh.

“Guess you know your biz. You’re 
no such a fool as you look. Well, how 
much do I get?”

“Twenty-five dollars. Not a cent 
more. In fact, it is every penny I can 
spare. I am not rich, as you can guess. 
I earn fifteen dollars a week, that’s all.”

“What doing, if I may be so bold as 
to ask?”

“I am clerk for Mr. Bingham,” re
plied Horace, unguardedly.

“Not old Skinflint Bingham?” cried 
John.

“Yes; that’s what some call him.”
“And I reckon you’ve imbibed his 

ideas,” grunted John. “Twenty-five 
dollars! That’s a nice sum to offer a 
man.”

“It’s that or nothing!” snapped 
Horace, looking him straight in the eye.

“I guarantee you’ve got hundreds— 
thousands, perhaps,” the convict said, 
gazing searchingly back at the younger 
man. “I’d bet money, if I had it, that 
you’ve got a fortune— right in that 
safe!”

He wheeled swiftly, and pointed at 
the old silver closet, but kept his eye 
on Horace. The latter did not wince 
—did not move an eyelash.

“Will you stop talking balderdash, 
and answer my question?” he said, 
sharply. “ Will you take twenty-five-and 
clear out? There!s a train from the 
station at eleven-ten.”

“Oh, I must if I must,” said the other, 
with an oath.

Horace pulled two ten-dollar bills and 
a five from his pocket, and tendered 
them. “Then, there you are. Good
night !”

“You’re a fine brother—I don’t 
think!” said John.

“Take your money, and good-night 
to you!”

The other accepted the notes, tucked

them into his pocket, and slouched to
ward the door. Even his walk betrayed 
the jail “lock step,” and Horace turned 
sick at the sight. But he was only anx
ious to get rid of him.

He opened the door, and peered out. 
The coast seemed clear.

“You’ve twenty minutes or more be
fore the train goes. Good-night!” he 
said again.

John Dunn brushed by him, looked 
threateningly into his face for an in
stant, and then disappeared into the 
darkness without a backward glance, or 
a word.

Horace went in, closing and locking 
the door again.

CHAPTER III.

A  STARTLING AWAKENING.

Left alone in the old house the young 
man relapsed into a dazed state, in the 
course of which he finally found himself 
going about the lower rooms and mak
ing sure that the window fastenings and 
the doors were secure. He laughed bit
terly when he came to himself.

“The thief has gone. Why should I 
be afraid now ?” he muttered.

The shock he had experienced was no 
light matter. Horace Dunn had set up 
the idol of respectability of family, and 
had worshiped it for years. Now, in a 
single hour, it had been shattered.

It seemed like a bad dream. How 
could it be possible that his recent vis
itor—the coarse, foul-mouthed convict— 
could be the brother whose memory had 
always seemed so pleasant to him?

But he would never forget this night. 
Even if John troubled him no more, he 
would ever live in dread of the truth 
becoming known that his brother had 
been an inmate of the State’s prison.

Suppose Mr. Bingham found it out? 
If the natives of Everleigh should dis
cover i t ! If his new employers in the 
city should learn the truth!

This discovery would hang over him, 
like a sword from a hair, for the rest 
of his life. When he heard the whistle 
of the train that was to bear his brother
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away from the town, he could almost 
wish that it would dash into some ob
struction, or down some embankment, 
and crush the life out of that terrible 
man who had boarded it at the Ever- 
leigh station!

This thought horrified him after it 
had gained body in his mind. He 
walked the dining-room floor in agony 
of spirit, his hands clasping his head, 
which pained him dully.

And, to continue this game of “sup
posing” which was so fatal to his peace 
of mind, suppose John Dunn had not 
left the town on that train, after all? 
Suppose he still lingered about the 
house ?

Horace knew, as well as he knew any
thing, that his brother had listened while 
he talked with Gibbet at the door. And 
Gibbet had spoken about the possibility 
of there being money in the house.

His own nervousness had betrayed 
to the convict where that money was 
hidden. The man had hinted his sus
picions before going away.

So great a hold did this fact take 
upon his mind that nothing would sat
isfy him but a reassuring glimpse of the 
satchel and its precious contents. He 
found the key, opened the silver safe, 
and brought out the bag, placing it upon 
the dining-room table.

With a key which was hung on his 
watchguard, he unlocked the compli
cated lock of the leather bag. There, 
displayed in the lamplight, were pack
ages of bills and bags of heavy coin—a 
fortune as it had been hoarded by a 
queer old character in Rumford, whose 
heirs had now' delivered it over to Bing
ham for investment.

The miser saved the fortune, coin by 
coin, and note by note. At his death his 
daughters feared to have the sum any 
longer in the house. The old man had 
slept for years in the room with his 
strong box and with a loaded shotgun 
beside his bed.

Horace Dunn was called over early 
that morning to take charge of the 
money. It had to be counted in the 
presence of the women, each package 
marked, and the entire sum receipted 
for.

But it had been a long day’s work. 
He could not get through before the 
closing of the banks in Rumford, and 
he could not get rid of the money until 
the bank of Everleigh opened at nine 
the next morning.

And there was twenty thousand dol
lars, in round numbers, in that bag!

Good reason in that for Horace 
Dunn’s nervousness. But this wras only 
one of the many extra cares which had 
fallen to him since Bingham went away. 
The young fellow w'as nearly at the end 
of his rope, from a medical point of 
view.

Only the day before he had hunted up 
one of his brother’s old medical books, 
and poured over that division given up 
to nervous disorders. His frequent 
lapses of memory, and his sleeplessness 
and depressed moods, had finally im
pressed him that something serious was 
threatening.

And remembering this, his mind re
verted again to that brother. Could 
this convict wdio had just left the house 
—this criminal whom he feared and 
loathed—be the same man whom he re
membered of having seen pouring over 
those medical works, years before? 
John had desired to be a doctor after he 
finished his college course, and he be
came—what ?

A burglar!
Horace shuddered, crammed the 

money back into the satchel, locked it, 
put it in the safe, locked that, and hid 
the key once more. Then he slowly 
made ready for bed.

Once again he found himself stand
ing, his palm pressed to his forehead, 
his thoughts wandering far away, and 
he aroused wdth a start. “What is the 
matter with me?” he muttered.

It was nearly midnight when he 
finally crept into bed in the room off 
the dining-room. He always slept there 
when he had money in the house, for, 
being ordinarily a light sleeper, he be
lieved that nobody could tamper with 
the silver closet without his hearing 
them.

Of late he had hardly slept at all, any
way. Hour after hour he had lain abed, 
and gone over in his mind the transac
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tions of the day, or that which he must 
do on the morrow, sometimes until sec
ond cockcrow.

Now he hoped to sleep; for he was 
dead tired, as he had informed Gibbet. 
But the moment his limbs were com
posed between the sheets, he began to 
think of the money in the dining-room 
closet.

“I’d give everything I own—pretty 
near—if I could have gotten the stuff 
into some bank to-day. I’ll never get 
caught this way again as long as I 
live!”

He could see the satchel of money be
fore him whenever he closed his eyes. 
There it was, stuffed to repletion with 
the packages and bags.

Suppose John Dunn had seen it? The 
thought shocked him into wakefulness 
just as his senses were becoming dulled.

A burglar in the family! A man who 
lived by robbing other men, and who 
had been “sent up” for assault with in
tent to kill, as well as for burglary!

Horace groaned aloud, and rolled, 
and tossed, and found the bed as uncom
fortable as millions of wakeful people 
have before him.

How do people fall asleep? What 
is the mystery of it all? One moment 
we may be thinking rationally of our 
everyday affairs; the next, fancy has led 
us by the hand over the borders of her 
wonderland.

There is little duration of time in a 
dream. One may experience a lifetime’s 
pain and pleasure in an hour; or ten 
minutes of agonized nightmare may 
seem like a year.

Suddenly Horace Dunn knew that he 
was fighting for consciousness. Some
thing weighed him down—he could not 
understand what it was.

The fearful pressure upon his brain 
had returned, and with a gigantic ef
fort of will he finally threw it off, 
and------

He was not in his bed. The cold 
night wind blew upon him keenly. He 
was in the outer air, and in almost 
pitch darkness.

And what was this he was doing? 
His hands were dabbling in an icy 
stream. His cuffs, and the front of his

coat, were splashed with water. Fran
tically—madly indeed—he was striving 
to wash his hands in the brook !

He sprang up when he learned this, 
and gazed wildly about. He could see 
but little. It was yet a long while till 
sunrise, and he was in an open field 
where there was no light.

The feeling which possessed him 
nearly forced a cry of terror from his 
lips. He felt lost—as though he were 
in an utterly strange place.

Slowly into his mind, however, there 
crept the thought that he had come to a 
familiar spot. There was a small stream 
running down from the mountain not 
twenty rods from his home.

Open pastures, dotted here and there 
with scrub oak, faced the old Dunn 
house, and through these fields the rill 
ran. But how had he come here—and 
why ?

He shook himself, and tried his limbs 
to see if he were really in possession of 
his physical powers. He must be 
awake now; yet how had he reached this 
point ?

How had he arisen, donned his cloth
ing, come out of the house, crossed the 
road, and walked some distance into the 
open field without having any remem
brance of these actions? Gradually he 
began to better see his surroundings, 
and was able to face with certainty the 
street on which he lived, and upon which 
the lamps were now burned out.

What had he come here for? What 
had he dreamed that had impressed his 
mind strongly enough to make him 
somnambulistic ?

For that he had walked in his sleep, 
a trick he had not performed since he 
was a very small boy, Dunn was as
sured.

And why was he striving to wash his 
hands ? Even now he found himself 
involuntarily rubbing them together as 
though to cleanse them. What had he 
been doing while unconscious? What 
had he striven to remove from his 
hands ?

The mystery appalled him. Shiver
ing, but now having gained his bear
ings, he stepped back from the rivulet, 
and walked toward the road. By and
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by he came to the fence, and climbed 
over.

The outlines of his own house were 
opposite. He went to the front door, 
It was locked, but he found the key in 
his pocket. He had surely come out 
this way, then, and brought the key 
with him.

He was shivering from the night chill' 
when he entered the house. The rooms 
seemed cold, and there was no light. 
Evidently he had arisen, dressed in the 
dark, and gone out with that certainty 
of location which is one of the mys
terious attributes of the sleepwalker.

He got out of his clothing quickly, 
and crept into bed again, drawing ex
tra covering^ over himself. But not to 
sleep!

He dared not lose consciousness now. 
He feared that he might once more lapse 
into that mental state that had engen
dered his trip into the pasture. And 
while he was absent something might 
happen to that precious bag in the silver 
vault.

So he lay there, staring at the ceiling, 
until the gray fingers of dawn traced 
the pattern of the coming day upon the 
window panes. It was with immense 
relief that he finally arose, and began 
preparations for his breakfast. It was 
too early for old Margy to come, and 
as he had eaten no supper the night be
fore, he was hungry.

He saw the convict’s clothing in the 
kitchen, and hid the garments at the 
bottom of a trunk in his room, the key 
of which he carried. After the fire was 
built and the kettle singing, and he had 
thus disposed of the prison garb of his 
unfortunate brother, the young man 
went into the dining-room.

It was rather a cool morning, and he 
shivered the moment he entered the 
room. “Surely I did not go to bed 
leaving a window open anywhere,” he 
muttered.

Then he halted with a gasping cry. 
The window sash beside his desk wras 
raised 1

“Could I have done that when I got 
up last night? Did I go out that way 
when I was asleep?” he asked himself.

That seemed impossible, however, as

he had found the front door key in his 
pocket, and unless he went out by that 
door he never carried the key. The 
mystery troubled him vastly.

He stood for several moments in deep 
thought. Then, almost involuntarily, 
he turned to the desk, opened it, drew 
out the drawer in which he kept the 
vault key, and saw that it was in its 
place.

A sigh burst from his lips. Yet still 
he hesitated, and glanced toward the 
safe. The door of the receptable was 
closed quite as usual.

Slowly he picked up the key, and 
went toward it. It was a foolish fear, 
perhaps, that had taken hold upon him; 
nevertheless, with trembling fingers, he 
fitted the key to the lock, and flung the 
door open.

Then a cry of despair and horror 
was wrung from him. The leather bag, 
with its precious contents, was gone!

CHAPTER IV.

D E E P  W A T E R .

Dunn struggled back to conscious
ness slowly, for he had fallen to the 
floor at the moment of this terrible dis
covery. He heard somebody fumbling 
at the back door, and he knew old 
Margy had come to see if he needed 
her.

This thought helped him to recover 
from the shock. He sprang up, and 
closed the door of the safe quickly and 
guiltily. In the flash of the passing 
moment he knew that he must hide this 
dreadful catastrophe.

He could not rush out and tell Margy 
he had been robbed. He could not run 
to the police station in the town and 
relate the fact. He could not take a liv
ing soul into his confidence.

Not then, at- least. First he must 
think, must plan the matter out. He 
must arrange in his own mind the de
tails of a story so probable and con
vincing that no doubt might afterward 
arise in the mind of a single human 
being. And he must stick to that story, 
whatever it was, to the end of all time!
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In that instant he became a criminal, 
for he knew he should compound a 
felony. He must lie about this rob
bery. The truth, or what he then be
lieved to be the truth, must never be 
revealed to the world.

He swiftly locked the door of the sil
ver vault, sped across the room to his 
desk, hid the key, and then approached 
the outer door. He glanced at his face 
in the little mirror in the kitchen and 
composed his features before he dared 
open the door to the old woman.

And even then he feared that she 
would notice something in his manner 
that would arouse her suspicions. But 
she came in grumblingly, and began to 
make his breakfast without referring to 
his looks.

Dunn went back into the dining-room, 
and sat before his desk. He had closed 
the window, and now he stared through 
it tinseeingly.

The thoughts which had first flashed 
through his mind when he recovered his 
senses took logical form.

How strangely he had been impressed 
the night before, on hearing the eleven- 
ten train whistle, that perhaps John 
Dunn had not taken it from the Ever- 
leigh station, after a ll! Why had he not 
been warned by that feeling, and re
mained up to watch all night?

Could it be possible that his own 
brother had done this? 'Yet, as he 
thought of this brother—of what he 
was, his appearance, his manner, his 
speech—it did not amaze him.

The suspicions engendered in the con
vict’s mind by the words dropped by 
Gibbet at the door, had brought the man 
back to the house after Horace retired. 
Perhaps when the latter had gone to the 
door to speak to the constable, his 
brother had stepped to the window by 
the desk and unfastened it, fearing that 
a swift and sudden departure might be 
necessary. Horace remembered that he 
had not gone to that window to examine 
its fastenings after the convict was gone.

Convinced that money was hidden in 
the old silver closet, the villain had stolen 
back to the house, raised the window, 
climbed in, and ransacked the desk un
til he found the key to the closet.

Horace knew that his father had al
ways kept the key of the closet in the 
same drawer of the old desk. John had 
remembered this.

And then the horror of what his 
brother had done flooded in upon his 
soul. To rob was bad enough; but to 

, rob him, leaving him to face the shame 
and scandal of it all, seemed the acme of 
treachery.

“Can the man be really my brother?” 
he muttered. "Can our mother and 
father have been the same? It seems 
impossible!”

“What are you muttering about there, 
Master Horace?” demanded old Margy. 
“Come ye, an’ ate your breakfast whilst 
’tis hot.”

“Margy,” he said, arising and walk
ing to the table, “what sort of a man 
was my brother?”

“Huh?” grunted the old woman, 
staring at him. “How mean ye? You 
remember him, don’t ye?”

“Not as clearly as I might,” returned 
the young man, hiding his face from 
her.

“He was a goodly figure of a man. A 
fine man. You’d ought to remember 
how kind he was to ye. And it was for 
the sake o’ leavin’ the more for you that 
he went away—that I know.”

“What’s that ?” he demanded, sharply.
“Why, he told me the day before he 

went away from here, that his father 
wished to mortgage the old house to 
pay for his college schoolin’, an’ he’d 
not hear of it. ’Tis my opinion he left 
so't vour father shouldn’t do it. Poor 
lad!”

Horace shuddered. “How changed ! 
how changed!” he muttered, and 
moodily ate his breakfast.

Meanwhile, he strove to lay out his 
future course of action. As far as the 
matter of Bingham’s finding out the loss 
of the money was concerned, the banker 
could not possibly learn that, unless he 
told him, until after the first of the 
month, when he received the statement 
of his account with the Everleigh bank.

But mad as he might be. Horace Dunn 
knew better than to seek to hide the loss 
of the twenty thousand dollars for such 
a length of time. Suspicion would point
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to him then with a certainty that no 
explanation could shake.

He must decide quickly what was to 
be done. Should he go on, lie about the 
affair, do nothing to point to the real 
thief, and even endure suspicion him
self? Or should he go to the authori
ties and reveal the entire matter to them 
—John Dunn’s visit, and all?

In this latter case the young man saw 
clearly that several circumstances would 
point to his being mixed up in the rob
bery ; and nothing he could say or do in 
the future would convince certain peo
ple— Bingham himself, perhaps—that 
he was innocent.

In brief, if it became known that the 
long-absent John Dunn was a criminal, 
had been confined in the Rumford 
prison for fifteen years for burglary and 
assault, had escaped and visited his 
brother, had been shielded and aided in 
getting away by Horace himself, and 
the money had disappeared that same 
night, what possibility was there of the 
banker’s clerk escaping arrest and. ex
amination ?

One thing was certain. If the iden
tity of the escaped convict was learned, 
people would say that “Horace Dunn is 
no better than his brother.’’ The con
vict had gone with the fortune; it 
would be difficult to convince the public 
that Horace had no hand in it, or would 
not benefit equally with his brother in 
the division of the loot.

But, if he hid the truth, if he told 
nobody of the convict’s visit to the 
house, if he denied all knowledge of how 
the money had been taken, there might 
be some hope of his being believed, and 
in the end the loss of the money might 
not work to his injury.

This was an awful temptation that as
sailed the young man. On the one 
hand was the surety of being misunder
stood and misbelieved forever, if he told 
the truth; on the other was the fact that, 
by suppressing some of the truth, he 
stood to be believed in the end.

The money was gone. Of that 
Horace Dunn was quite convinced.

In the hands of such a man as John 
Dunn, the twenty thousand dollars 
would be a means to an end. He would

use it to get out of the country, and 
to remain in hiding. He would never 
return to Rumford prison.

John w'as now miles away from the 
town. There had been three trains in 
each direction since the eleven-ten 
which the man evidently had not taken. 
It would be useless for Horace to seek 
to follow him, and make him give up 
his prize.

No. He must go on with the usual 
routine of his day’s work. He must 
wait until the bank opened, and then 
appear to have just discovered file loss 
of the bag of money.

The fact that the convict was known 
to be in the neighborhood—even the 
conversation between the constable and 
himself the night before—would tend to 
establish the reasonableness of the story 
he would tell.

He arose from the breakfast table af
ter having forced himself to eat quite 
as much as usual. He even spent some 
few moments in appearing to read the 
morning paper which Margy had 
brought in and laid beside his plate.

He would not go to the closet yet. It 
was too early. He thought: “What 
should I have done had matters been all 
right this morning?”

W hy! there was the letter to write 
to Mr. Kimball about his back interest. 
Mr. Bingham would be angry if that 
was not attended to.

He sat down at the desk, seized the 
pen, and wrote hurriedly the ordinary- 
form of “dun” of which he knew his 
employer approved. “Skinflint” Bing
ham believed in bringing delinquents to 
time with a round turn.

When he had blotted the letter, which 
covered but one page of a sheet, he 
reached for an envelope, and was about 
to fold the epistle to fit the wrapper be
fore addressing it. As he did this, his 
glance fell carelessly upon the letter, 
which he had not sought before to read 
over.

He looked at it, and his hand was 
stayed in mid-air. He leaned forward, 
his eyes glued to the sheet of paper, and 
in an instant he was all of a tremor.

He could not breathe; he felt the 
veins upon his temples swelling; the
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perspiration poured down his face as 
though it were midsummer.

t ie  ccrrrld not read his oivn hand
writing.

Strange as this statement may seem, 
it was an absolute fact. The lines upon 
the letter sheet might have been Egyp
tian or Choctaw. They were utterly 
strange and meaningless to this man, 
whose hand, under the direction of his 
brain, had j ust penned them!

Dunn leaped from his chair. For
tunately old Margy was not in the room, 
and so there was nobody to behold his 
horror and amazement. He stared 
down upon the letter as though it were 
some poisonous reptile.

Was it possible that he had written 
those strange-looking characters? Such 
a jumble of letters he had never seen. 
Yet, it seemed to be English.

Horace Dunn was acquainted with no 
foreign tongue. He wrote a very clear, 
clerkly hand, formed under the tuition 
of an instructor who believed in the old- 
fashioned slanting way of writing. But 
this • writing before him slanted the 
wrong way!

He clasped his hands across his throb
bing brow again. What did it mean? 
Was he going mad ? Indeed, had he al
ready gone mad ?

He had felt so strangely for the past 
twelve hours, there was little wonder he 
should ask himself this question. In 
fact, for days he seemed to have been 
upon the verge of some mental, or nerv
ous, collapse.

His lapses of memory, the sleepwalk
ing experience of the previous night, 
and various smaller matters, impressed 
his mind now with the suspicion that 
he was mentally deranged. Yet, was it 
possible for an insane person to realize 
his insanity?

“Surely I have written quite as usual. 
Why, I can repeat every word of that 
letter,” he thought. “But my eyes are 
wrong. It must be my vision, not my 
brain.

“Those words certainly are English. 
The letters are English; but they look 
turned about A h !”

He shouted this last word, and seiz
ing the paper, ran into the bedroom.

The light from the window fell full upon 
the mirror, and he held the strange- 
looking letter before the glass.

The reflection of the sheet faced him, 
and every word was as clear and as 
easily read as though it had been prop
erly written. He had unconsciously 
penned the letter inversely!

He turned the paper around, and 
stared at it. It was really unreadable. 
But in the glass every character was 
plain.

The mystery of the phenomenon con
fused him utterly. With the strange 
piece of writing clutched in his hand, 
he staggered back to the chair before his 
desk, and sank heavily into it. He 
seized upon such shreds of intelligence 
as remained to him, and brought them 
to bear upon the situation.

He had written quite as rapidly as 
common, but instead of penning the let
ter from left to right, he had begun at 
the right-hand upper corner of the page 
to address “Dear Mr. Kimball.” Then 
the letter had followed from right to 
left, with Mr. Bingham's signature, and 
his own initials under it, at the lower 
left-hand corner. Such an impression 
might have been taken by a clean blot
ter from a heavily inked piece of 
writing.

In a pitiful state of abject despair he 
sat there at the desk, gazing at the let
ter. His head throbbed dully. His mind 
was a riot of conflicting emotions.

A certain conclusion he could draw 
from all these peculiar occurrences. He 
was not mentally balanced. Something 
had happened tto him—what, he did not 
know. He was not the same Horace 
Dunn who had stepped down from the 
evening express the night before and en
tered this old house.

Could it be possible that all these in
cidents which seem to have happened 
since that moment, were hallucinations 
of his troubled brain ? Had his brother 
not visited him; had his wanderings in 
the night been merely a dream; had the 
money not been lost, after all?

Perhaps his eves had deceived him 
when he looked into the safe an hour 
before. The bag of money might still 
be there!
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With this thought, hope leaped 
eagerly to life. He seized the safe key 
and crossed the room swiftly, deter
mined to put this suspicion to the test.

CHAPTER V.
IN  DEADLY PERIL.

In Horace Dunn’s present highly ex
cited state, his overwrought mind was 
likely to seize upon what would, in 
saner moments, be most absurd conclu
sions, to explain this terrifying mys
tery. Why should he believe his brain 
at fault when he could apparently think 
with considerable lucidity, even though 
such connected thinking was the result 
of the most painful effort?

It was not improbable, therefore, that 
he should first believe his vision at fault, 
rather than his mind.

He tore open the little safe, and 
stooping, felt about its floor, like a blind 
man groping for some precious article. 
Every inch of the floor of the box was 
felt again and again by his tremulous 
hands, so that not a penny could have 
escaped him, let alone a satchel crammed 
full of coin and notes!

Finally he came back gloomily enough 
to his desk, and dropped into the chair. 
But he was careful to lock the vault 
door.

In spite of his mental agony, he re
membered that this thing must be hid
den—for the present, at least; and 
Margy was still about the house.

The old woman kept away from the 
dining-room, however, and Dunn could 
think uninterrupted. But it was a 
mighty effort to bring his rioting 
thoughts into subjection.

It was not his vision that was at fault. 
His ocular nerves were apparently all 
right. He had been foolish to have 
credited that possibility for an instant.

He could see everything but that let
ter all right. It was not his eyes which 
were wrong, but the writing itself. For 
some unknown and mysterious cause he 
had penned that epistle to Kimball in
versely.

That he had never heard of such a 
thing—that it seemed utterly impossible

and improbable—did not aid in the ex
planation of the phenomenon. There 
was the letter, actually written back
wards, staring him in the face!

Merely that he had done this thing 
—an ordinary act of everyday life—in 
so strange a manner did not impress him 
so deeply as did the fact that the root 
of the evil must lay in some terrible 
disease which had laid hold upon him.

Not alone did this derangement show 
itself in the inversed writing; his som
nambulism of the night before was like
wise connected with the trouble, as was 
also his frequent and momentary lapses 
of memory.

And then a new thought smote him, 
and he gripped the arms of his chair to 
keep himself seated in it. Was it an 
assured fact that his convict brother, 
John Dunn, had robbed the silver vault 
of the bag of money ?

Aside from the open window, there 
was not a trace of the man’s entrance. 
Nothing had been disturbed, nothing 
was out of place. Now it flashed across 
Dunn’s mind that it was highly improb
able that John should remember where 
their father kept the vault key, or that 
he should go right to that drawer in the 
desk and obtain it, returning the key 
to its place after getting the bag.

Besides, when had the robbery been 
committed ? While he was asleep, while 
he was out walking the fields uncon
scious, or while he lay there in the next 
room, hour after hour, staringly wide 
awake ?

Horace did not believe that he had 
been long away from the house when 
he awoke washing his hands in the 
brook. And although he had not 
looked at the clock on re-entering the 
house, he was sure, measuring the time 
he had later lain awake before daylight, 
that he must have slept but briefly, 
previous to taking his nocturnal walk.

If John Dunn had lingered about the 
house, risking seizure by old Gibbet, or 
some other officer, with the intention of 
robbing that closet, he had run a risk 
which, desperate as he might be, Horace 
fancied the convict would be far from 
taking. The matter looked differently 
to him now.
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John Dunn had been sentenced to fif
teen years, not many of which had been 
served, it was likely. He had a fair 
chance to escape' completely from his 
pursuers. He could not possibly have 
known of thf immense sum of money 
which had been hidden in that vault. 
Then, even though he might have sus
pected the presence of a few hundreds 
there, would his cupidity have driven 
him into so risky a play as this bur
glary ?

It was not creditable, taken in the 
light of Horace’s present knowledge. 
The possibility of John having been the 
robber was vastly dwarfed now.

For the young .man’s suspicions had 
seized upon an entirely different expla
nation regarding the disappearance of 
the money. That window may, or may 
not, have been opened by himself, while 
he was sleepwalking. He doubted, at 
least, if it had anything to do with the 
loss of the satchel.

He started up, and went to the book
case in the parlor. There was a book 
by that master of plot and character, 
Wilkie Collins, which had enthralled 
him when he read it years before—a 
story upon which a dozen later writers 
have founded mystery tales.

He brought “The Moonstone” back 
to his desk and opened it. There the 
hero, in a fit of somnambulism, steals 
and hides the great Indian diamond.

Dunn sat and trembled. He believed 
the loss of the twenty thousand dollars 
was explained. He had robbed himself 
and hidden the money—where?

At this last query he wrung his hands 
in agony. Not an idea had he of what 
he had done, nor where he had gone, 
while he walked in his sleep.

Without doubt he had arisen, re
moved the bag from the safe, returned 
the key to the desk, and gone out with 
the money. Troubled as he had been 
over the treasure and the possibility that 
John Dunn might seek to rob him, his 
hiding of the bag while asleep was not 
at all strange. Indeed, it was most 
natural.

For the most part, dreams do not 
seem to be inspired by the logical rea
sonings of the brain. In our dreams

we do the most absurd things, and con
sider them the acme of good sense and 
shrewdness—until we awake and re
member them!

In his sleep it had seemed to Dunn 
safer to hide the twenty thousand dol
lars somewhere outside the house. At 
once he had followed out this thought. 
But where had he hidden it?

Surely, he had not been absent from 
his bed for any great length of time. 
It must have been but a few minutes 
after leaving his room that he awoke to 
find his hands plunged into the icy 
brook.

Why had he sought to wash his hands 
there ? What had he been doing to soil 
them? Digging a place somewhere for 
the hiding of the precious bag? These 
questions staggered him.

It was now time for the local bank 
to be open. He glanced at the clock, 
and realized that he must decide at once 
what course to pursue.

Could he run to the police, and tell 
them this story—that he had walked in 
his sleep, that his mind was partially un
balanced—and expect them to believe 
that he had innocently stolen-the money, 
and now knew nothing about it?

The improbabilities of the tale arose 
before him in a swarm. His acute nerv
ous state made these incongruities seem 
greater than they really were. To his 
agonized mind not a living soul in all 
God’s universe would believe it !

What! A man rob himself? And 
was his mind so vastly w'orked up with 
thoughts of robbery, that he should turn 
robber in his sleep and steal from him
self?

At least, Horace Dunn was wise 
enough to see that in his present ex
cited state of mind he would quickly 
become confused, and would let some
thing drop about the visit of the con
vict, which would cause inquiry. And 
once the truth about that individual 
was come at by the authorities, no sleep
walking story would save him from 
deadly suspicion.

He was in peril. Not of his life, but 
of losing his reputation for honesty.

The hope that he might be able to find 
the spdt where the bag had been hidden,
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drove him from the house. It was not 
a thickly settled neighborhood; so, few 
people noticed his wanderings about the 
pastures, through which the brook ran.

He found the exact spot where he 
had washed his hands. There were the 
prints of his boots in the soft earth on 
the bank. But he could follow the trail 
in neither direction.

He looked along the bank of the 
stream, viewing the shallow depths in 
the hope that lie might have cast the 
bag into the water. Then he wandered 
toward the old barn, opposite Jardv's 
house, and poked into every promising 
nook thereabout.

Once a house had stood beside the 
barn; but it had burned down years be
fore, the half-consumed timbers carried 
away, and nothing of it remained but 
the broken masonry and the stone-cov
ered cistern at one corner. After kick
ing over the rubbish remaining in the 
abandoned cellar, he approached the 
barn itself.

As he did so he heard a noise inside, 
and the next moment a figure ran from 
the back of the old building, to quickly 
disappear from sight behind a clump of 
trees, farther up the hillside.

For several minutes Horace Dunn 
stood and looked in the direction which 
the stranger had gone. He half believed 
that it was the figure of his convict* 
brother he had seen; although, having 
made up his mind that John had gone 
away on the eleven-ten train the night 
before, this seemed impossible.

“Why should he be lingering about 
here, anyway?” he thought. “There is 
nothing but danger in it for him.

“If he had stolen the money he would 
long since have escaped with it. If he 
had nothing to do with the disappear
ance of that bag, as I firmly believe he 
had not, then why should he remain in 
the neighborhood?

“That was some tramp, or ne’er-do- 
well. It could not have been John 
Dunn.”

He ransacked the barn, however, and 
in a heap of straw in the loft found a 
bed of bagging which was still warm. 
The man he had seen running, not long 
since had occupied this.

“Gibbet ought to know about it,” mut
tered the young fellow. “But I guess 
I’ll be wise, and keep my mouth shut. 
It is none of my business.”

He finally returned home without 
having remembered anything of his 
sleepwalking experience, or finding a 
trace of the missing satchel. His mental 
suffering was intense: One moment he 
determined to run to the police, and tell 
them all; then he was for sitting down 
and writing fully to Mr. Bingham, and 
throwing himself on his mercy.

Mercy! The money lender had never 
shown such a characteristic; Horace 
doubted if he knew what the word 
meant.

Just, Mr. Bingham might be—just 
from a legal standpoint. But that jus
tice was never tempered by the God
like quality.

Still, he picked up his pen, and drew 
the paper toward him. Then he threw 
down the penstock as though it were a 
viper. Suppose he should again trace 
the lines backward? He shrank from 
doing this as though it were a crime.

He paced the room in an agony of 
mind and spirit. Fortunately, old 
Margy had gone home now, leaving him 
alone. He did not appear out all day, 
for he felt that his trouble had so 
marked his features that the neighbors 
would be sure to ask questions.

Twenty thousand dollars lost! He 
could never repay it—not in a lifetime. 
And he knew Bingham would not be 
lenient with him. The money lender 
had never been lenient with a client in 
his life.

If he sold the house and land which 
still belonged to him, Horace Dunn 
would probably receive for them less 
than three thousand dollars. Seventeen 
thousand more to make up. Impos
sible !

And so, from worry and hunger (for 
he stopped for no dinner, and had told 
Margy not to return), before dark the 
young man was in a terrible mental 
state. His eyes were bloodshot, his 
dress disarranged; he was the picture of 
a mentally Unbalanced man.

As it grew dark he ran out and into 
the pastures again, groping in the gloom
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of the coming evening behind every 
stone, and in every oak clump, on the 
hillside. He certainly was not account
able for his actions; he had even for
gotten that he might be observed and 
questioned.

Somewhere out here in the open he 
believed he had hidden the missing bag 
while asleep. It must be found—it must 
be found!

He cried these words aloud; but he 
did not know it at the time. Drawing 
near the open cellar of the burned house 
he observed suddenly a figure flitting 
between it and the barn. To his dis
turbed mind it was suggested that this 
stranger was likewise hunting for the 
treasure—perhaps had found it, and was 
bearing the bag away!

With a stifled shout he sprang for
ward, and clutched the man just at the 
corner of the cellar wall. The fellow 
had been in a stooping posture, and 
Horace’s attack was quite unexpected.

The young man threw his entire 
weight upon him, and with a cry of rage 
and anger the stranger went down un
der him. They rolled and writhed for 
a moment or two on the sod.

Then both staggered erect. Neither 
shrank from the battle. It was too dark 
now for them to see each other’s faces, 
but they cast themselves savagely into 
a locked embrace.

His unknown antagonist was much 
more burly than young Dunn; but the 
latter was not himself at the moment. 
Ridden by his agonizing thoughts 
throughout the day, he had now actually 
become a madman, and with this had 
come to him an unnatural strength.

Shouting, gasping, struggling like 
two giants, they swayed and wrestled at 
the corner of the wall. Once Horace 
got a fist free and struck his antagonist 
with all his strength in the face.

The latter uttered an oath, and sought 
to return the blow. But now Horace’s 
foot was behind the other’s sturdy leg; 
he pressed him backward; vainly the 
man struggled to recover his balance, 
and then------

He fell with a scream of agony, loos
ing his hold upon the young man alto
gether. Horace heard something snap,

and the sound brought him to himself. 
The man lay supinely across the stained 
and moss-grown stone which covered 
the old cistern.

Up the pasture several men were run
ning, one bearing a lantern. They ar
rived in a moment, and found young 
Dunn, with white and agonized face, 
stooping above his victim.

The fallen man lay motionless—ap
parently breathless. Blood trickled from 
between his lips, and ran in a stream 
down his ghastly cheek.

“Who is it? who is it?” cried Police
man Gibbet, who was the man with the 
lantern.

But only Horace knew that the 
deathly face turned up to them was that 
of the escaped convict, John Dunn!

CHAPTER VI.
T H E  S W O R D  F A L L S .

They carried the man—the dead man, 
as Plorace believed—down from the hill
side. He lay in their arms like a corpse, 
and in the blackness of that hour the 
young man hoped—ay, prayed—that he 
was dead.

With his death the danger of the dis
covery of their relationship would be 
eliminated. Nobody would suspect that 
this stranger—even when he was dis
covered to be the escaped convict—was 
John Dunn.

He had been sentenced to prison un
der an assumed name. He had assured 
Horace that even the police who ar
rested him did not know his antecedents.

The young man, shocked into a much 
cooler and more acutely sensible state 
than he had labored under all day, saw 
that his own position in the affair was 
not bad at all. He had been walking in 
the fields, t ie  had seen this stranger 
and accosted him. The man had at
tacked him—Dunn was a little hazy on 
that point—and in the struggle had 
fallen across the cistern top and broken 
his back.

It would be learned that the dead 
man was the convict who had broken 
jail at Rumford the afternoon before. 
Little as his 'townspeople loved him,
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Horace knew that his course would not 
be criticised. There would be no sym
pathy wasted upon a tramp, or a con
vict.

These thoughts rioted in his mind 
while they bore the body down to the 
road. “Where’ll we take the poor 
chap?” asked one of the bearers.

Horace was about to suggest the jail 
as the proper place; Everleigh had no 
hospital. Then the horror of the thing 
came upon him, and suddenly, all the 
ice went out of his blood, and he forgot 
the part he had decided to play.

This was his brother lying here! He 
had killed his brother! And like Cain, 
he had sought to hide the truth from 
God and men.

He groaned aloud, and began to 
wring his hands. The men had thought 
him in a stupor before, and now old 
Gibbet said:

“Don’t you worry, Master Horace. 
You’re not to blame. It was you or him 
—one o’ ye had to get it. This is likely 
the convict I was tellin’ you about last 
night. Jardy, here, seen him about the 
old barn to-day, and we was just start
ing out to hunt for him.”

But Horace did not listen. “He can’t 
be dead! he can’t be dead!” he mur
mured. “Bring him across to my house. 
Don’t take him anywhere else. One of 
you run for Dr. Older. I won’t believe 
he’s dead—I won’t!”

“Well, we’ve got to take him some
where,” said Jardy; “it might as well be 
to Mr. Dunn’s. By Jove! he’s a vicious- 
lookin’ fellefr, ain’t he?”

They went on with their burden. One 
man had run down the road for the 
physician. Horace hurried ahead to un
lock the front door.

He lit the lamp in the parlor. There 
was no fire there, but the paper and 
wood were already in the stove, and he 
touched a match to this kindling before 
the men arrived with the body.

Horace rolled out the broad couch 
into the center of the room, and Gib
bet and Jardy laid the man upon it. The 
remembrance flashed through Dunn’s 
mind that years ago he had frequently 
seen his brother lying there, while he 
digested his studies. The table at which

John once read, and his student lamp, 
were in their old place at the farther end 
of the long room.

“I must go right out and ’phone to 
the station,” said the old policeman. 
“The chief will wanter know about this. 
Mebbe we’d oughtn’t to have touched 
him; but he might be alive yet. A h ! 
here's the doc.”

A carriage stopped before the door, 
and the physician, caught on the road 
by the messenger, leaped out, and bus
tled into the house with his instrument 
case. Horace stood in dumb despair, 
and watched the professional man make 
a rapid examination.

“Ah—ah F muttered Dr. Older. “Not 
so bad. A good hard thump on the 
back of his head. What’s this? Oh, a 
tooth knocked out. That’s where you 
struck him, I reckon, Master Dunn. 
Good stiff blow.”

“Is—is he alive?” gasped the young 
man.

“Alive? Bless you, yes! Can’t kill 
a fellow like this so easy. He’s good 
for making a lot of trouble yet, my
boy------  What’s this? A broken arm.
Twisted it under him when he fell, I 
should say. Back’s all right. Nothing 
particularly serious the matter. Hear 
that!”

The man had groaned. At the sound 
Horace fell into a chair. He came near 
fainting for the, second time that day.

Then he was not to be a murderer! 
And with this there rushed in upon him 
thoughts that set him completely a-trem- 
ble. He shook as though he suffered 
from a physical instead of a mental 
ague.

John Dunn was alive; he would soon 
regain his senses. It was already sus
pected by Gibbet that he was the escaped 
convict, and John would see that it was 
through hif brother he had fallen into 
the hands of the authorities again.

Whatever had caused the man to hang 
about Everleigh—whether he had, after 
all, stolen the bag of money or not—he 
would rightly lay his recapture to 
Horace’s door. It was certain, there
fore, that he would fulfill his threat.

He would declare himself John Dunn. 
He would tell all that had happened the
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evening before when he came to the 
house, obtained his present wearing ap
parel and the money from his brother, 
and escaped, presumably to leave the 
States on the outgoing train.

The whole horrid story must become 
known. His own reputation was gone. 
He might better have run from it all 
that day, for now he felt that his arrest 
was but a few hours away.

He could never make the world be
lieve his story about the missing twenty 
thousand dollars. He really did not be
lieve that John Dunn had taken that 
satchel; rather, he was inclined to think 
the man had hung about in the hope of 
later robbing the house.

He, Horace, had done away with the 
twenty thousand dollars; and what he 
had done with it was beyond his wildest 
imaginings! • Arrest, conviction, im
prisonment, stared him in the face.

He crept out of the room, leaving the 
doctor and Jardy working over the in
jured man. He lit the lamp upon his 
desk, and sat down there. To his tor
tured mind there was but one course be
fore him.

He must write a full confession of the 
matter to Mr. Bingham, and then—well, 
whether he remained in Everleigh to 
face the scandal, or ran away to escape 
it all, remained to be seen. He wrote 
plainly, page after page, revealing fully 
to his employer the incidents connected 
with the visit of his brother to the house, 
and the disappearance of the money.

Meanwhile, he heard Gibbet come 
back, and, after a time, the chief of the 
town police himself arrived with a 
wagon. The doctor had patched up the 
injured convict, and they bundled him 
out, and took him away in the wagon.

Horace wrote on, and just as he came 
to the completion of the long letter, and 
signed his name, he heard a^step in the 
front hall. He glanced around. The 
burly form of Gibbet appeared in the 
doorway of the dining-room. The old 
constable's face was very grave, and he 
said, sternly:

“They want you down to the town- 
house, Mr. Dunn. The chief wants to
see you.”

Horace controlled his voice with a

mighty effort. “Very well, Gibbet. I’ll 
be with you.” He reached for one of 
the envelopes already stamped with Mr. 
Bingham’s present address, hastily 
folded the written sheets, and sealed the 
envelope. Then he arose. “I am 
ready.”

“You’d best lock your doors when you 
go out,” said the officer, clearing his 
throat.

“Very well, Gibbet.”
Dunn was very calm now. The ex

pected had happened. John had con
fessed his identity, and the beginning of 
his own affliction had come. There 
would be no chance for him to run 
away, after all.

He looked at the fires, blew out the 
lights, and locked the front door. Gib
bet waited for him on the step. The old 
man swung his club nervously, and had 
some difficulty in clearing his throat be
fore he spoke again.

“I say, sir,” he said, hoarsely, “the 
express has just stopped at the water 
tank.”

The young man halted, amazed, and 
stared at him. The policeman’s face 
was wooden, but he added:

“She’ll start again in a minute, sir.”
A thought flashed through young 

Dunn’s mind. The letter in his hand 
was all stamped. There was a mail car 
attached to the express, and he could 
drop the letter into the slit in the side 
of the car.

“I’ll do that!” he said, aloud. Then 
he hesitated, and looked again at Gibbet. 
“Do you mind coming around that way 
with me, Gibbet?” he asked. “I—I 
want to drop this letter. It must go 
quickly.”

“Me, sir? You—you might run over 
alone,” stammered the officer. “I—I’ll 
wait for you here.”

Horace was off on the instant. The 
locomotive had already begun to exhaust 
as he dashed up the railroad embank
ment. He arrived at the mail car, how
ever, in season to push the bulky letter 
through the slit. Then he returned 
more slowly to the front of the house.

When Gibbet saw him, he started 
back, gasping. “Did—did it start too
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quick for you, sir?” he demanded, chok
ingly.

“Oh, n o ! I got my letter in,” was the 
response. The policeman mopped his 
forehead, still staring at the young man. 
The latter moved closer to him, and 
said, in a low voice:

“Do your duty if you must, Gibbet. 
I shall not run. I’ll stay and see this 
thing out—God helping m e!”

“You—you know what’s the matter, 
sir?” asked the old man.

“I suspect.”
“Well,” and he sighed, “I won’t ar

rest you. But you can come down with 
me, if you will. I’ll lose my buttons 
before I’ll take you in a prisoner—and 
they can make the best of that now 1” 
and he said it viciously.

CHAPTER VII.

THE MYSTERIOUS LETTER.

A thin, rather weazened-faced man 
followed the porter down the aisle to 
the only remaining seat in the drawing
room car. He walked stiffly, as though 
he suffered some lameness in his limbs, 
and his features were screwed into any
thing but a pleasant expression as he 
slowly sank into the seat.

The man who faced him glanced twice 
in his direction before speaking. This 
latter was a rather fine-looking indi
vidual, prosperously dressed, with sharp 
eyes sparkling behind his eyeglasses, 
and a luxuriant brown beard which gave 
him a foreign air.

“Troubled with rheumatism, my 
friend?” he asked the thin man, as the 
train started on from the junction.

The one addressed looked up rather 
brusquely from some sheets of rustling 
paper which he had drawn out of his 
pocket the moment he sat down. He ap
parently had half a mind to reply un
graciously to the question; but the 
speaker was so kindly-looking, that he 
said:

“Well, I have been. They tried to 
soak it out o’ me at the springs. And 
I guess they did me some good there. 
I’d about forgotten the rheumatism,

however,” and his eyes dropped to the 
papers in his lap.

“Well, perhaps business affairs do 
help', on occasion, to make a man forget 
his physical ailments.”

“H uh! Likely that's so. And I 
reckon there’s trouble enough piling up 
for me back home. I had to cut things 
short at the springs.”

“Let’s see, you live------?” The in
flection was most insinuating, and the 
other responded, with scarcely a second 
thought:

“Everleigh.”
“Ah, yes. Small town not far beyond 

Rumford. This train does not stop 
there, does it ?”

“It stops just at the farther edge of 
the town for a minute, to water up. I’ll 
drop off there. Otherwise I couldn’t 
get in until after eleven. The connec
tions are bad.”

“You are right,” said the stranger, 
smiling. “I should think that eleven at 
night was an awkward hour to arrive 
home. But-scarcely more so for pur
poses of business than the time at which 
this express passes Everleigh.” He had 
been referring to his time-table as he 
spoke.

“I don’t care what hour I get there,” 
declared the rheumatic man, in some 
heat. “I can’t get there too quick. I 
reckon there’ll be the dickens to pay—  
there always is when I undertake to go 
away.”

The burly man looked sympathetic, 
and the other warmed toward him.

"I tell you, sir; I’m a banker in a 
small way. Do a good business for a 
country town; old clients, you know. 
Everybody knows me in the county. 
My name’s Bingham.”

His vis-a-vis bowed, but ventured no 
name himself. Bingham, who was ex
cited and interested in his own trouble, 
did not notice this, but Went o n :

“I’ve got a clerk that I’d have trusted 
my hide with. Knew his folks from 
’way back. As good a family as there 
is in the county. Old man lost his 
fortune speculating, ten or a dozen years 
ago. He’s the only one left now.”

“Who?” asked his new friend, 
quickly.
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“My clerk, I mean. The one I’m tell
ing you about. Well. There was a 
matter of some twenty thousand dollars 
which fell to some women out Rumford 
way. They wrote me to come and get 
it (their father had hoarded it, small 
sums at a time, for years, and had never 
trusted a bank—the old fooll), and I 
turned the matter over to my clerk.”

“A good sum that, to trust to the 
young man.”

“Why, I never thought of it that way. 
I tell you, I’d have trusted my very last 
cent with him. It seems he went after 
the money, and was to deposit it yester
day morning in the Everleigh bank.

“Quite as a matter of form I kept tabs 
on him. Never would have believed 
him crooked. I wired a question to the 
women day before yesterday, and they 
answered that he’d left for Everleigh 
with the cash—too late to bank, you 
know.

“So I wired the Everleigh bank in 
the morning—that was yesterday morn
ing. He hadn’t been in. Then I wired 
again in the afternoon. They denied 
receiving any deposit. So I telegraphed 
my young man. What did I get this 
morning but the confoundedest letter 
you ever saw! It’s from him; I know it 
is, for the envelope is one of my own, 
and addressed by my own stamp. I left 
him some when I went away.

“But the letter!” he rustled the sheets 
in his lap. “Why, if you can make head 
or tail of the thing, you’d be a wonder. 
Whether it’s hog Latin or Cree Injun, 
I’m hanged if I know 1”

He passed one of the closely written 
sheets over to the foreign-looking man. 
“He’s been kind of erratic in his letters 
lately, I noticed,” said Bingham. “But 
he wrote plain enough English. I was 
thinking of running home, and giving 
him a bit of a vacation, himself. But 
there’s something queer about this, I 
vow!

“Besides, I saw a dispatch this morn
ing in a St. Louis paper about a man of 
his name being arrested in Everleigh. 
But they said he was an escaped convict. 
I tell you, I’m some worried over the 
whole matter——  Well, what do you 
see in that letter, sir?”

For the stranger’s face had changed 
its expressioh suddenly, he had whipped 
out a small mirror from his pocket, and 
was holding the peculiarly written sheet 
before the glass.

“You say this young man has been 
acting rather erratically of late?” he 
asked, in an entirely different tone 
from his former voice of amused 
curiosity.

“Why—I dunno. He’s written funny. 
Mixed things up a little. Sort of for
getful like, I take it.”

“Been under great mental strain—• 
great responsibility ?”

“Some, I suppose. My being 
away------”

“And the responsibility of this twenty 
thousand dollars you speak of would be 
no light matter in addition to his regular 
work, eh? In fact, his nerves would be 
upon a keen edge—a keen edge.”

“Perhaps; but what’s become of my 
money—and what’s the matter with that 
letter ?”

“The last part of your query I can 
answer at once. It is written back
ward.”

“By gracious! I thought some of the 
words looked like English turned 
around.” The banker grabbed the sheet 
again, and studied it carefully. “What 
kind of tommvrot is this, anyway ? 
Writing to me backward!”

“It seems to me a rather interesting 
case,” said the other, thoughtfully.

“Interesting! It’s confounded fool
ishness. I’ll make him wish he'd not 
played such a silly trick on me. How 
does he suppose I can read backward?”

“Would you like to know the con
tents of the letter? If so, I think I can 
aid you with my mirror. Or, hold it up 
to that glass yonder; you can see for 
yourself.”

Bingham glanced around him, and 
noted the people near. “Don’t care to 
make it visible to everybody,” he said, 
dropping his voice. “About that twenty 
thousand dollars, you know. Maybe 
the fool’s said something in this—see 
here! Draw over and show me how to 
use the glass. You read it to me, any
way. I haven’t my spectacles.”

The two men put their heads close to- .
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gether. The stranger arranged the 
sheets of the letter, which was written 
evenly in a running hand from right to 
left, instead of from left to right, and 
with the aid of the small pocket mirror 
read the lines aloud into Bingham’s ear. 
And there was revealed in that letter a 
story that brought the perspiration to 
the money lender’s brow ; but the stran
ger was unshaken until he came nearly 
to the end of the epistle.

He had refused to stop to discuss the 
letter, or to allow Bingham to express 
his opinion of the writer, or of his 
veracity, all the way through. It was, of 
course, Horace Dunn’s letter to his chief, 
and in it the miserable young man had 
revealed everything about the visit of 
the convict to his house, the disappear
ance of the money, the convict’s capture, 
and his own inability to remember where 
he had hidden the fortune during his 
sleepwalking experience.

Quite unconsciously the young man 
had again written inversely; but he had 
said nothing in his letter regarding the 
note penned to Kimball in this same 
manner, nor about his general state of 
mental health. He urged his employer 
at the end to return at once, as he ex
pected to be arrested for aiding in John 
Dunn’s escape.

It was at the end that the stranger 
allowed his own feelings to overcome 
him. He saw the young man’s trem
bling signature through a mist that 
forced him to remove and wipe his eye
glasses.

But Bingham was not similarly 
moved. He was wild. He gritted his 
teeth. Under his breath he called 
Horace Dunn about everything he could 
lay his tongue to.

“The rascally young puppy! Thinks 
he can pull the wool over my eyes? 
And his brother a convict! I never did 
like that John Dunn when he was loafing 
around heme and living off his old man!

“I can see their scheme. They’ve put 
their heads together, and robbed me of 
this money—the dirty thieves! I’ll send 
Horace to keep his brother company in 
Rumford jail—that I w ill!”

The stranger had recovered himself, 
and now seemed amused at the money

lender’s outburst. “How do you ex
plain the two men fighting, then?” he 
asked. '

“Quarreled over the division of the 
loot, I suppose. Oh, we’ll get at it as 
soon as I take hold.”

“Now, do you know, I’m rather in
clined to believe a good deal of this let
ter is quite true, Mr. Bingham?” said 
the other, calmly.

“What, sir! And I took you for a 
sensible man.” Mr. Bingham said it 
sadly.

“Well, whether I am sane or not, is 
still to be proven,” laughed the stranger. 
“But this inverse writing tells me some
thing that it does not to you.”

“1 should hope so; it told me noth
ing but foolishness before you explained 
to me how to read it. And why the 
fellow ever scrawled such a thing——•”

“To my mind, Horace Dunn has no 
idea that he wrote the letter so,” said the 
other, firmly.

“Pray tell me what it means, then?” 
demanded Bingham.

“I happen to be interested in mental 
diseases. Where I come from—Berlin, 
in Germany—they call me a specialist in 
sucf! disorders,” said the stranger, smil
ing. “I would like to see this young 
man who wrote the letter, for purely 
professional reasons, for I think he is 
one of the comparatively few persons 
known to science who have been afflicted 
by this phase of mental disorder.”

“He’s afflicted by a disease called ‘dis
honesty,’ ” grunted Bingham, unbe
lievingly.

“We don’t call it that.”
“No; and you sometimes call sneak- 

thievery kleptomania. I know you doc
tors !” declared Bingham; but he said 
it good-naturedly, for he considered 
that he had made a fine point.

The German specialist laughed in 
good-humored appreciation of the bank
er’s remark. “That may be, mein 
Herr,” he said. “But we call this dis
ease—if the young man is afflicted as I 
think—agraphia. The brain centers 
which control the power of expressing 
thought in writing are so disturbed that 
the patient unconsciously writes back
ward.
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“Your own Dr. Simon—Dr. Carleton 
Simon—has been treating a similar case 
to this; that of a young lady in fash
ionable life, who is afflicted with spells 
of this mental disorder. It is in the 
same category as aphasia, the disease 
that robs one of the power of speech, 
which has of late gained so much at
tention from scientists.

“Why, look you !” exclaimed the phy
sician, becoming enthusiastic as Bing
ham became more and more doubtful. 
“How could a man, without much pa
tient study, learn to write inversely like 
that? The letter is not unnatural in any 
part. The first few lines are like copper
plate, and at the end he only shows or
dinary weariness and some emotion. It 
would be a marvelous thing if he had 
done this after long practice.”

“But do you mean to tell me that the 
fellow did it offhand—without knowing 
what he was about?”

“Without realizing that he was writ
ing backhanded—yes.”

“And you take stock in this sleep
walking business, too?”

“Ah—as to that!” The doctor shook 
his head, and his face clouded. “I do 
not know. I must see the patient.' I 
do not think that somnambulism would 
really attend this mental state.”

“I—guess—not!” declared Bingham, 
puffing out his cheeks. He dearly loved 
to “put a fellow up a stump,” as he 
called it. “I tell you, the whole thing is 
a fake, doctor.”

“It interests me deeply,” said the 
doctor.

“It interests me twenty thousand dol
lars’ worth!” grunted the banker.

“I would like to see the young man.” 
“You can see him in jail an hour af

ter I land in Everleigh—if they haven’t 
let him run away. I wired the chief of 
police to hold him.”

The foreign doctor thought deeply 
for some minutes. Finally he said: “Is 
there a hotel in Everleigh ?”

“Well, something they call one. I 
don’t recommend it.”

“I’ll put up with a good deal for the 
sake of science,” and he laughed. “I’ll 
risk the hotel, and get off with you to 
see this young man.”

“Not much you won’t! You’ll come 
to my house. I live alone, but in pretty 
good style. By ‘alone’ I mean there are 
no women around. I can make you 
more comfortable than they can at the 
hotel.”

“You are very kind,” murmured the 
stranger, glancing at him oddly. “I will 
get off with you—where do you say ? 
At the water tank ?”

And two hours later when the even
ing express stopped, panting, behind the 
old Dunn house, two figures dropped 
off, and, with the money lender hob
bling along in the lead, they passed 
around to the front of the house.

There was a light in the dining-room. 
When the money lender thundered on 
the old-fashioned knocker, a slow step 
came across the floor, and with the 
opening of the door Horace Dunn him
self appeared.

But changed—changed! His face 
pallid, his cheeks sunken, his eyes like 
smoldering coals in a countenance drawn 
with suffering. He was but the ghost 
of the young man Bingham had left to 
care for his business, three weeks be
fore.

But the latter paid little attention to 
Dunn’s appearance. He shouldered his 
way into the house, with a growl.

“What’s the matter here, anyway?” 
he demanded. “What’s this confounded 
foolishness you are undertaking to play 
off on the public? What does that let
ter mean, anyway? And where’s my 
twenty thousand dollars?”

“I have been hunting for it all day— 
all day,” murmured Horace. He had 
followed Bingham weakly into the 
room. The stranger closed the door, 
and came last.

“Well?” demanded the banker.
“I have not found it. What I wrote 

you was true, I fear. I must have hid
den it in my sleep. The—the man they 
captured swears he knows nothing 
about it. He missed the eleven-ten that 
night I helped him, and hung around 
waiting for another train.”

“Your brother, you mean?” said 
Bingham, harshly.

Horace’s chin fell upon his breast. 
“Yes,” he whispered.
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“A  likely story—a likely story!” 
shouted his employer. “I believe you 
and that John Dunn hatched this up 
between you. You know where the 
money is, all right.”

“I wish to God I did!” murmured 
Horace. He dropped into a chair.

The stranger stepped swiftly forward, 
and laid a firm hand upon the boy’s 
shoulder.

Horace raised his eyes again.
“You—you have come to arrest me?” 

he stammered. He thought the heavily 
bearded man to be the sheriff of the 
county.

“No, he ain’t. But you’d ought to be 
in jail!” snarled Bingham. “I thought 
you would be.”

“They let me go on my own recog
nizance until next week,” said Horace, 
wearily. “I—I told them I would not 
run away.”

“I wired Grafton, the chief of police, 
to hold you.”

“I know. But he said he had no au
thority to. You made no accusation.” 

“Well!” Suddenly Bingham be
thought himself and turned to his com
panion. “What do you think now 
about it? Think much of that sleep
walking business ?”

The stranger had been looking fixedly 
into Horace’s upturned eye. “I do not 
think Mr. Dunn is suffering from som
nambulism,” he said, dryly.

“What did I tell you! And that con
founded backward writing, too! All a 
fake!”

Horace started. “Do you mean—did 
1 write backward again?”

“ ‘Again!’ ” repeated the physician, 
quickly. “Have you done it before?” 

“I—I don’t know what is the matter 
with me,” declared the young man, in 
much confusion. “I had forgotten 
about that. Was Mr. Bingham’s letter 
written wrongly ?”

“I—should—say—it—was!” returned 
his employer, in deep disgust. “Had to 
read it in a looking-glass.”

“I—I wrote a note before, that way,” 
admitted Horace.

“Ah—yes!” said the physician, inter
estedly. “A clear case of agraphia.”

“A clear case of robbery, and an at

tempt to fool the public after it,” 
growled Bingham.

Horace looked dazed, and, to anybody 
but a madman like Bingham, desperately 
ill. His employer’s harsh speeches 
seemed scarcely to impress him. The 
physician looked very grave.

“I’m going down to see Grafton,” said 
Bingham, taking the physician aside, 
and whispering in his ear. “I don’t 
trust that fellow. He’s too slick.”

“Grafton is the officer of the police?”
“He’s the chief.”
“You’ will demand Mr. Dunn’s ar

rest ?”
“That’s what I shall do.”
“But don’t you think that is going to 

an extreme? I tell you the man is sick. 
His mental state is such that the shock 
of arresting him on this charge may 
quite unbalance his mind.”

“Bah!”
“I am making that statement with my 

professional reputation behind it,” said 
the physician, stiffly.

“Well, I don’t propose that he shall 
get away with my money,” declared 
Bingham. “You say yourself you don’t 
take any stock in the sleepwalking 
story. I’m not going to be fooled out 
of twenty thousand dollars,” and he 
smote one hand upon the other em
phatically.

CHAPTER VIII.

SC IEN C E VS. “ JU S T IC E .”

Horace Dunn sat there in his chair 
with but a hazy idea of the trend of 
affairs. Since the convict’s capture, and 
the latter’s passionate denouncement of 
the young man as his own brother in the 
police office, Horace had done little but 
search through the fields and along the 
brookside for the missing bag of money.

Of course, John Dunn had said noth
ing about the money in his statement to 
the police. Horace doubted if the man 
knew anything about it. It was only 
now being whispered about the town 
that Horace had either stolen, or lost, a 
large sum belonging to his employer.

But all this day the young man had
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refused to touch food, despite old 
Margy’s pleading; hearing to nothing, 
thinking of nothing but the disappear
ance of the twenty thousand dollars.

Old Margy was in the kitchen now, 
fearing to leave her young master alone; 
and she was much disturbed by the an
gry voices from the dining-room, the 
door of which was closed.

For “Skinflint” Bingham would not 
hear of the doctor’s reasoning. Noth
ing would satisfy him but the young 
man’s arrest for robbery, and he finally 
stormed out of the house, loudly an
nouncing that intention.

Left alone with the patient, the German 
physician went quickly to him and again 
examined his eyes, feeling the pulse in 
his limp wrist meanwhile. Horace 
crouched in his chair, unseeing, unno
ticing, and plainly in a state bordering 
upon complete collapse.

The bearded man stood an instant in 
thought, looked as though he would ask 
the patient a question, saw that that 
would be useless, and turning suddenly 
at last, walked straight into the front 
hall. There was a cupboard there; per
haps he had noticed its door ajar when 
he entered the house.

At least, he opened this now, and the 
light from the lamp in the hall shone 
into the closet. There was a shelf filled 
with bottles, and in a moment he had 
selected one from the number. They 
had stood there for years, although old 
Margy was too careful a housewife to 
allow dust to collect upon them. The 
position of the collection of medicine 
bottles had not been changed, however, 
since Horace was a child.

Coming quickly back into the dining
room the physician filled a glass half 
full of water from the carafe, and then 
dropped some of the colorless fluid from 
the bottle into it. The pungent-smelling 
drug turned the water a milky shade, 
and the physician, stooping over his 
patient, almost forced this solution be
tween the young man’s clinched teeth.

“Drink!” he commanded, and Horace 
obeyed.

“I—I feel very strange,” muttered he. 
“I—I don’t know who you are, sir, but 
you are very kind to me.”

“I am a medical man,” returned the 
other, shortly. “Your case interests me 
much. But I should feel better if I 
could consult with your family phy
sician.”

“Dr. Older?”
“Ah—yes,” said the other, gazing 

down upon the young man fixedly.
“Do— do you really think I am sick?”
“Your mental state is bad, I tell you 

frankly. These nervous spells you have 
had, the peculiarity in your writing, and 
—you have had lapses of memory?”

“Yes, sir. I—I can’t remember where 
that bag of money went to.”

“Never mind that. We won’t discuss 
it now. We’ll get you on your pins 
again first.”

“But I know that Mr. Bingham will 
have me arrested. He’s gone for the po
lice now!” and the young man half stag
gered to his feet, looking wildly about 
him as though for a means of escape.

The doctor pushed him firmly back 
into his chair. “Stay right where you 
are,” he said. “You will not be arrested. 
Not now, at least.”

“How can you prevent it?” mur
mured Horace.

“As your physician I shall forbid your 
being removed from the house. But I 
must reach this Dr. Older. The weight 
of his opinion will help the matter with 
the authorities, I feel sure. Bingham 
is not a reasonable man.”

“You might send old Margy for the 
doctor,” suggested Horace, struggling 
to fix his wandering attention upon the 
matter. It did not seem to his over
burdened mind to be a thing which con
cerned him in the least.

At the suggestion, the strange phy
sician stepped swiftly to the kitchen 
door, and opened it. Margy was there, 
waiting for the result of the conclave in 
the dining-room. She got up slowly, 
staring at the bearded man with wide- 
open eyes, as he entered and closed the 
door behind him.

Horace did not move from his chair, 
although he heard the old woman cry 
out. A few moments later the doctor 
returned.

“I have sent her for Dr. Older,” he 
said. “Now, young man, I must re
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quest you to give your case entirely up 
to your friends. Think no more about 
the money. Thinking will not help 
you.”

“But if I could only remember again 
what I dreamed while I was walking in 
my sleep.”

“We won’t discuss that,” said the 
other, dryly.

“Tell me, sir; am I going matf?”
“No danger of it, if you will obey 

orders.”
“But this peculiar feeling—this 

strange way of writing------”
“As far as the writing in reverse is 

concerned, the explanation is simple 
enough. When the first case of agraphia 
was noticed by the medical fraternity, it 
was merely considered the weird trick 
of a tired brain.

“But Dr. Carleton Simon, who has 
made a study of the disease, attributes 
the backward writing to the separation 
of the nerve cells in that portion of the 
brain controlling written thought. 
These cells once separated, the thought 
is not connected, and in your case the 
malady takes this odd form of writing 
in reverse.

“This disease, my dear sir, manifests 
itself after great fatigue or unusual ex
citement. Your mind has been over
fatigued, and the excitement of this 
*—this convict’s visit, and the incidents 
which followed it, threw you into a state 
in which the overwrought brain played a 
trick upon your handwriting. With your 
co-operation we shall soon bring you 
around; but you must obey orders, and 
the first is to drop the matter of the lost 
money from your mind entirely.”

Horace was about to say that this 
seemed an utter impossibility, when 
Margy returned with Dr. Older. The 
German specialist took the older prac
titioner into the parlor, and they were 
closeted there for some time. Indeed, 
they did not come out until a knock on 
the front door proclaimed the coming of 
other visitors.

Before old Margy or Horace himself 
could answer this summons, the stranger 
reached the door, which he opened, and 
then stood with his burly figure barring 
entrance to the house. Mr. Bingham,

much overheated, and Grafton himself, 
stood there.

“Now, doctor! now, sir!” exclaimed 
the excited money lender. “Don’t let us 
have any foolishness. That young man 
is to be arrested. I demand it. You 
must not stand in the way of the law.” 

“He cannot be removed at present,” 
declared the physician, in a low, firm 
voice. “You wish to persecute, not 
prosecute, him, Mr. Bingham. He can
not get away. You may surround the 
house with guards, if you like; but as 
his physician I declare that to remove 
him to the jail at this time, threatens his 
sanity—perhaps his life.”

“This is a very peculiar stand you are 
taking, sir,” said Grafton. “Mr. Bing
ham has sworn out a warrant, and I 
have come to serve it.”

“But, as the young man’s physician, I 
forbid you to do so!”

“Sir, you may be a physician or not; 
I do not know you,” said the chief of 
the Everleigh police.

The stranger turned back into the 
house, and spoke to Dr. Older. The 
latter bustled forward.

“Grafton,” he said, seriously, “what 
my brother practitioner, Dr. Donner, 
tells me, and from my own observation 
of the patient, I am convinced that fur
ther excitement will endanger his 
mind. This arrest must not take place.

“I will personally go on his bond, if 
necessary. As Dr. Donner suggests, 
you may guard the house; but that war
rant must not be served now and the 
young man dragged off to prison.” 

“Nonsense!” cried Bingham, stormily. 
“You will have to see the magistrate, 

then,” said Grafton, in doubt.
“I will go with you at once, and see 

the official,” said the German specialist, 
reaching his hat and coat down from 
the hall rack. “My brother here, will 
remain with the patient?” he added, 
questioningly.

“Certainly, certainly!” cried Dr. 
Older.

“And I’ll stay myself, you can be
lieve !” snarled Bingham.

“But outside the house, if you please,” 
said the German, drawing the door to

27
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firmly in the money lender's face. “I 
cannot afford to have Mr. Dunn dis
turbed now.”

“Don’t be a fool, Bingham 1” ex
claimed the police chief, as the banker 
commenced to fume again. “You know 
the boy won’t run away. He had a 
chance when that old idiot. Gibbet, was 
sent up for him last night. He’s not the 
running kind.”

So they left Bingham sitting on the 
front steps while they went down into 
the village. The magistrate was still 
at the town hall, despite the lateness of 
the hour, and after listening to the cir
cumstances surrounding the case he in
structed Grafton to hold back the war
rant, but to pacify Bingham by sending 
up a special man to watch the Dunn 
house.

“You’re very good, doctor, to take so 
much interest in the boy,” the chief of 
police said to Dr. Donner, as Older had 
called him.

“Professional interest, sir—profes
sional interest!” declared the physician, 
rubbing his hands. “Besides, I don’t 
believe the fellow is getting a fair deal 
from his employer.”

“If he was, it would be the first Bing
ham ever made—according to the gen
eral opinion. I haven’t lived long in the 
town, so I- don't know the parties well. 
Always was favorably impressed with 
Horace Dunn.

“As for this other,” and he motioned 
with his thumb toward the detention 
cells, as they passed through the office, 
“I never saw him before. H e’s a hard 
case. Can talk as slick as a gentleman if 
he likes; but he’s no greenhorn in his 
business.

“I reckon he’s a well-known ‘gun’ 
farther East. I shall send him back to 
Rumford to-morrow. He’s not so badly 
hurt as he makes out. Only a' broken 
arm.”

The physician stopped and looked 
down at the carpet, thoughtfully.

“Mr. Grafton,” he said, “I’d like to 
see that man.”

“Who?”
“This John Dunn. You know what 

the young fellow says—that he believes 
he has hidden the satchel of money him

self while in a fit of—er—aberration of 
mind ?”

“Bingham says he claims to have 
walked in his sleep.”

“Well, let that pass. The young man 
thinks he hid the money himself. But 
it is suggested to me that there must be 
some connection between the convict’s 
hanging around the place for twenty- 
four hours after he might have safely 
escaped, and the disappearance of Bing
ham’s money.”

"By George! you’re right,” declared 
the chief of police. “I’d been wonder
ing about that, myself. What say if we 
talk to the fellow ?”

“Let me see him alone,” the doctor 
said, quickly. “He may talk more freely 
to a layman than he would to you.”

“Just as you say. I confess I’m in
terested in the case."

He called the doorkeeper. “Harry, 
take this gent inside, and let him speak 
with that fellow from Rumford, if he’s 
awake.”

“Oh, he’s awake all right,” said the 
doorkeeper.

“I’ll wait for you here, sir,” said the 
chief, and sat down at his desk, and lit 
a cigar.

The physician went with the officer to 
the door of the cell occupied by the in
jured John Dunn. The convict sat on 
the edge of his bed, idly turning the 
pages of a magazine, his left arm in a 
sling. He was still dressed in the gar
ments which he had found in the attic 
press in the Dunn house.

He started up when the doctor spoke 
to him, and stared into the bearded face 
sharply.

“Who be you ?” he demanded, in no 
pleasant tone.

“I am the physician who is treating 
Horace Dunn.” was the calm reply. “He 
is in a very dangerous mental state. 
The loss of a valuable bag disturbs his 
mind------”

“Oh, you can talk out straight to me, 
my covey,” said the convict, with a gut
tural laugh. “I know all about that 
money, now. They’ve told me here. 
There was twenty thousand dollars of 
it. And he gave me twenty-five—the 
hunks!”
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“The money was not his,” .said the 

physician, mildly.
“Well, they say he's got away with it, 

just the same. Horace takes after his 
brother, don’t he?” and the fellow 
laughed again.

For fully a minute the other made no 
reply, but looked steadily at the man in
side the cell.

“My friend,” he said at last, “it will 
do you no good to smirch the name of 
Horace Dunn, or to insinuate that he is 
dishonest.”

"Well, it does me some good to tell 
the truth about him,” growled the man, 
dropping back into his seat.

The physician ignored this remark.
“Come, tell me,” he said, “why did 

you not go away, when you had the 
chance, on that eleven-ten train?”

“I told ’em. That’s straight. I 
missed the train. My precious brother’s 
watch must have been slpw. Then I 
went back there to ask him when the 
next train went. I didn’t dare ask 
anybody else. The cops were on the 
watch for me.”

“Just so,” responded his listener. 
“And then, when you got to the house, 
you saw Horace Dunn when he re
moved the bag------”

“Who says so?” snapped the convict. 
“That’s only his story.”

“It isn’t even his story,” was the re
ply. “He says he walked in his sleep.”

John Dunn laughed loudly. “That’s 
a good one! And can he make ’em be
lieve it ?”

“Isn’t it reasonable?”
The convict looked at him a long 

time. Then he dropped the lid of his 
left eye with a look of shrewdness quite 
impossible to describe.

“I don’t know your game, mister, but 
you can’t pump me,” he said, shortly. 
“I’m an oyster from now on,” and he 
turned his back upon his visitor.

The physician went back to the office 
of the police chief in a reflective mood.

“What did you make of him?” the 
latter asked.

“He is too wise to speak. But I am 
sure he had good reason for hanging 
about in the vicinity of the house for 
twenty-four hours, instead of going

away. He saw Horace leave the house 
to hide the money, I know.”

“And he didn’t take it at once?”
“For some reason—no. But he waited 

to get it the next night, and was cap
tured before doing so. I firmly believe 
this to be true.”

“He’ll never tell. He hates the boy, 
because Horace was the cause of his ar
rest.”

“Quite so. But I believe he can be 
made to reveal what he knows about the 
missing money.”

"How you going about it? The war
den won’t hear of anything being prom
ised him. He’s got a bad record up at 
Rum ford."

“I’ll tell you how he can be made to 
reveal what we wish to learn,” said the 
physician, sitting close beside the police 
chief. “The man’s cupidity is very 
strong. That twenty thousand dollars 
would be a vast temptation to him. If 
he saw a chance of getting it, he'd risk 
about everything else.”

“Well ?"'
“Let him escape.”
“What’s that ?” yelled the other, ex

citedly.
Dr. Dimmer held him down with one 

huge hand. “Listen.” he whispered, 
“Let him escape, and he will go at once 
to the place where he thinks the bag is 
hidden—if the conditions are right.”

“You’re mad, doctor!” declared the 
chief.

But the other sat there, and talked 
steadily to him for some minutes; and 
while he talked, the expression in the 
chief’s face changed slowly to one of 
enthusiastic recognition of a masterly 
plot.

CHAPTER IX.

T H E  GREEN STAINS.

Dr. Older had remained with Horace 
until the German physician’s return. 
The Everleigh medical man was not a 
little flurried with the honor of being 
called in consultation by a scientist 
of such evident parts as this Dr. Don- 
ner. Dr. Older was an old-fashioned
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country practitioner, and the word 
“specialist” in his eyes seemed big.

Besides, the stranger’s remarks anent 
Horace Dunn’s case interested Older 
profoundly. He was ready to give his 
aid in keeping Bingham from setting the 
dogs of the law too closely after the un
fortunate young man.

He had ordered Horace to bed before 
his brother practitioner returned, and 
the chief of police having sent up a 
special constable to watch the house, the 
banker had gone grumblingly away, for
getting all about his previous invita
tion to the strange doctor to be his guest 
while in town.

However, Dr. Donner seemed quite 
pleased to be left alone with young 
Dunn. “I shall watch the patient myself 
until morning, Dr. Older,” he declared. 
“Aside from the fact that his case is 
extremely interesting to me, there is 
some possibility, in my opinion, of the 
remembrance returning to him of his 
actions during that time when he claims 
to have been sleepwalking. I shall 
watch.”

And keep the vigil he did, sitting bolt 
upright in an armchair in the dining
room for the greater part of the night, 
while the soothing potions given the pa
tient made the latter sleep as quietly as 
a child.

Outside, the special policeman paced 
about the house. The slowly dragging 
hours were marked by the low, resonant 
gong of the town hall clock. The doctor 
sometimes started as he heard this 
sound, and, coming out of his reverie, 
looked around the long, wainscoted 
room. The dingy pictures on the wall, 
the high old desk in the corner at which 
Horace’s father before him had worked, 
the old-fashioned wax piece under its 
globe upon the mantel—all seemed to 
hold some interest for the bearded man.

Sometimes he smiled; again the mois
ture grew thick upon his eyeglasses; 
and there were moments when the 
bearded lip§ trembled and he shaded his 
eyes with his hand. Memory seemed 
to give the strange doctor both sad and 
joyful company during the long night.

Horace did not arise until the middle 
of the forenoon; and he seemed to

awake to a new life. If the sun had 
shone the day before, he had not seen 
i t ; now he beheld it pouring its wintry 
rays through his window. Dr. Donner 
was at the bedside.

“Good! good! my young friend,” the 
German specialist declared. “Your 
brain is cleared of its cobwebs—eh? 
There! don’t begin to worry again,” as 
a shadow of remembrance clouded 
young Dunn’s face. “By and by, after 
we have had the breakfast that your old 
housekeeper has prepared for us, we will 
begin to unravel the tangle which you 
have got into.”

“Oh, sir! do you believe it can be 
done?” cried Horace, with hope in his 
eager voice.

“There is nothing impossible to God 
and human patience,” was the smiling 
response. “Now come; get into your 
clothes. I promise you a day quite un
disturbed by unpleasant memories.”

And he certainly put himself out to 
remove from the young man’s mind any 
shadow of fear for the future. Dr. 
Donner was a charming conversation
alist, and his absence in Europe for so 
many years (he acknowledged having 
been born on this side of the water) 
made him able to talk of countries and 
people vastly interesting to Horace 
Dunn.

Dr. Older called once during the day, 
and taking his cue from the other phy
sician, talked of anything but Dunn’s 
trouble or illness. Indeed, they suc
ceeded in giving an entirely fresh trend 
to the young man’s thought.

Not until after supper that evening 
did the German specialist allow the con
versation to drift gradually around to . 
Horace’s ailment. He allowed him to 
try writing with the pen again, and the 
young fellow was delighted to see that 
he wrote quite the same as usual. But 
Dr. Donner would not let him use the 
pen for more than a minute.

Then the medical man calmly dis
cussed Horace’s lapses of thought—his 
spells of forgetfulness—gradually com
ing around to the occasion when the 
young man believed he had walked in 
his sleep. Horace was quite emphatic 
on this point.
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“It must have been somnambulism,” 

he declared. “I remember of having 
my arm tied to the bedpost when I was 
a kid, so that the tug would wake me 
up if I undertook to leave the bed. I 
think I am right, sir.”

“And you believe the satchel of money 
disappeared at that time?”

“I see no other explanation,” said 
Horace, sadly.

“But, if you hid it yourself, where 
did you hide it? You came to yourself 
as you washed your hands in the brook. 
What was on your hands?”

“That is what troubles me.”
“Did you look at the clothing you 

wore that night, Mr. Dunn?” asked the 
doctor, thoughtfully.

“I haven’t had that suit on since, sir.” 
“Bring it,” commanded the specialist. 
Horace did so. The doctor examined 

the cuffs of the coat, and then showed 
them to his companion. There were 
several green stains upon them. The 
knees of the trousers were similarly 
marked.

“Grass stains!” exclaimed the now 
excited youth. “I must have been down 
on my knees, digging a place for the 
hiding of the bag. I can understand it 
in no other way.”

“Let us not jump at conclusions,” 
was the slow response. “I do not ac
cept your statement that those are or
dinary grass stains. By the way, do you 
know you have similar stains upon 
the garments you are wearing?”
, “No! where?” exclaimed Horace, 
looking himself over.

“On that elbow. Here, on the skirt 
of your coat. On the left knee. It 
appears to me to be mold, or—yes! I 
have it! It is likely to be moss, such 
as grows on bowlders or old logs.” 

“Well, how does that help us? They 
are pretty nearly the same as grass 
stains,” said Horace, gloomily.

“It narrows the search for the place 
you wish to find,” said the doctor, 
calmly. “You* may have since been 
where you hid the money three nights 
ago,”

“Do you think so ?” cried Horace, ex
citedly, Then hope died out of his face 
again. “Oh, no,” he said. “I remem

ber where I got these stains,” pointing 
to that on the knee of the trousers he 
wore. “It happened when I was—was 
struggling with John up yonder by the 
old house.”

“Ah \” exclaimed the doctor, half 
arising. “Any place thereabout where 
the bag might have been hidden ?”

“I—don’t—know,” said Horace, 
slowly.

His face began to color, and his eyes 
to sparkle.

The doctor watched him closely. “If 
you were to go through that experience 
again—if you feared that somebody 
might get into the house and steal the 
money—if you were afraid of fire—■ 
what would you do ? Where would you 
think of hiding a treasure for a short 
time?”

Horace got up slowly. “That—that 
is impossible 1” he muttered.

“What is?”
“I—I just thought of something. It 

is arrant nonsense, I believe,” he said, 
his eyes fixed straight before him. 
“Something I did once when I was a 
little fellow. I—I was angry with my 
brother, and I hid something of his—■ 
a microscope of which he thought a 
lot.”

Dr. Donner sprang from his chair, 
too. It was a moment before he spoke. 
Then his voice likewise shook.

“Go on ! What did you do with it ?”
“I’ll show you,” said Horace, starting 

immediately for the front door.
He walked like one in a trance. As 

he passed the hall rack the doctor seized 
both their hats; but they did not stop 
for outer wraps.

When Horace opened the door, the 
doctor saw a shadowy figure standing 
at the gate. He ran ahead, and spoke in 
a low' voice to the man, who sauntered 
away, but fell in behind them stealthily 
as they crossed the road and crawled 
through the fence.

It was now late in the evening. The 
neighborhood w'as completely at rest. 
The shadowy figure behind them seemed 
the only other living object in the 
vicinity.

Without speaking^ but breathing 
heavily as though from suppressed emo
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tion, Horace led on across the field. He 
approached the ruins of the old house.

Suddenly they heard a scream, and 
before them, just at the corner of the 
wall, lights flashed out. A desperate 
struggle was going on; the sound of 
men’s voices arose on the air, the thud 
of heavy blows, and guttural curses.

Startled out of his trance-like state, 
Horace passed a hand across his fore
head, and stared dumbly at his com
panion.

“Come on f” exclaimed the latter, ex- 
ultingly; “guess you needn’t exercise 
your subconsciousness further, Horace. 
But, left alone, I believe you would 
have gone straight to the place.”

He locked his arm in the younger 
man’s, and in a moment they arrived 
within the circle of light cast by a cou
ple of dark lanterns. There was Graf
ton, four of his men, beside the one who 
followed Horace and the doctor, and, in 
their midst, his clothing disarranged, his 
eyes glaring, stood the convict.

The group were just beside the old 
cistern, the moss-stained stone cover of 
which had been thrust aside. Grafton 
carried something in his hand which 
brought a shrill cry to Horace’s lips.

“There it i s ! that’s i t !” he said.
“You bet it is—and stuffed full of 

money,” declared the chief of the Ever- 
leigh police, glorying in his capture.

“I followed your advice, doctor, and 
it worked like a charm. We moved the 
fellow to another cell, and gave him the 
chance to escape after dark to-night. I 
had to wire Rumford that he wasn’t fit 
to travel.

“But he traveled fast enough, all 
right, when he got out. We were ready 
for him, though ; and just as you said, he 
made tracks for up here. I make no 
doubt he hid the money himself, and 
that young Mr. Dunn had no hand in 
it.”

“That’s a lie!” exclaimed the convict. 
He was panting for breath, but the 
glance he turned upon Horace was 
malevolent.

“That young doughface has played 
me false; but I’ll settle his case,” he 
snarled, “He’d go back on his own 
brother, and try to cheat him out of his

share of the swag. I tell you we planned 
the thing together, and hid the bag in 
the cistern. I was to hang around for a 
day, until he could make arrangements 
for us both to git away. Oh, I’m telling 
you the truth!”

“It is not so !” gasped Horace.
“You sniveling cad!” exclaimed the 

convict. “To go back on a brother, too! 
I caught him trying to get away alone 
with the money. That was the cause of 
the fight when I was taken the other 
night.”

“Stop!” commanded the physician, 
striding before the man. “This hag 
gone far enough. Every word you 
speak is a lie.”

The fellow cowered, but his eyes 
sparkled angrily.

“You can't bulldoze me,” he mut
tered. “I’ll make the judge believe it, 
just the same.”

“I’ll tell you just how you came to 
know about the hidden money, and why 
you hung about here,” said the doctor, 
calmly, keeping his gaze fixed upon the 
convict’s face.

“You have told one truth. You 
missed the eleven-ten train that night. 
You came back to inquire of Horace 
when the next train went. When you 
reached the house the lights were out.

“You went to the window of the din
ing-room.” The convict started, staring 
with wide-opened eyes at the speaker. 
“You had already unfastened the lock 
of the sash, while in the house. You 
raised it easily.

“You believed Horace had some 
money concealed in that old safe; but 
you were too anxious to get out of the 
country just then to run many risks. 
You saw, however, the young man mov
ing about the room in the dark. He 
was fully dressed.

“He went out by the front door, car
rying something in his hand. You 
trailed him, but probably lost him up 
here in the fields. But ypu knew there 
was something peculiar in his actions. 
You believed he had hidden something 
valuable, and your cupidity was aroused.

“You hid in the barn during the day, 
and saw this old cistern cover from that 
hiding place. The cistern struck you as
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being a probable receptable for the bag 
you had observed in Horace's hand, and 
at night you were about to look into 
the cistern when the boy jumped on
you.”

The doctor stopped for breath. The 
convict jerked up his head, with an 
oath.

“You 'pear to know a lot,” he 
growled. “But I won’t admit nothin’
of the kind. My brother and me------"

“Stop!” commanded the doctor, still 
more sternly. “You have repeated that 
lie for the last time, Paul Dunn.”

The convict uttered a cry of amaze
ment, and fell back against his guards.

“You see I know you,” said the doc
tor, slowly. “You are Paul Dunn, not 
John Dunn. You are the ne’er-do-well 
son of a cousin of this young man’s 
father,” and he pointed to Horace.

“You visited the old house several 
times when you were a boy. I reckon
Horace does not remember you------”

“Who in the infernal are you?” 
shouted the convict, springing forward 
savagely. “You know too much!” 

“No; not too much. Just enough. I 
happen to be John Dunn myself, and I 
object very seriously to being con
sidered an escaped convict from the 
Rum ford penitentiary,” he said, quietly.

CHAPTER X.
T H E  CON CLU DING S TA T E M E N T.

It would have been quite impossible 
for Horace Dunn to have told just what 
happened immediately following this, to 
him, utterly unexpected statement of the 
doctor. Pie knew that the bravado of 
the convict melted like ice in a summer 
sun. The policemen shook his own 
hands warmly and congratulated him, 
loudly expressing their wonder to the 
doctor as well.

“It’s like a novel, sir! it’s like a 
novel!” cried Grafton. “To think of 
your landing in Everleigh just in the 
nick of time, as you might say!”

But after the police had gone away 
with the prisoner and the bag of money, 
for which Grafton gave a receipt to 
Horace, the older Dunn took his young

brother by the arm and led him back to 
the house. There they sat down and Dr. 
Dunn explained his reappearance in 
Everleigh quite fully.

It was not such a wonderful story, 
after a ll; but it was mighty interesting 
to Horace. It was the narrative of a 
man’s plucky fight to the top round of 
success in his chosen profession within 
one short’ decade.

John Dunn had gone away without 
telling his father his intentions for the 
very reason that old Margy had once 
stated. He did not believe it right for 
the elder Dunn to mortgage the little 
property remaining to him for his, 
John’s, use in college.

John had already advanced consider
ably in his medical studies. He fell in 
with a physician in Chicago who was 
just starting for Germany, and went as 
his assistant. His patron appreciated 
the young man’s remarkable ability, and 
helped him on. He graduated from the 
German schools and hospitals and was 
well known already in Berlin.

“This is the first time I could afford 
to come home,” he said to Horace. 
“There, was no need of my writing. I 
feared, if I did, father would be deter
mined to send me money to help along. 
I—I did not know the good old man 
was dead until I talked with Bingham 
on the train the other day.

“Then, when I read your letter and 
discovered who you were, I would not 
reveal myself, believing I could help you 

.more by appearing as a stranger than as 
your real brother. I was coming to 
Everleigh, but Bingham did not know 
it. I appeared to stop here simply to 
examine you as an interesting case!” 
and the doctor laughed, while he 
squeezed the young man’s hand in one 
of his huge palms.

“I was afraid Older would remember 
me. I read some with him, if you recall. 
But I pronounced my name as Dutch 
as possible, and he took the bait and 
swallowed it, calling me ‘Dr. Donner.’ 
Margy was the only person who recog
nized me, and she, good old soul, has 
been almost bursting with the informa
tion since last evening.

“But I could not for the life of me
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imagine who that convict was until I 
had seen him. I had forgotten all about 
Paul myself. We—we rather dropped 
that branch of the family years ago. 
But the fellow had evidently kept fully 
in touch with our history.”

“I am delighted to have you back, 
brother,” said Horace, with a sigh of 
satisfaction. “I don’t know how I 
would have felt, however, if Bingham’s 
money had not been found.”

“As your physician I command you 
not to allow your mind to dwell upon 
that,” responded John Dunn, with a 
smile. “Your mind has been overbur
dened with that man’s business. You 
have got through with him for all time.” 

“But he had promised to get me a 
good situation in St. Louis.”

“No use. You can’t take it,” and the 
doctor laughed joyfully. “I can’t have 
you So far away from me. We’ll shut 
up the old house; we’ll see if we can find 
Mary and her husband and pay them a 
visit. Strange how families get sepa
rated.

“I have a few hundred marks to spare, 
and we’ll both take a vacation until I 
return to Germany. Then I shall take 
you with me. A fellow who uncon
sciously hides twenty thousand dollars, 
and writes letters backward, and cuts up 
similar didos, is not to be trusted alone. 
You’ll be getting into a dime museum 
next!”

But the doctor’s glasses were moist 
again as he wrung Horace’s hand in 
conclusion.

T H E  END.

THE TEETH OF TH E DRAGON
A S T O R Y  OF  M O D E R N  P O L I T I C S

BY THEODORE WILLS HAMMOND

ND that’s the gist of the matter, 
Jack.”

The elder Bennett lay back 
in his chair and looked at his son 
through a wreath of smoke with trou
bled eyes. He was a fine-looking man 
of fifty-odd, with white mustache and 
imperial, and hair sprinkled with gray. 
Altogether he quite deserved the en
thusiastic eulogy of many of his con
stituents : “The handsomest mayor Min- 
netropolis- ever elected!”

Jack Bennett, fresh from a year’s 
jaunt over Europe and a goodly patch 
of Africa after his college graduation, 
was quite willing to agree with the vot
ing majority of the city. His father

was a handsome mayor; but he was 
plainly a troubled mayor, too, just now.

“It doesn’t assist me any at the pres
ent time to know that I have practically 
brought these conditions about, myself. 
I advocated inviting the Normal Elec
tric Lighting and Power Company to 
the city, and I am afraid we gave them 
certain franchises at a price not at all 
commensurate with what the value of 
the new traction roads will be.

“But I see now that I was completely 
gulled. If the Legislature passes this 
traction bill, the Alton and Minne- 
tropolis Company will be put out of 
business, and so will every road in the 
northern part of the State which is now
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under steam. This bill will give the 
Normal Company the right to run their 
electric trains over the tracks of the old 
roads without paying a cent for the 
privilege, or else the old roads will 
have to transfer the Normal Company’s 
passengers free.

“We have been buncoed, Jack, and 
your old dad is the biggest ‘come-on’ of 
the lot. A few of us, who have our 
money tied up in these other railroads, 
will be in the court of bankruptcy be
fore we know it. It is serious. Why, 
your own money, my boy, is tied up 
with mine in the A. and M.”

Jack nodded, smoking reflectively. 
“Can’t you win the crowd here over?” 

The older man shook his head sadly 
and slowly. “I’ve put out feelers. To 
tell you the truth, Jack, somebody has 
been ladling out money with a shovel. 
I declare not a penny of it has come 
to me; I thought the electric company 
was a good thing for the town, and I 
believe so yet, if it had not undertaken 
to drive all competition to the wall.

“They own the council almost to a 
man—the working majority, I mean. 
And I believe that every man promi
nent in our party has had his share. It
is an awful thing to say------”

“It’s common, I understand,” grunted 
Jack.

“Perhaps. Nevertheless, it is not 
nice. It makes a fellow sick of politics 
and wonder if there is such a thing as 
running the business with clean hands.” 

The elder Bennett looked gloomy. 
"What are you going to do about 

it?” demanded Jack.
“Well, it seems to me, Jack, as though 

your old dad was holding down the 
mayoralty chair of this burg for the last 
time. I certainly can’t see the bread and 
butter taken out of our mouths merely 
for the sake of being the candidate of 
the party for another term.

“The bill surrendering the old com
panies to the Normal crowd will go up 
for final reading this evening. I must 
be there and fight its passage tooth and 
nail. To-morrow morning our cau
cuses are held here, and when it is 
learned that I am fighting what our 
people have been taught is to be a big

improvement, I won’t get enough votes 
to carry away decently.”

“Come back, and make the fight on 
an independent ticket,” suggested the 
younger man, vigorously.

“No, Jack; that won’t do. You don’t 
know the town as I do. A nomination 
by our party this year is a free pass to 
the mayoralty, and that’s all there is 
about it.

“Judson and the others suspect that I 
am on the fence, and the instant they 
hear that I have appeared against the 
bill at Alton, they’ll hand out their 
knives to the lieutenants, and my vote 
will be whittled down to an infinitesimal 
nonentity.

“Whew ! That is certainly Cleveland- 
esque. Do your ‘State papers’ sparkle 
with such brilliant statements? You 
should w'in out on that, father.”

The elder Bennett laughed. “Well, 
there we are. I’ve got to catch the noon 
train. The bill may come up before I 
get there, otherwise.”

“Then you w ill go?”
"It’s our living, my boy. I shall have 

to make up my mind to be knifed at the 
caucuses, and that my political aspira
tions are from this time dead. And, as 
I said before, the fact that I have 
brought the situation upon myself, does 
not make it the easier to face.”

“Humph!” grunted Jack. “Reminds 
me of the old story of the Greek hero 
who sowed the dragons’ teeth. When 
the army of armed and armored soldiers 
sprang from the earth as the harvest of 
his sowing, it threatened to swamp 
him.”

“That’s me, exactly.”
“But he got the best of ’em.”
“How?” asked the mayor, interested. 
“He faced ’em all and made ’em obey 

his orders. They made a pretty good 
army, too, if I remember rightly.”

“No use,” said his father, shaking his 
head. “These dragons’ teeth can’t be 
handled so easily. Well, I’m off. 
I’m glad you’re going to be here, any
way. Chieftain, the president of the 
council, is sick. My secretary is already 
in Alton. I’m going to let you try your 
hand at being mayor, Jack,” and he

35
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laughed as he sorted the papers before 
him.

The young man sat up suddenly, and 
looked at him. “Going to give me a 
free hand?”

“Oh, pretty free. There’s nothing to 
do. Send everybody to'Kethall whose 
business you don’t understand. Guess 
there won’t be a riot, or a plague, or a 
famine while I'm gone; and you are 
excused from presiding at public func
tions or reviewing any parades. I shall 
be back to-morrow afternoon at the lat
est. The bill will be settled one way or 
the other some time to-night.”

“But isn’t there any way to conceal 
the fact that you are fighting the bill 
until after the delegates are instructed 
in your favor to-morrow morning?” 
queried the younger man.

“Well, you tell me how,” said his 
father, in disgust. “There are both tele
graph and telephone to Alton. Judson 
will have his ear glued to the long-dis
tance ’phone, and the moment he hears 
that I opposed the bill before the House, 
his orders will go out to the district 
leaders.

“We can undoubtedly win out with 
the Legislature, for the bill is not too 
strongly favored by that body now. 
And if I had time I could show the peo
ple here that it is for their own interests 
not to give the Normal Company too 
much power. But I shan’t be able to 
show ’em from the mayor’s chair, and 
that's a sure thing.”

But Jack Bennett wasn't so confident 
of that. He had never taken much in
terest in politics himself, but he had a 
vast pride in the fact that his father was 
the chief executive of a growing city 
like Minnetropolis.

Left alone in the office when his fa
ther hastened to catch the train to the 
State capital, he racked his brain for 
some plan by which Judson, the political 
leader of the city, could be “side
tracked.”

“This political game is certainly a 
fierce proposition,” he confided to the 
sleek tabby who had the run of the 
mayor's office. “The people don’t have 
a chance to learn the truth about a man, 
or a movement; they have to take the

jolly of a lot of fellows who are out 
for the money.

“Now, isn’t there any way of dissem
inating the truth of why father is bound 
to oppose this bill before the caucuses 
to-morrow forenoon ?”

Such wild suggestions as buying up 
the local newspapers and explaining the 
situation in bold type were all that came 
to him. But there was not time for 
that, and a “campaign of education” is 
necessarily a long one.

“Might be some way of stopping Jud
son from hearing of father’s ‘break,’ ” 
muttered the young man. “What’ll I 
do? Cut wires—wreck the telephone 
plant—kidnap Judson for a few hours?”

He laughed, still looking at the 
purring cat.

“You’re a wise-looking old girl,” he 
said. “You might suggest something. 
You look kind of human, anyway. By 
Jove! you do look like Kethall himself, 
with your whiskers and all.”

Jack threw back his head and 
laughed. Then he gazed seriously 
once more at the cat’s face. It cer
tainly did look like the chief of police, 
with his bristling mustache and round, 
pudgy countenance.

Kethall was little more than a figure
head in Minnetropolis. The mayor 
governed the police force himself, and 
Kethall took his orders direct from that 
executive instead of from a board. And 
Jack knew Kethall of old, and was well 
aware that he was devoted to the elder 
Bennett and his interests.

“I’ll try i t !” the young man said 
aloud, after a time, and smote his hand 
upon the call bell at his elbow.

A messenger came, whom he sent off 
posthaste for the chief. When the old 
fellow with the catlike face appeared, 
and congratulated young Bennett on his 
return from his travels, and his momen
tary assumption of power (which the 
chief seemed to take seriously), Jack 
got him down beside the table, and 
talked nineteen to the dozen for half an 
hour to him.

If old Kethall had any objections or 
any scruples of conscience against the 
course of action laid out by young Ben
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nett, he certainly had great admiration 
for the latter’s confidence.

‘’It’s takin’ the bull be the horns, me 
boy,” he said.

“Isn’t that right?”
“But the bull is ould Judson, an’ he 

may toss ye over the fence.”
“We’ve nothing to lose, and every

thing to gain. It shan’t cost you any
thing, Kethall.”

“I’ll give you the men when you 
want ’em,” declared the chief of police. 
“But wirra! when your father comes 
home there’ll be ructions.”

“Not if the scheme works,” returned 
Jack, thoughtfully. “Success, rather 
than charity, covers a multitude of 
sins.”

The idea he wished to carry through, 
however, certainly was bold and un
precedented. It meant using the powers 
of the city’s chief executive in a way 
that would be condemned by many if it 
ever became known. But Jack had laid 
out the scheme carefully, and Kethall 
knew his business.

Before mid-afternoon it began to be 
noised abroad that trouble was feared 
on the North Side, where several con
tractors were putting in a vast sew
erage system and employing thousands 
of foreigners on the work. Kethall 
even went so far as to send police re
serves to the stations on the North Side.

But w'hereas the sending of the re
serves was given wide publicity, the 
withdrawing of an equal number of 
regular men from the North Side was 
done quietly enough. The newspapers 
hinted at trouble in their evening edi
tions, but nobody seemed to know the 
real facts in the case, and so the news
paper articles were mostly guesses and 
hearsay.

That “something was doing,” how
ever, was quite evident toward mid
night, when a plain clothes man went 
into every Western Union office in the 
town, and showed his badge to the man 
in charge, explaining his business in 
most impressive fashion.

He had been sent to hold up certain 
messages that might come in during the 
night, and in each case he sat down 
near the instruments, and having been

selected because he could read Morse 
by ear, it was not likely that a telegram 
from Alton would reach Judson or any 
of the other political leaders until 
Kethall called off his watchdogs.

In the telephone exchange, through 
which all long-distance messages must 
be delivered or sent, there was even 
greater excitement. A file of policemen 
appeared at midnight, and took grim 
possession of the place.

Not a line could be used either in or 
out of the city, and the few people who 
had occasion to use the ’phone at night, 
exhausted themselves trying to call 
“Central.”

Jack Bennett had not allowed the 
telephone service to be cut off- until he 
learned that his father had already gone 
onto the floor of the House at Alton to 
oppose the electric traction bill.

Others in Minnetropolis had followed 
the proceedings before the Legislature 
at the reading of the bill, quite as care
fully as the mayor’s son, and not a few 
were astonished because of their in
ability to reach Alton after midnight.

Bennett knew that this could not be 
kept up long without troublesome in
quiry. As soon as business opened in 
the morning, and a general use of the 
telephone became necessary, the entire 
city would be in an uproar.

His one hope was to delay the news 
of his father’s speech until it was too 
late for Judson to instruct his lieuten
ants in time to make certain the knifing 
of the present mayor at the city cau
cuses.

He knew Judson would smell a rat 
early, however, and he was bothered to 
know how to stop the man from com
municating with the district leaders and 
other workers, without continuing the 
hold-up on the entire city service.

Kethall had told him all he knew 
about Judson's trusted lieutenants; but 
the chief did not know' everything. The 
moment Judson wras assured of the op
position of the elder Bennett to the trac
tion bill, he ŵ ould send messages all 
over town, and warn his men to fight 
the nomination of the old candidate at 
every caucus. And the caucuses were 
called for ten o’clock. .
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Jack was still worrying over this 
question when he started for the City 
Hall earlji,' in the morning. He had 
been away from Minnetropolis so long 
that few people remembered him, and 
he was not surprised when Judson and 
one of his retainers got on the car and 
sat down without recognizing him.

The morning papers were full of the 
supposed strike on the North Side; 
and it was mentioned that for fear the 
strike leaders would communicate with 
friends in and about the city, and add 
to the trouble, a censorship had been 
established upon the telegraph and tele
phone lines.

“See here, Judson,” said the leader’s 
friend, in Jack’s hearing, “that strikes 
me as a lame-duck story about the row 
on the North Side. What have they 
grabbed the telephone and telegraph 
for? I asked old Kethall last night, 
and he said it was the mayor’s orders.” 

“Huh?” ejaculated Judson, in sur
prise. “I hadn’t heard of that. I knew 
my telephone wasn’t working. . I was 
talking with a man in Alton when they 
cut me off. He was reporting some
thing about Bennett’s speechifying—• 
important, you know, too.”

“Believe me, there is a cat in the meal 
sack,” said the other.

“I’ll soon know!” snapped Judson. 
“Mayor’s orders, did the chief say ? 
And they cut me o ff! You know, I 
haven’t really trusted Bennett since he 
sounded me on throwing down the 
bill.”

“He’ll lose money if it goes through.” 
“He’ll lose his job if it doesn’t.”
“Do you suppose he arranged to 

break communication before he left 
town ?”

“Give it up,” growled Judson. “He 
must have, if there’s anything in the 
report. He’s left old Kethall alone, 
excepting for young Bennett, who’s 
just got back from Europe.”

“A saphead collegian, eh?”
“I suppose so. Playing at being

mayor. But he wouldn’t dare------”
“What’ll you do if you don’t hear 

from Alton at your office?”
“I’ll call up the boys, anyway. They

won’t dare hold the telephone service 
•—not on m e! The boys are to have 
their ears glued to the ’phones this 
morning between eight and half past. 
I’m no greenhorn, Lafiffe. I’ve been 
expecting Bennett would kick up 
rusty.”

“You can reach ’em without the 
’phone, I suppose?” suggested his 
friend. “ ’Twouldn’t take long to send
around to each district leader------”

“ ’S h ! it’s more than that. Pretty near 
every man in our party in each district 
will have to be seen before ten o’clock 
to switch ’em from Bennett to the dark 
horse. There’s eight or ten lieutenants 
in each district that are waiting for in
structions from me this morning.”

“And if you don’t hear from Alton?” 
“If I don’t hear, or I hear unfav

orably of Bennett, they’ll get their in
structions in a hurry. I’ve got the list 
right here------”
- He slapped the breast of his coat as 
he spoke. But in an instant he seemed 
confused, opened the coat itself, and 
ran his hand inside. “Well, that’s an 
idiotic thing to do!” he exclaimed, loud 
enough for the interested Jack to hear. 
“I’ve gone and left that list at home.” 

“Too bad.”
“Why, I was so careful of it I slept 

with it under my pillow! Left it there 
when I got up. My wife’ll find it, of 
course, and she knows better than to 
destroy papers. I’ll send Finnegan up 
after it as soon as I reach the office. 
Without the list I couldn’t remember 
half the names of the fellows I’m to in
struct, and mighty few of the telephone 
numbers where they will be waiting.” 

Jack Bennett leaned back in his seat, 
and heard nothing more. He thought 
hard. He knew as well as Judson did, 
that the farce of holding the messages 
back for the entire city was played out 
—or soon would be. At any cost, how
ever, he must keep the political boss 
from communicating with his lieuten
ants before the caucus.

Nobody noticed the young man with 
the flushed face who left the car at the 
next corner. He wrote a note to 
Kethall in the drug store, and sent it 
with dispatch to the chief. The ban
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must be rafsed on both telephone and 
telegraph; only outside messages to 
Judson could still be. held back by a lit
tle finesse on the part of the detectives 
at the various offices.

Then Jack Bennett caught an uptown 
car, and got off at Mr. Judson’s corner. 
He knew where the politician lived, but 
he was sure he would not be recognized 
by Mrs. Judson. The Bennetts and the 
Judsons were not exactly in the same 
social class.

“This is rank sneak thievery!’’ the 
young man muttered, as he mounted the 
steps; but he put on a bold face, and 
preferred his request. He had been 
sent for a certain paper which Mr. Jud
son had left under his pillow. He ex
plained what the paper was like and 
about the list of names and telephone 
numbers upon it. No wonder the 
woman gave it to him without question.

Back to the center of the city he 
rushed. Kethall was shaken by the 
magnitude of the undertaking, and was 
rejoiced to have the ban lifted from the 
’phones and telegraph.

News of the proceedings at Alton was 
coming in slowly, and it was whispered 
that the traction bill was beaten in the 
House, and that the mayor of Minne- 
tropolis, who had previously been a 
strong advocate of the Normal Com
pany, had done much toward beating 
the bill. The newspapers, deprived of 
the latest news of the legislative pro
ceedings before going to press, were 
hastily preparing extra editions to be 
put on the streets.

•But the papers would be too late. 
Jack Bennett was sure of that. It was 
Judson and his telephone messages to 
his many lieutenants that he feared, and 
the list he had obtained was sent at once 
to the telephone company with instruc
tions to cover the case.

There was vast excitement through
out the city—much more than was usual 
even on the day of the caucuses. Jack 
Bennett sat in the mayor’s office, and 
tried to keep cool while he waited. He 
thought again of the harvest of the 
dragons’ teeth, and wondered if he had 
planted a second crop of trouble for 
his father instead of having saved him.

The hours dragged by. Kethall 
’phoned up to him that the caucuses 
were being held promptly <& time. In 
fact,the old chief of police kept him well 
informed as to the progress of affairs, 
and he had just turned away from the 
telephone after hearing a most favorable 
report from Kethall, some time later, 
when the door of the office burst in.

Judson, chewing savagely on a black 
cigar, entered, and closed the door be
hind him. He strode up to the young 
man, and Jack braced himself to meet 
him.

“You’re young Bennett?” asked the 
political boss, gruffly.

Jack admitted it.
“I understand your father is away, 

and has left you to look after his routine 
work ?”

“Quite true,” replied Jack, blandly.
Judson looked him over. He seemed 

tempted to burst into vituperation, but 
he managed to swallow it back for a 
while, and dropping into a seat he still 
gazed at the young fellow as he talked.

“I’d like to know if this is your old 
man’s scheme, or who it was who put 
the telephone and telegraph service of 
Minnetropolis out of business last 
night ?”

“Ahem! we found it necessary to 
stop communication for a while because 
of the expected uprising among the 
workmen on the North Side contracts,” 
Jack said, suavely. “The exigencies of 
the case------”

“The exigencies nothin’ !” cried Jud
son, banging the table. “That strike 
rumor was a fake. The men are at 
work all right. I know. Even the 
contractors never heard of the threat
ened trouble. That story may do for 
the public, but it doesn’t go down with 
me. I want to know who did it—you, 
or the old man?”

But Jack kept cool.
“I can assure you, Mr. Judson,” he 

said, “that anything that may have been 
done since the mayor took the noon 
train for Alton yesterday, was at my 
instigation alone. /  am acting mayor.”

“You’re It all right!”
, “As for the telephone system, it 

seems to be working perfectly now. I
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have just heard that ten of the districts 
have voted for my father as the next 
mayoralty ^Candidate.”

“Yes, and there’s only seventeen. 
You’ve won out, young man! you’ve 
won out!’’ snarled Judson, mopping his 
brow, angrily. “I give you credit for 
it. When I heard how your old man 
beat ’em at Alton I tried to reach my 
men, and all I could get out of Central 
wall ‘Line's out of order, sir!’ or ‘Line’s 
busy just now!’ until it was too late to 
do anything before the caucuses were 
held.

“And,” pursued Judson, red-faced and 
perspiring,' “I ’d give a good deal to 
know who the fellow was who went to 
my house and got a certain document 
from my wife. Otherwise, I’ll bet this 
thing wouldn’t have gone through so 
slick. Do you know about that, Ben
nett ?”

But Jack was smoking calmly. He 
watched a perfect ring sail upward from 
his cigar.

“Really, Mr. Judson," he drawled, 
“you’re talking about things that never 
interest. me. I know so little about 
politics------”

Judson snorted, and leaping up made 
for the door. Then he turned. “You 
ain't taken the last trick, young man!’’ 
he exclaimed. “There’s time yet to put 
up another candidate.’’

“Not in this burg, Mr. Judson,” was 
the quick response. “This nomination 
is as good as an election. The party

can’t afford to split in a presidential 
year. I know enough about politics 
for that.

“Besides—I rather think there will 
be time between now and the election 
to prove to a majority of the people of 
Minnetropolis that their mayor has been 
working in Alton for tire town’s good, 
after all.”

Judson hesitated. Then he came back 
slowly, and the red cleared from his 
face, and he regained his composure. 
He even grinned rather feebly before he 
spoke again.

"If I heard you right, I believe you 
said you knew nothing about politics? 
If we had many such greenhorns in the 
party I am afraid there would be no use 
for Hiram Judson. I reckon we can’t 
afford to be enemies, young man.”

“Far be it from me, Mr. Judson!” ex
claimed Jack, airily. “Never cared for 
enemies, anyway.”

“There’s my hand then, young man. 
I reckon there’s good timber in you 
Bennetts. It might be well for us to 
keep our eye on you—if your old man 
should care to drop out of the mayor
alty chair at any time, you know.”

“Very sweet of you, I’m sure,” 
drawled Jack, shaking hands limply.

When Judson had gone he went to 
the lavatory and washed his hands.

“Dear me!” he muttered. “Politics? 
Not—for—me! What did I hear about 
grave robbing being a nice, gentlemanly 
profession ?”

ms
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CHAPTER I.

T H E  RESCUE.

H AT’S that?”
As Grant jerked out the 

question in a quick tone of 
suspicion and pointed ahead into the 
gloom of the unlighted road, I heard the 
stealthy tread of rapid footsteps, and 
caught a glimpse of the shadowy outline 
of a vanishing figure.

“Probably some palace spy curious 
about our movements,” I said. “Noth
ing unusual in a land of spies like this. 
Did he pass us ?”

“I don’t know. Very likely. I was 
thinking, and chanced to look up and 
saw him. Poor devil, he has to earn 
his living s o m e h o w a n d  with a shrug 
of the shoulders he dismissed the 
matter.

“Plenty of people in Constantinople 
are curious about you, Cyrus, and when 
we take to night strolls in unfrequented 
spots it would be strange if we were not 
shadowed.”

My companion did not respond to the 
implied invitation of my words, and we 
walked on in silence.

I had plenty of food for thought. If 
any other man than Cyrus Dennison 
Grant, the young American millionaire 
and my close friend and chief, had con

ceived the big scheme which had 
brought us into such intimate compan
ionship in Constantinople, I should have 
laughed at it as a wild impossibility.

But his wealth, his daring brain, his 
boundless enterprise and resource, his 
tireless energy, his dauntless confidence, 
and, above all, his magnetic personality, 
had overcome so many apparently in
superable obstacles that we were already 
far 'on the road to success, and victory 
seemed assured.

I was deep in his confidence, and we 
had been discussing our prospects that 
lovely April night as we strolled and 
smoked on an unfrequented road be
tween Pera and the dirty suburb of 
Kassim Pasha.

But there was one thing he had not 
told me—why for the last two or three 
weeks he had taken every opportunity 
to bring me out on this particular road 
at about the same time. And the mat
ter puzzled me.

It was barely ten o’clock, and the 
lights of the European colony behind us 
shone brightly, throwing up a glare on 
the low, scudding clouds which the soft 
south wind from the Sea of Marmora 
was driving up; while to our left across 
the Golden Horn lay Stamboul, dark and 
solemn, in a gloom relieved by scarcely 
a single light. A sullen contrast typi
fying, as it seemed always to me, the
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sullen protest of Mohammedanism 
against the encroachment of the nations 
of the West.

Something of the same thought was 
in my companion’s mind, for when a 
turn in the road gave us a fuller view 
of Stamboul, with the intervening water 
below us, he stopped and stood looking 
across the great harbor on which the 
twinkling lights of the shipping showed 
up against the pall-like shadow beyond.

“Islam sleeping away its strength,” 
he exclaimed, his low, sonorous voice 
deep with feeling. "Think what it 
might be, ay, and what it shall be before 
long.”

As he spoke he drew himself to his 
full height, his great figure towering 
above me, and his strong, handsome pro
file duskily outlined in the gloom of the 
night, while he drew in a deep breath 
as though drinking in inspiration for his 
great purpose. “By God, a scheme fit 
for a conqueror!”

Admiring and almost reverencing the 
man as I did, his sudden enthusiasm in
fected me, and together we stood, too 
full for words, intoxicated with the 
promise of success and gazing down on 
what should be the realm of future great 
triumphs, in which he was to be the 
chief, and I but a very minor actor.

Knowing his mood, I did not break 
the silence even when we resumed our 
walk and turned from the road into a 
more unfrequented byway. We came 
soon near the spot at which he usually 
turned, and our footsteps were slacken
ing, when the stillness of the night was 
broken by a woman’s scream.

“Did you hear that ?” asked Grant, in 
a tone of suppressed excitement. “It’s 
a woman’s voice. I have dreaded it.” •

“It’s a row somewhere, that’s all,” I 
replied, little dreaming how fateful that 
night stroll was to prove to us all, and 
puzzled by his last words. “How do 
you mean you’ve dreaded it ?”

“Listen,” he cried, not heeding my 
question.

“My dear fellow, we can do nothing, 
and we’d far better get back home than 
meddle in a thing of this kind.” But 
my words might have fallen on deaf 
ears for all their effect upon him.

“Listen,” he said again, laying his 
powerful hand on my shoulder, while 
he strained every nerve to catch a 
sound.

The cry was repeated; now louder and 
more insistent—a cry for help, unmis
takably; and as we were expecting it 
we could locate its direction.

“Come; there’s a woman in trouble. 
Quick,” and turning he rushed off at a 
pace that made it difficult for me to fol
low him. “I know the way,” he called 
to me over his shoulder; and to my 
further surprise he made good his words 
immediately by threading his way read
ily through some devious paths between 
dense shrubberies until we came out at 
the rear of a house of considerable size, 
of the existence of which I had been 
ignorant.

Some ugly business was going on in
side, and as we reached the house the 
noise of struggling and of men’s voices 
raised in threatening altercation came 
to us through an open window. A deep 
groan followed immediately by the re
port of a pistol came next, and then 
shouts and curses in guttural Turkish, 
and ,once more the woman’s screams 
and loud cries for help, first in Turkish 
and then in Greek.

“They are Turks, and some one’s 
life’s in danger,” I said, hurriedly. My 
companion had not waited to hear me, 
however, but with a knowledge of the 
place that continued to surprise me 
rushed to a door, opened it, and dashed 
into the house.

“It’s a fool’s game,” I cried, as a cau
tion. I might as well have called to the 
wind; and fearing, I knew not what, I 
followed and laid a detaining hand on 
his arm as he was opening an inner 
door.

“Do you realize what you’re doing, 
Cyrus?” I asked. “You are forcing 
yourself into a matter that may ruin ev
erything. In Heaven’s name, be careful 
and think of the consequences.”

“If you’re afraid, man, stay outside,” 
he answered, fiercely, in a tone he had 
never used to me before, while he shook 
off my hand impatiently. “Do you think 
I don’t know where I am ?” and as he
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spoke lie opened the door and we 
burst in.

It was a strange scene, indeed, into 
which we dashed thus unceremoniously. 
The door opened into a large, long hall, 
very dimly lighted by two lamps at the 
far end fixed on pillars at the foot of a 
broad stairway.

Standing some three steps above the 
floor was a woman, her face in shadow, 
her hair streaming over her shoulders, 
and her dress disordered, confronting 
three men armed with knives, who were 
gesticulating and threatening her in 
loud, angry tones.

We had arrived at the moment of 
crisis, for even while they menaced her, 
they were hanging back in fear of the 
revolver with which she held them at 
bay. Between them and the stairway 
two bodies lay on the ground; one, that 
of a woman; the other, a man, groaning 
and writhing as if wounded.

As we entered, the woman fired at 
her assailants and missed them, and the 
report of the pistol was followed by a 
great shout of rage from Grant, who 
cried, as he rushed forward:

“I am here, and will save you. Have 
no fear.”

“The blessed Virgin be thanked!” 
called the woman in response, in Greek.

Her assailants had been making too 
much noise to notice our entrance, but 
faced about on hearing Grant’s sonorous 
voice, and having no stomach for a fight 
under such altered circumstances and 
taking fright probably at Grant’s big, 
muscular form, they hesitated a second, 
and then bolted, like rabbits, through a 
door close to them. As they scrambled 
through it the woman fired again, and 
again missed them; while Grant, seeing 
she was safe and unhurt, rushed after 
them and flung himself at the door 
which they had fastened behind them.

Then I had an opportunity of looking 
closely at the woman, whom I instantly 
recognized. She was Haidee Patras, 
the lovely Greek, one of the most beau
tiful women in all Constantinople, about 
whose personality there was a consid
erable mystery. In a moment I guessed 
the reasons for Grant’s sudden liking for 
these night strolls.

“You are not hurt?” I asked.
“I am not hurt,” she answered, and 

with a smile of indescribable loveliness 
and gratitude she moved down into the 
light and greeted Grant as he ap
proached. “I was only frightened for 
the moment. You saved me, sir, and I 
thank you,” she said, in English, and 
coming forward with the carriage of a 
queen, she laid down her pistol and gave 
him her hand. He took it, and carried 
it to his lips, and many things were 
made plain to me as I watched the faces 
of both while they stood gazing each 
into the other’s eyes, oblivious, as it 
seemed, of my presence.

With a half sigh she withdrew her 
hand, and then sank as if exhausted into 
a low chair, in which she lay back. Only 
for an instant, however, and then she 
sprang up.

“I am forgetting my faithful Lelia, 
and Koprili; shame to me, when they 
may have given their lives for me.” 
She bent over the woman who lay so 
still, while I turned to the man. I found 
that he was wounded and had lost a 
great quantity of blood, judging by the 
pool which lay all about him on the 
floor, and he moaned and groaned dis
mally at every touch. With Grant’s aid 
I found the wounds, which did not look 
so serious as the loss of blood sug
gested, and when we had bound up the 
hurts we laid him on one of the divans. 
In the meanwhile, the woman had re
covered consciousness, and with her mis
tress’ help, delicately, tenderly and lov
ingly given, she succeeded in getting to 
her feet and staggering up the stairway.

“This is a queer business, Cyrus,” I 
said, when we were alone.

“I wish I could have caught those 
infernal villains,” he replied, glancing 
angrily at the door by which they had 
escaped.

“I didn’t know you knew the neigh
borhood so well,” I added, a little dryly.

“If I had not there would have been 
murder done.”

“True; the murder of a very lovely 
woman. But what the deuce does it all 
mean ?”

“A pretty easy story to read, I should 
think.”
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“I’m not so sure of that. Matters 
are generally just what they don’t seem 
to be in this sublime land of craft. 
We’re probably only at the beginning of 
things. What are you going to do 
next ?”

“I don’t know. What we have res
cued we must keep safe, I suppose.”

“H ’m! That means you are going to 
charge yourself with the safe-keeping of 
the Greek?”

“Yes, if it’s necessary,” he answered, 
with characteristic decisiveness, as 
though that ended the matter.

“Women are the devil in Turkey,” I 
muttered.

“This woman is no devil, Mervyn,” 
and as he said this he looked me straight 
in the eyes for an instant.

“Well, I’m with you, if it’s neces
sary,” I replied, after a pause. “But for 
Heaven's sake, let us try to bottom the 
thing, and see where we’re going.”

“Do I generally forget that ?” There 
was a suggestion scarcely perceptible, 
it is true, of defiance in his manner and 
words; an unwonted intention to keep 
me outside his real feelings and 
thoughts; a wish to fence with me.

“We have never before had to take a 
woman into the reckoning,” I per
sisted.

“And may or may not have to do so 
now.”

“As you will,” I returned, with a 
shrug of the shoulders. “But in any 
case, I’m with you.”

“I know you are, and so have pa
tience.”

“If you bottom the thing, yes. But 
if you don’t, I shall. She’s coming 
back'.”

We caught the sound of her soft 
draperies on the stairway above, and 
when she came down I observed that 
she had taken advantage of the interval 
to array herself beautifully. She was 
dressed in a clinging gown of soft silk, 
her hair was - done up, and she wore 
many jewels.

She was obviously anxious to look at 
her best, even at a moment of such 
crisis; and the fact struck me as signifi
cant. But her rare beauty of face and 
witching grace of form needed no rich

setting of either costume or jewels. She 
was the loveliest woman I had ever 
seen, and I viewed her with quite dis
passionate eyes, and she looked glorious 
and radiant as with her face slightly 
flushed and eyes aglow with emotion 
she repeated her thanks to Grant for 
having rescued her.

She spoke English fluently, and her 
beautifully modulated voice gave a 
piquancy to her slight foreign accent, 
which added to its fascination. She was 
certainly a woman to turn men’s heads, 
and I could not wonder that Grant w7as 
deeply moved by her irresistible charm.

When she turned from him to thank 
me also, her simple words seemed full 
of feeling and gratitude, although I did 
not fail to notice that she placed my 
services on a very different level from 
those of my friend. Her rescue had 
been his work; I was merely a subor
dinate accessory, and she wished him to 
see that she understood her chief debt 
of gratitude was to him.

Grant was strangely agitated. I had 
never seen him in such a mood. To me 
he had always been the very type of self- 
strength and self-reliant confidence; 
knowing exactly what he meant to do 
and say, and doing and saying it 
promptly with clear-cut resolution and 
calm definiteness; and yet now he was 
more like a great bashful child, pliant, 
hesitating, stumbling over his words and 
for the moment irresolute and tongue- 
tied. Yet I knew that his purpose was 
strong within him, and to give him time 
to recover outward self-possession I took 
up the role of questioner.

“You were in great danger, ma
demoiselle; do you think you are safe 
now ?”

“While you are here, yes; but in fu
ture, alas! no,” she said, sadly. “My 
servants have deserted me—except my 
woman Lelia and my faithful Koprili, 
Is he much hurt ? Ah, it was terrible!” 
and she sighed, and glanced to where we 
had laid the man, her lovely face full of 
tender solicitude.

“He is not seriously hurt, I hope; but 
he seems to have lost a great deal of 
blood. We have bound up his wounds. 
Do vou know the reason for such an
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attack?" The question seemed to dis
tress her greatly, for she lay back a mo
ment in her chair, and covered her face 
with her hands.

“The villains shall not go unpunished. 
I will see to that,” exclaimed Grant, 
finding his voice, impetuously.

At this she uncovered her face, now 
very pale, and, glancing at him, smiled 
sadly and shook her head.

“You can do nothing, my friend—I 
may call you friend, after what you have 
done for me. But in this you, even you, 
are powerless. You can do nothing; 
nay. you must not even attempt to do 
anything. I have brought you into dan
ger as it is. It is that which grieves 
me.”

“Will you tell us the reasons?” I 
asked.

“It is better not—far better not. You 
had best leave me now, at once.”

“No,” came from Grant, in a strong, 
decided tone. “That is impossible.”

“Spoken as I was sure you would 
speak—but it must be as I say. If you 
knew, you would see it as I do.”

“Will you tell us?” I asked again.
“It is a long story, and a strange 

one—but better not.”
“You may trust us absolutely,” de

clared Grant, emphatically.
“Do you think I doubt that? Ah, 

no 1” and she put out her hand as if to 
give it to him, but checked herself and 
smiled upon him, and then sighed.

“But you are in peril here,” said my 
friend.

“Yes, but for myself I do not fear. It 
is not that. If may mean so much more 
—so very much more;” she added the 
last words despondently. “It is that 
which troubles.” '•

“Tell me, that I may help. I have 
influence.”

“I should but bring trouble on you, 
while you may not save me.”

“It will save valuable time if you tell 
us at once,” I said.

“It is a long story, but------” she
paused, and added, in a low, almost 
caressing tone as she looked at Grant, 
“I should so like to tell you,” and with 
just a shade of emphasis on the pro
noun. Then with a change as if taking

a sudden resolution, she added, earnest
ly : “I will tell you, and put my life 
and that of others in your hands.” She 
paused and put her hand to her brow. 
“I must collect my thoughts. Oh, I 
wonder what you will think of it?”

And as she sat thinking for a few 
moments in silence and we waited for 
her to begin, I looked at Grant, and 
noted the rapt, intense, expectant look 
in his shining eyes as he feasted them 
upon her wondrous beauty. And see
ing it I knew that for good or ill the 
fortunes of the Creek were for the fu
ture linked with his.

CHAPTER II.
t h e  Gr e e k ’s  s t o r y .

The vital significance to us of the 
beautiful Greek’s rescue and of the 
story which she afterward told us can 
only be thoroughly appreciated when the 
reason of our presence in Turkey is un
derstood.

Grant was a man whose ideas were 
big even for an American, and his prac
tical energy was as tireless as his cour
age was indomitable. “He could think 
most easily in millions,” he used to say; 
and although he was only a year or two 
over thirty he had already been 
phenomenally successful in piling up 
wealth.

His father had left him more than a 
million sterling, and in less than ten 
years he had handled this sum so deftly 
in New York that when he came to Con
stantinople he was worth perhaps ten 
times as much, while he possessed the 
absolute confidence of men ready to 
back him to almost any extent.

His Turkish enterprise was entirely 
charactertistic of him, and not the least 
of its attractiveness for him was the fact 
that it was fraught with interests that 
touched closely the policy of all Europe. 

.He had first come East for a holiday, 
and in the course of a hurried scramble 
through the northeast provinces of 
Turkey his keen eyes had been quick 
to observe the vast wealth that lay there 
undeveloped.

He had instantly conceived a plan to
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develop it; and while his friends were 
busy with schemes to capture the indus
tries of Western Europe he determined 
to capture those of the East. The 
project was daringly ambitious, and al
though commercial in form it involved 
political issues of such tremendous con
sequences as to have daunted any man 
less resolute than himself.

The pith of it was nothing less than 
the ultimate solution of the Eastern 
question by the gradual Americanization 
©f part of European Turkey and the 
Balkan States, commencing, of course, 
with a comparatively small district, and 
then extending the sphere of operations.

The district he selected lay on the 
northeast seaboard, as remote as possi
ble from the capital, and while engaged 
in the work of industrial development 
he intended' to introduce a system of 
good government administered by care
fully picked Americans and English
men, thus enriching the Turkish popula
tion of the place, while at the same time 
giving them the blessing of personal-se
curity and just rule.

The difficulties were, of course, enor
mous, but to Irim no more than incen
tives, and in the six months he had been 
at work he had made remarkable prog
ress. He was a born ruler of men, with 
a profound insight into human nature; 
he had poured out money with a 
prodigal hand in a land where bribery 
is all-powerful, until more than half the 
people of influence about the court were 
in his pay; and his tact, shrewdness, 
capacity and personal magnetism had 
succeeded with many of those whom 
money could not buy.

With the sultan, Abdul Hamid, his 
success had been extraordinary. Ut
terly opposite as were their characters, 
the sultan had been won over com
pletely, and Grant was trusted by him 
to a degree that was positively re
markable.

He was always welcome at the palace 
of Yildiz Kiosk, and the ruler who shut 
himself front his people so rigidly that 
he was little better than a state pris
oner, received Grant almost with effu
sion. He entered readily into his plans, 
or so much of them rather as Grant

deemed it advisable to disclose, and 
without demur accorded him conces
sions which other men would have given 
half their lives to obtain. Grant han
dled him most admirably, and Abdul 
was so fascinated by the prospects of 
wealth and prosperity which were con
stantly dangled before him that, in fact, 
the concessions w'ere in Grant’s hands 
before he was ready to deal with them.

He had, however, hurried forward his 
preparations, and matters were fast 
ripening to the moment for action when 
Grant had begun to show his partiality 
for those evening walks, the last of 
which had had such dramatic conse
quences.

Up to that time I do not believe that 
any thought for a woman had ever en
tered his head, but knowing his excep
tional pertinacity of purpose and his 
headstrong will when once fixed on 
an object, I could not but be appre
hensive of the consequences now when I 
found him so strangely moved by this 
beautiful Greek, watched the rapturous 
looks he cast upon her, and saw how this 
strong nature was swayed by her words 
and glances.

“Mine is a strange story,” she began, 
in her soft, rich voice. “I am, as you 
know, a Greek, but as you do not know, 
the child of martyred parents. My 
father was Greek, my mother Ar
menian, and my earliest recollections 
are of a home all happiness and peace. 
My father w'as a merchant and pros
pered—and prosperity brought on him 
what prosperity always brings to an 
Armenian, the curse of the Turks’ hate.

“I was but ten years old when that' 
curse began to cloud my life, and before 
I was fourteen the heel of the oppressor 
came crushing down upon us. My fa
ther was the justest and kindest of men, 
as my mother was the most loving and 
gentle, but my father was rich, and the 
Turks hated him, and they never rested 
until they had hounded him to death, 
dogs that they are.” Her eyes flashed 
fire as this burst from her in a spasm 
of passion. For a moment she paused, 
and I heard Grant draw his breath 
quickly as his manner was when moved.

“I will not harry you with details. I
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was thirteen when one of the risings 
came which these beasts of prey in
stigate as a specious pretext for them 
to wreak their ‘blood lust’ on their vic
tims. My father was as innocent of 
harm as a child unborn, but-—they mur
dered him, and when my mother rushed 
in a tragic effort to turn their foul pur
pose, they laughed as they beat out her 
brains before my very eyes. Oh, God, 
that fearful memory!”

She paused again, overcome by her 
emotions, and it was some time before 
she could control herself sufficiently to 
continue.

“I was spared, gladly though I would 
have died with those who were all in all 
to me, but I was spared—for what ? Be
cause they deemed me pretty child 
enough to be sold into that most in
famous of all slavery—the harem of the 
most illustrious, the sultan, the pa- 
dishah, the shadow of God, shadow of 
God!” she repeated with bitter scorn. 
"Shadow of hell, rather!”

The effect of these words on Grant 
may be readily imagined.

‘‘Go on,” he said, his voice low and 
resonant with passion, his deep chest 
heaving with tumultuous emotion.

She read his thoughts instinctively.
“No, I escaped that doom. Two of 

the devils who had me in charge 
grudged me to their sublime master, 
coveting me for‘themselves, and while 
they fought for me I escaped from both, 
and, in the care of an Armenian, I suc
ceeded in leaving the country. I went, 
where do you think? not to Greece for 
fear of pursuit, but to America, liberty- 
loving America, and there succeeded in 
getting that part of his fortune which 
my father, having always the fear of 
violence before him, had stored with 
some merchant friends.

“With them I lived, drinking in the 
gospel of freedom and nursing the 
dreams of revenge. Oh, that wondrous 
land of modern miracles! You can un
derstand something of what my young 
soul felt in your noble realm of perfect 
freedom; how my instincts of righteous
ness and right developed in the years 
that followed—my life saddened always 
by the memory of that awful past. I

brooded on the thought how bright and 
glorious and happy would life have been 
had this land of bane and sorrow and 
oppression been free like yours. But 
my purpose had never faltered, and was 
strengthened by all I saw.”

“Your purpose?” I asked, as she 
paused.

“My vengeance, if you prefer it so,” 
she cried, turning to me, and speaking 
vehemently. “Vengeance upon the 
doers of wrong, and liberty for the 
wronged and oppressed in this black hell 
for us Eastern Christians.”

Her sudden vehemence silenced me, 
and after a pause she continued in a 
tone of suppressed bitterness:

"What could a woman do? you will 
ask; a woman in a land where women 
are only better than cattle, because they 
cost more to feed and clothe and house. 
But I have done something. I have 
plotted and schemed and conspired, I 
have wealth and have used it in a land 
where every man has his price. I have 
found others who are sick to death of 
misrule and tyranny, and to-day it is 
largely by my work and effort that the 
goal is in sight, that the reign of the 
bloodthirsty coward of Yildiz Kiosk is 
drawing to its close, and that the dawn 
of liberty is at hand.” Her cheeks man
tled with a flush of enthusiasm and her 
eyes shone brightly as she said this.

Neither of us spoke. We might well 
be silent indeed; for apart from the 
lovely picture of enthusiasm which this 
most glorious creature presented and 
the influence of her glowing words, we 
had to think of how such a plot as she 
indicated would influence our plans. 
Whether Grant had a thought of the 
kind I cannot say. He sat gazing at 
her with the same rapt expression of 
intense and absorbing admiration, but 
I saw the rocks close ahead and a hun
dred possible complications suggested 
themselves in the moments of silence 
that followed.

“And these men we found here to
night?” I asked, after a while.

“Need you ask? Some one has be
trayed me, and these men were sent to 
do that for which a thousand hands can 
be hired at any moment on the treach
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erous streets of Stamboul—to murder a 
Christian. They were palace-hired as
sassins; and but for your help would 
have slain me. My servants had been 
either frightened or decoyed away or 
kidnaped—what is that in this land of 
blood?—and when I was unprotected 
these miscreants burst into my house. 
Had they succeeded the tale would have 
been told to-morrow that my servants 
had risen against me and murdered me 
for my wealth, and all the police and 
court officials would have made a fine 
show of energy in hunting them down 
and putting them to death for the crime
—for they are Christians. As it is------”
she stopped abruptly and threw up her 
white hands.

“As it is?” I repeated.
“They will refuse to believe my story, 

and make another attempt when success 
will seem more certain. What is one 
paltry Christian woman more or less to 
the murderous devils of Islam?”

“By God, it is infamous!” exclaimed 
Grant, passionately.

“Your God is my God, and only suf
fers these things to be that His people 
shall combine to bring about the change. 
He has saved me now, by your energy, 
and He will save me again. I have no 
fear for myself, and when my work is 
done, and not till then, He will call me 
to Himself.” She spoke with all the 
thrilling resignation of a martyr.

“But you cannot stay here. It is not 
safe,” cried Grant.

“Where shall I go? I could turn 
coward, and fly the country, putting my
self under the protection of my patri
arch. But whatever I may be, I am no 
coward. I shall stay.”

“But not here,” he persisted, em
phatically.

“And why not here? Has not God 
worked a miracle that it ishould be you 
who have saved me? J  know some
thing of the task you are about here in 
Pera. I know that you are working in 
your way for reform and for the devel
opment of some of the neglected wealth 
qf the country. I know you have the 
arch monster’s ear and favor. You are 
working in your way, I in mine, for the 
same end. Do you think it mere chance

that sent you here to-night to save me, 
and thus brought us two together ? The 
very attempt to murder me has made me 
the stronger by your friendship. But 
I am a dangerous friend for any man 
to have in this land of darkness and 
evil; and if you will take my counsel, 
you will leave me, ay, now, at once, and 
forget we have ever met and that your 
courage saved me. I am not afraid.”

But Grant had been thinking his way 
to a decision, and having reached it, an
nounced it with characteristic emphasis.

“I shall see this right through,” he 
said, firmly. “Right through. You are 
right, we are working for the same end 
by different paths. We’ll work to
gether. You will not stay here, but 
come, at any rate for the present, to us 
—my sister and aunt will welcome you; 
and until ybur plans are better shaped 
you will stay with them. Meanwhile, 
this scheme of yours to depose the sul
tan------”

“How do you know that ?” The 
question came in a quick tone of alarm.

“You have told me now in almost so 
many words. It shall be looked into; 
your secret is safe with us, and we’ll see 
what’s inside it. And now it’s all set
tled.”

“I cannot leave my two faithful 
servants.”

“Then bring them with you. You 
can’t stay here. Mervyn, will you go 
and hunt up some kind of conveyance 
—if necessary, a couple of carriages 
from the White House, while Mile. 
Patras gets ready? I’ve made up my 
mind. I’ll see this thing right through.”

And in that prompt and decisive way, 
he took command, and to my not very 
great surprise the Greek yielded to him 
after offering only the smallest and 
faintest protest.

We all yielded to him, indeed, when 
he was in one of his commanding 
moods, for it was useless to attempt to 
do otherwise. But when she had left 
us to make her preparations I ventured 
upon a mild remonstrance.

“She’s a very beautiful woman, Cy
rus, and she is certainly in a bad strait, 
but if she’s in the thick of a plot to get 
rid of Abdul Hamid, isn’t it a big risk
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you’re running to shelter her at the 
White House?”

“And if it is?” he asked, abruptly.
“Well, you have big things on hand 

and they may be easily jeopardized if 
the palace gets suspicious.”

“Would you have me leave her here 
to be murdered?” he asked, with a 
frown.

“I didn’t suggest that.”
“I’m sure of that, and glad of it, too. 

You leave this to me, and bring those 
carriages along, there’s a good fellow. 
I don’t freeze to the notion of stopping 
on here a moment longer than neces
sary.”

I went then and left him sitting at the 
foot of the stairs, the revolver close to 
his hand, his arms folded and his face 
partly in shadow, wearing a stern, set, 
determined expression, indicative of his 
new, strong resolve.

CHAPTER III
E N ID  GRANT.

I may be pardoned if I say here a 
word or two about myself and the posi
tion of matters at the White House, as 
Grant had named the building in Pera 
which served the double purpose of resi
dence and offices.

I had first known the Grants some 
five or six years before in New York, 
when I was there with my father, Lord 
Bulverton, on a somewhat peculiar er
rand. As a younger son I was never of 
much account, and from my childhood 
had been a very rolling stone. I man
aged to get into trouble and debt at 
Harrow, so that when a chance offered 
of shipping me to the East of Europe, 
where my uncle, my mother’s brother, 
was consul at Adrianople, my family 
had seized it eagerly, much to my per
sonal delight.

I had one gift, the power of acquiring 
languages, and Adrianople gave me full 
scope* for it. I learned Turkish thor
oughly and could not only speak it flu
ently, but, what is much rarer with Eu
ropeans, I learned to write it well. It 
takes nine years, we are always told, to 
learn to write Turkish, but it did not

take me so long, and while I was learn
ing it I picked up Greek, Arabic and 
several other tongues to be heard in that 
strange, polyglot land.

The East had a great fascination for 
me, and while helping my uncle in his 
business I roamed all over Turkey, 
Greece, the Balkan States and Southern 
Russia. The wandering life suited me, 
and it was with genuine regret that in 
obedience to my father’s wishes I went 
home to England in pursuance of his 
plans for my settlement in life.

He wished me to .marry for money, 
I discovered, and for a year I bored my
self and all about me by going into so
ciety—that miserable make-believe of 
enjoyment—until he carried me off to 
New York, where his plan came very 
near achievement.

At the ambassador’s I met Miss 
Grant. I was drawn to her from the 
first moment, and was soon head over 
heels in love with her. I knew merely 
that her name was .Grant, Enid Valerie 
Grant, and I neither asked nor cared 
whether she was rich or poor. She was 
bright, clever, and to me fascinating— 
a startling contrast to all the women I 
had ever met—and so long as I knew 
nothing of' her wealth, her companion
ship was just the sweetest thing in life 
to me.

But it was very different when my 
father told me she was the sister of Cy
rus Dennison Grant, one of the richest 
and most successful men in the States, 
and a millionairess Jin her own right.

“You have been a great many sorts of 
a fool in your life, Mervyn,” he de
clared, wdth paternal pithiness, “but you 
seem to have shown some glimmer of 
common sense in this, and you have a 
chance of redeeming your position now 
with this Grant girl, and you must 
marry her. I’ve spoken to the brother, 
and he’s agreeable and says she likes 
you. So you’ve nothing to do but pro
pose, and don’t waste time about it.”

My father meant well, no doubt, but 
he could not have taken a step more 
certain to set me against the thing. My 
relatives declare I am a fool in money 
matters, and without a scrap of ambi
tion; most of my friends have taken
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much the same view, although they 
have expressed it differently, and the 
fact is certain that so soon as I knew she 
was wealthy I became self-conscious 
and uneasy in her presence and began 
to loathe myself for that despicable 
thing—a needy fortune hunter.

To make matters worse, Grant, hav
ing no knowledge of women’s ways or 
their hearts, detached his mind for a 
moment from his colossal business af
fairs, and spoke bluntly to his sister. 
The result may be imagined.

My father was anxious to return to 
London, and kept urging me to get the 
matter settled. Grant was uncom
fortably significant, and Enid herself had 
so changed that she seemed as ill at ease 
as I was. Our pleasant comradeship 
was at an end, and, as ill luck would 
have it, a very prominent engagement 
of the kind between an English earl and 
a well-known millionaire’s daughter was 
announced just then.

By chance Enid told me of it on the 
very day on which I had intended to ask 
her lo marry me. I was fumbling and 
stumbling to get to the point, doing it 
nervously and fatuously, like a fool, I 
admit, when she reduced me to a sort 
of pulpy silence by asking with a laugh 
whether I thought English family or 
American dollars weighed the heavier 
in the scales of such an engagement as 
that of the earl.

I accepted my defeat with a laugh 
to cover my discomfiture. I did more, 
indeed. I was so out of conceit with 
my part in the transaction and so piqued 
by Enid's refusal that, without saying a 
word even to my father, I bolted1 from 
New York by the next steamer, carry
ing with me a sick heart, a stinging 
sense of mortification, a crowd of per
plexing doubts as to Enid's real feel
ings, and a firm resolve to be done for 
good and all with my father’s matri
monial plans on my behalf.

For five years I saw and heard no 
more of the* Grants. I went back to 
Adrianople, and to my life of wandering 
there, looking for a fortune which I 
never found and settling down into con
tent with the small income of some few 
hundreds a year, which came to me

quite unexpectedly on the death of my 
uncle, the consul.

Then, to my intense surprise, I 
blundered upon Grant one day in the 
hills not far from Elbassan at a mo
ment when my arrival must have been 
profoundly welcome. He had been 
prospecting with a servant and a couple 
of guides in the district where he was ac
quiring his concessions, and his guides, 
after the manner of the wily Turk, had 
led him into an ambush, which their 
friends the brigands had prepared for 
him. They deserted him there, and he 
and his servant were making a plucky 
stand. Things were going very awk
wardly for him, when the arrival of my 
little party turned the tables, and to
gether we drove the rascals off.

As a result of this he asked me to 
join him in the big scheme; the com
panionship soon ripened into a deep and 
warm friendship, and I threw myself 
heart and soul into his work. My 
knowledge of the people and country 
enabled me to help him in many ways, 
and he in return gave me his entire, con
fidence.

He was alone then in the great house 
at Pera, and his sister’s name was barely 
mentioned between us, until one day, 
without a word of warning and as much 
to his surprise as to my concern, Enid 
herself arrived, bringing with her an 
aunt, Mrs. Constantine Wellings.

Our meeting had its embarrassments 
for me, if not for her, but after a while 
we established a sort of armed neu
trality arrangement, and I am free to 
confess that, although I was not so fool
ish as to “go back” on the past, I soon 
began to feel the old charm of her com
panionship. I had my own apartments 
and my own servants, and having much 
to occupy my time I held aloof so far 
as practicable and did not forget that I 
was a poor man and she a very rich 
girl, and that the past was dead and 
buried.

How she would view the dramatic 
introduction of Haidee Patras into the 
White House was a question which 
promised to be interesting, and she was 
not long in giving me an answer and 
making me acquainted with her opin
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ion. And a very strong, clear-cut opin
ion it was, too.

On the evening following the Greek’s 
arrival I was passing through the draw
ing-room when she stopped me.

“I suppose you are as usual too busy 
to speak to me, Mr. Ormesby,” she 
began, in a decidedly aggressive mood.

“I am rather busy, Miss Grant. You 
see------”

“That’s just what I don’t but what I 
mean to. Why did you bring that 
Greek woman here, and who is she, any
way ?”

“I did not bring her here. Your 
brother----- ”

“Well, I just want to speak to you, 
and I’m going on to the veranda.” I 
followed her and sat down, feeling, it 
must be confessed, none too delighted at 
the prospective cross-examination.

“Now, Mr. Ormesby, who is she?”
“She’s a very beautiful woman, her 

name is-----”
“Yes, yes; we know her name, and 

have seen her face, but who is she?”
“For the life of me I can’t tell you .' 

I cah give you the sketch of’her life, but 
vour brother has probably told you 
that.”

“Cyrus has just lost his head—-for 
the first time in his life, and I suppose 
you know it. But what has she come 
here for?”

“For shelter in as bad a storm as ever 
threatened a woman.”

“Shelter?” she repeated, with a sniff. 
“You mean she has shifted the storm 
center so as to get us all into it.”

“Your brother is not exactly the man 
to go about seeking unnecessary 
storms.”

“Do you mean to tell me you think 
that woman is here by accident, and not 
of her own deliberate intention? Please 
answer me that. You know you can 
speak straight when you wish.”

“I have not formed that opinion.”
“Oh, you men, what bats you can be 

when a woman has a pretty face! Well, 
now I’ve suggested it, what do you 
think ?”

“If you had been through last night’s 
business, I don’t think you’d dream of 
making any such suggestion.”

“So you’re in the toils too, eh ?” And 
she shrugged her shoulders and smiled 
pityingly. She had a very witching 
smile when she pleased, but there was 
no witchery in this one. I made no 
reply, and in the pause her foot tapped 
the ground impatiently. “She must 
have done it cleverly to trap you both. 
Cyrus I can understand, for he is not 
himself in this, but you—I should have 
thought you w'ere different. You know 
these Easterners, and, being an on
looker, should certainly have caught 
some sight of the wires.”

“I think you are doing her an injus
tice—to say nothing of me.”

“Of course you do; that’s what the 
fl- f  inside the web said about the spider 
to his friend outside. The whole thing 
last night was just a web, nothing more, 
and those white hands of hers have 
woven it. But I’m outside, thank you, 
and mean to stay there.”

“My dear Miss Grant, you haven’t a 
single fact to go on for such a sug
gestion.”

“Fact, rubbish! What are facts to a 
woman’s instincts about a woman? Do 
you think I can’t read her?” She 
hashed the words at me quite angrily.

“But you forget; we were present 
when she was attacked; we saw the 
men who threatened hef ; we saw her 
fire at them, and I myself bound up the 
wounds of her servant whom they 
nearly killed—and the blood he had 
shed------”

“Nearly killed! Why, the man’s 
walking about to-day as well as he ever 
was in his life, and as for that old hypo
crite she calls Lelia—can’t any one lie 
down on the floor and pretend to be 
dead? Why, a well-trained dog or a 
donkey can do it, and probably better 
than she did, if the truth were known. 
But there were only two men to fool, 
and there was the glamour of her 
beaMy. to cover up any bad acting! I 
tell you she is here of set purpose and 
for a definite object—now what is it?” 

“But she did not wish to come.”
“Oh, Mr. Ormesby, do try and think 

seriously. Why, she has thrown herself 
twice right at Cyrus’ head!”

“Twice?” I exclaimed, in surprise.
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“Yes, twice. Oh, don’t you know? 
Then I may be doing you an injustice, 
as you call it. Her first introduction” 
—this with a fine play on the word— 
“was something of the same kind. She 
was being insulted in one of the streets 
of Stamboul, and Cyrus chanced to be 
at hand to help her. Chanced! What 
a chapter of chances, isn’t it?”

"I did not know that,” said I, not un
impressed.

“Cyrus told me, and she has taken 
care to let him see her several times 
since; until he was seized with the sud
den longing for those night strolls of 
yours—near her house. Do you sup
pose she did not know what he was do
ing?” she asked, triumphantly, and then, 
changing quickly to great earnestness, 
she added: “I tell you she has set herself 
to win upon him and to be brought here 
for some purpose, and what that pur
pose is some one must find out. Can 
you ? Who is she ? What is it she 
wants? She is a dangerous, treacher
ous woman, and is here for some dan
gerous, treacherous purpose. But I tell 
you more. She shall not stay here. Cy
rus is blind for the moment where she 
is concerned, but at least I thought you 
would have eyes to see and ears to 
hear, and I am disappointed.”

I had no reply ready and sat for some 
moments in considerable uneasiness. 
The suggestion that the whole scene of 
the previous night was just a carefully 
rehearsed fraud which had succeeded so 
far as to delude both Grant and myself 
was an exceedingly disquieting one. 
Nobody cares to feel that he has been 
fooled, and I was naturally unwilling 
to believe it. If it was true, then the 
question as to the Greek’s motive was 
one of absolutely vital importance, con
sidering the critical position of affairs.
I had had plenty of proofs of Enid’s 
acumen, moreover, and her vehement 
words and manner impressed me. I 
never could understand women at any 
time, and now I was profoundly puz
zled.

“What you say is very important, but 
hadn’t we better wait a bit before jump
ing to conclusions?"

“I shall not wait, I've jumped al

ready,” she answered, stoutly. “She 
shan’t stay here.”

“I don’t know that your brother con
templates her staying here permanently, 
but she is for the time in considerable 
danger------”

“Which means you won’t help me?” 
she interrupted.

“I really don’t see what to say. She is 
your brother’s guest, and for me to do 
anything would be extremely invidious. 
I can only suggest that we allow matters 
to develop a little.”

“Until Cyrus is outwitted and his 
plans smashed.”

“Don’t you think he can be trusted to 
take care of them ?”

“Where this woman is concerned?” 
and she laughed impatiently.

“Yes, where any one is concerned,” 
said I.

“Which shows how little you under
stand about men in love, and Cyrus in 
particular. I suppose you can see that 
he is in love with her?”

“She is a very beautiful woman and 
very fascinating,” I admitted, recalling 
certain parts of the previous night’s 
scene.

“And perhaps you can carry your im
agination a step farther, and think what 
is likely to be the effect of such a pas
sion upon a nature like his ?”

“Yes, I think I can.”
"Then exercise it still farther, and tell 

me what will most probably be the effect 
upon Cyrus’ work if we assume that my 
view of this Greek woman and not 
yours is the correct one?”

“It might be, I admit, disastrous, 
but------”

“Never mind the buts,” she broke in. 
with quite the Grant directness. “On 
that assumption, don't you think it 
would be well to satisfy ourselves about 
her true motives and intentions?”

“I think it is a matter for your 
brother.”

“And I don't—and so I suppose 
there’s no more to be said. In my opin
ion she’s a fraud, and if you won’t help 
me to prove it, I must find some one 
else. At any rate, she shan’t stay here, 
if I have to insult her and drive her 
out of the house.”
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“Put my cushions in the veranda. 
Lelia. I am weary and will sit there,” 
broke in at that moment from the room 
behind us the dulcet tones of Haidee 
Patras, speaking in Greek, and the next 
instant she came out through the win
dow and gave a start of surprise at see
ing us. I would have given a good deal 
to know how much she had overheard, 
and I threw a glance of warning at Enid 
Grant as I rose to offer my chair.

“Ah, I am disturbing you,” said the 
Greek, sweetly.

“Not in the least, mademoiselle,” re
turned Enid, stiffly. 1 murmured some
thing conventional, and stood while the 
old woman arranged the cushions, into 
which her mistress sank with the easy 
grace that marked all her actions and 
attitudes.

I felt very awkward and would have 
fled from the threatening storm had I 
not feared that an abrupt departure 
would have led Haidee to draw wrong 
conclusions as to my conference with 
Enid. I brought out another chair, 
therefore, and lighted a cigarette.

“It is a lovely view' from here,” mur
mured Haidee.

“We were not admiring the view, 
mademoiselle, but were speaking of 
you,’’ replied Enid, with appalling di
rectness.

“Of me?” and the shapely eyebrows 
were raised as if in surprise.

“Yes, I was asking Mr. Ormesby to 
tell me all that he knew about you. We 
Westerners go straight to the point, you 
know.”

“But why not ask me first, then? 
Monsieur Ormesby has only had the 
outline of my life, and could tell you 
little. I will tell you all if you take an 
interest in my story. It is not a happy 
one—but it is not yet finished. It is 
not like the placid lives of your more 
fortunate compatriots in the land of 
true liberty, for it began in bloodshed, 
and will end, where we Eastern women 
w'ould have it end—in revenge.”

“My brother told me you had been in 
America—how long have you been back 
in Turkey?”

“Two or three years, in the East that

is, as measured by time, but more than 
half my life, as measured by my work.” 

“In Constantinople, how long?” 
“Most of the time, but broken by 

visits to other places.”
“And have you lived alone all that 

time ?”
“I am always alone. Until yester

day I had no friends here, as you un
derstand friendships in the West.” 

“And w’here have you lived?” 
“Sometimes here, sometimes there, as 

the circumstances of my life and work 
dictated. I have enemies, and could not 
live as you live in the West, in one 
abode.”

It was excellently answered. A most 
natural explanation; but I was once 
more, as Enid had said, an on-looker, 
and I saw it might be no more than a 
plausible cover for facts intentionally 
concealed. Enid's distrust was begin
ning to infect me.

“In the West,” said Enid, very point
edly, “we like more direct answers to 
direct questions.”

“The West does not yet understand 
the East, Miss Grant; but I should like 
you to understand me. Your brother 
has been so kind to m e; so brave, so 
helpful, so generous, so good in offering 
me a shelter for a few days, that I hope 
you and I will be friends.”

“ ‘For a few days.’ Where are you 
going then?” a note of unquestionable 
hostility and spoken sharply.

“I go wherever my work calls me. 
Where that may be I cannot say yet.” 

“Nor when?” the question came al
most like a sneer.

“I am ready to leave.at any moment,” 
answered Haidee, placidly, but with a 
hardening of tone which was the first 
symptom of antagonism she had shown. 

Then the unexpected happened.
“Who talks of leaving?” This from 

Grant, who had joined us without our 
hearing his approach.

“Your sister was asking me when I 
am leaving, and where I am going, Mr. 
Grant, and I was trying to make her 
understand how my movements depend 
on matters I cannot control. You will 
understand me, however,” she added, 
almost caressingly and with a glance at
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his face which made Enid move uneasily 
in her chair.

“I wish you and Mile. Patras to be 
great friends, Enid,” said Grant, with 
quiet, assertive significance and in a 
tone which told me he had quite gath
ered the meaning of the scene. His sis
ter held her head erect, and met his look 
with one quite as resolute and firm as 
his, and I thought she was going to 
make some reply which would have set 
the highly combustible elements in a 
blaze; but after a pause she got up, and 
said, merely:

“I am chilled and am going in, Cy
rus. I bid you good-evening, Mile. 
Patras,” and with a very stately bow she 
swept past us into the room.

Grant followed her, and I heard him 
say, in a low tone:

“'What is the answer to my wish, 
Enid?”

“I choose my own friends, Cyrus,” 
was the reply, spoken of intention loudly 
enough to reach us on the veranda. 
A glance at the Greek’s face showed me 
she had heard and understood, and the 
curve of the lip î the hardening of the 
lines of the face and the momentary 
lowering of the brows told of the fire 
and anger and mortification the words 
had kindled. But when Grant returned,, 
himself looking stern and angry, she 
greeted him with a smile, soft, gentle 
and loving.

“Your sister is very reserved and 
hard to know, and I fear she has taken 
a dislike to me. I am so sorry ; but per
haps my instinct was right; I ought not 
to have come here to sow discord.” 
And she sighed and shook her head 
sadly.

“My sister is probably returning to 
America in a few days, mademoiselle,” 
he replied, and I knew how much might 
lie behind the words. For an instant a 
light of triumph sprang, to her eyes, 
to be quenched as quickly with one of 
her irfeffable'smiles as she glanced in mv 
direction.

Had she forgotten that I was, as Enid 
had said, an on-looker; and did she fear 
I had read her expression ? Was she no 
more than a clever actress, and ■ was 
Enid right in her woman’s intuitive

judgment? Who could tell? I could 
not, and the questions baffled me as I 
sat there smoking in silence and feeling 
very much in the way, while the two 
talked together in low tones.

CHAPTER IV.
COU NT STE PIT A N I OF P R IS T IN A .

I was very busily engaged during the 
next few days and saw very little of 
either Enid or the Greek, but I had daily 
and almost hourly evidences of the 
change in Grant. He was not like the 
same man.

We had reached that point in the de
velopment of our scheme when many 
things had to be decided, all requiring 
care, foresight and deliberation, and he 
seemed able to decide nothing.

A dozen different intricate negotia
tions were in progress at the time of 
supreme importance in which prompt
ness and dispatch were vital; but they 
were all hung up, and w'hen I endeav
ored to get him to consider them he 
either put me off, or, if we started to 
discuss them, would break away and 
lapse into abstracted silence from which 
I could not rouse him.

One of his most distinctive gifts was 
his remarkable power of concentration 
of will and thought upon any matter in 
hand; the work of the moment was the 
work of his life, and that had no doubt 
been the secret of his extraordinary suc
cess. But now he could scarcely force 
himself to think connectedly upon any 
one part of the great scheme for ten 
minutes together. And without his di
recting hand and brain I could of course 
do nothing.

But if I turned the talk upon Haidee, 
as I did sometimes by way of experi
ment, he was all attention instantly; 
his face would light up and he spoke 
with all his wonted pith and undivided 
interest. It seemed to me, therefore, 
that his love for her had taken the same 
absorbing hold upon him that his huge 
business schemes had before she came 
into his life, and that it monopolized his 
mind and thoughts.

I was not entirely right, however, in
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my conclusions, as events were to prove 
later on. That he was infatuated by 
Haidee’s beauty was certain, but there 
was more than mere infatuation to ac
count for his indecision and abstraction. 
He was most probably tortured by those 
doubts of success in his love affairs 
which are the common portion of all 
lovers—the heritage of pain or pleasure 
according as we regard them. But the 
Greek was exerting influence of an
other kind upon him; and I got an ink
ling of tjiis in an indirect manner.

Associated with us at the White 
House were of course a crowd of those 
adventurers who are always to be found 
fortune-hunting in Constantinople. 
Many were spies and go-betweens, some 
set on us by the palace, others by vari
ous of the embassies, and the remainder 
playing for their own hand only. It was 
one of my chief tasks to classify the dif
ferent individuals composing this inter
esting and interested group, and by 
means of my own spies to find out all 
about them, and I had and still have a 
very significant register of that genus 
of rascality.

Among them, and perhaps the most 
picturesque scoundrel of all, was a man 
who called himself Count Stephani of 
Pristina. I had found out a good deal 
about him, and .very little of it to his 
advantage; but he had what was in my 
eyes the great advantage of frankness.

He had been many things in his .time, 
and among them a brigand. That was, 
of course, nothing to his discredit in 
Turkey, where most of the residents in 
the outlying vilayets are farmers or 
peasants when they have anything to 
farm and brigands when safe oppor
tunities offer.

Lest this may be doubted it should 
be remembered that one great pasha and 
minister, who at one time enjoyed a 
European reputation, was well known 
to be in league with many bands of 
brigands, to give them information 
which might be of value to them in the 
way of “business,” to share the results 
of their enterprise, and to secure im
munity for those who were clumsy 
enough to fall into the hands of the 
police.

My own opinion of Count Stephani 
was that at this time he was still closely 
connected with brigands, and that his 
business in the capital was to watch their 
interests.

He was a clever, handsome, dashing 
dare-devil, ready, as he once said to me 
frankly, either to take office under gov
ernment or to turn brigand again, and 
having heard that we were going to 
develop a district in which he was in
terested he had at first come to me to 
offer his services.

That he was able to get hold of ex
cellent information I had had several 
proofs, for I had made use of him, and 
it was from him I had had the first hints 
of the plot to depose the sultan, of which 
the Greek, Haidee, had spoken so 
freely.

I was not, therefore, surprised when, 
some three or four days after her ar
rival at the White House, he came to 
me obviously to speak about her, al
though, like an Easterner, he began by 
talking for half an hour on different 
subjects. Then he rose as if to leave 
me, and said, casually, in Hungarian:

"By the way, Mr. Secretary, your 
great White House has a new inmate 
-—and a fair one.” We always spoke 
Turkish except when he was excited, 
and lapsed for a few words into Hun
garian, a language which, he thought I 
did not understand.

“Our servants are constantly chan
ging, count,” I answered, purposely 
misunderstanding him. He turned upon 
me a sidelong glance of smiling cun
ning.

“Servants are servants, and Greeks 
are Greeks,” he said.

“As you have come to speak about 
her, hadn’t you better sit down again, 
and say what you want to say?”

“Oh, you Westerners; you think the 
only way to reach a spot is to go 
straight to it.”

“It’s the quicker plan, and you would 
have saved half an hour if you’d chosen 
it this morning, and you wouldn’t have 
deceived me any the more.” He laughed 
and threw up his hands as he brought 
his chair nearer to my table, sat down,
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and, leaning forward, asked quickly and 
earnestly:

“What does her coming mean?”
“It means that we found her in trou

ble with some scoundrels, and brought 
her here for safety.”

For a moment he did not reply, but 
stared into my face as if seeking some 
hidden meaning in my words.

“Do you know who she is?"
“Mile. Haidee Patras, a very beauti

ful woman; a Greek, as you say.” He 
waved the reply aside with an impulsive 
sweep of the hand.

“And what else ?”
“Nothing else, count,” I said, stolidly.
“You are in an uncommunicative 

mood this morning, my friend, very un
communicative.”

“Or ignorant, which you please.”
“No, friend, not ignorant. You have 

too many good spies. Those hands and 
eyes and ears of yours are not muffled 
and blinded and deafened by ignorance. 
You know—and do not trust me, 
Stephani, your friend and well-wisher."

“I trust you as much as I think it 
necessary.”

“By Allah, but you are blunt—blunt, 
but not ignorant.”

“Tell me what you have come to say." 
He laughed loudly, throwing himself 
back in his chair to enjoy his merriment 
to the full.

“You are always the same, you Mr. 
Secretary, with your straight questions 
and blunt words. Blunt, but not ig
norant. You know, you know well 
enough.” ■

“I am very busy this morning, 
count.”

“And if I won’t speak I am to go, 
eh? Not ignorant, but yet not know
ing everything, Mr. Secretary,” and he 
glanced at me with a look of inde
scribable cunning.

“Yes, if you won’t speak you are to 
go.” His- eyes flashed and for a mo
ment he was angry. But it passed in
stantly. He couldn’t afford to be angry 
with me and knew it.

“And the sweet American, does she 
like her new sister?”

“I am very busy this mprning, Count

Stephani,” I said again, dryly. He al
ways irritated me by his references to 
Enid, and they had become unpleasantly 
frequent of late.

“So I must not even speak of her, 
friend Secretary ; but, at any rate, I may 
think of her, and the day may come 
when she may need a friend quick to 
see, prompt to act, and strong to strike. 
I may be that friend yet. When a man 
plunges suddenly into swift, unknown 
rapids he may be a powerful swimmer 
and still fail, and those he leaves or leads 
may lack help.”

“Which means?” said I.
“The rapids of intrigue in this coun

try are easier to enter than to leave, and 
many swimmers are drowned." He 
spoke with the air of an oracle and a 
mystic.

“Suppose you put that into plainer 
terms, count.”

“Only the fools speak too plainly in a 
land where language is a veil and not a 
vehicle of acts. Your American, rich, 
strong, powerful and clever as he is, is 

-—in the current which flows quickly to 
the rapids. The Greek is a very lovely 
woman, and it is possible his strength 
and energy' may turn a weak to a win
ning cause.”

“It is possible also that I don’t under
stand you,” I said, with a smile of un
concern.

“And in that case I don’t understand 
you. But I think I do. I hope he will 
take the plunge; for I am in it, too, Mr. 
Secretary, and no man would be a more 
welcome ally than your American. Just 
the man of all men to turn the scales.”

“Who has told you to come and say 
this to me?”

“A  man you know well, friend, none 
other than—Count Stephani of Pris
tina.” He laughed lightly, and then 
quickly closing his eyelids till the black 
pupils glanced at me through mere slits, 
he added, earnestly: “But you have ren
dered me services, and I am not un
grateful. Let me warn you, then. Re
member, and let him remember, too, that 
this is the East and not the West; that 
here in the East the tree of revolt must 
be watered with blood,” and with that
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striking and somewhat enigmatical sen
tence he left me. He had a weakness 
for dramatic sentences and exits.

He had succeeded in impressing me 
more than I had allowed him to see, 
however, and the longer I thought of 
his words the less I liked the outlook. 
It was clear enough that others besides 
Haidee herself were watching the result 
of her influence upon Grant, and build
ing hopes upon it.

It was thus possible that Enid's con
clusion as to the Greek’s rescue having 
been carefully arranged might be cor
rect, but yet that Haidee’s motive might 
be nothing worse than a desire to use a 
dramatic incident to weld closer the 
bonds of his fascination.

Stephani was obviously expecting 
that she would succeed in getting the 
influence of the White House thrown 
into the cause of the political conspiracy, 
and that those for and with whom Ste
phani was working hoped great things 
from such an alliance.

That Grant was infatuated I could 
not doubt any more than I could fail to 
perceive the critical consequences to us 
if we threw in our lot with the revolu
tionary party.

Such a change meant everything to 
us. Thus far, Grant’s plans had been 
entirely pacific and commercial, and our 
preparations had been made on that 
basis. His aim was first to establish 
himself firmly in the district of Mace
donia over which the concessions had 
been obtained, to develop its immense 
natural resources, to colonize it by intro
ducing American and other picked resi
dents, and to build up gradually an au
tonomous and independent state.

In return for the concessions he was 
to pay a tribute to the sultan far greater 
than the revenue at present derived by 
the Turkish Government, and the tribute 
was to be increased under certain 
agreed conditions as the prosperity of 
the district developed.

He had, as I have before said, won 
over the sultan to his views, but I knew 
that in his heart he entirely distrusted 
Abdul Hamid’s good faith, and it was 
this feeling which I now thought might 
impel him to the critical step of joining

> .
the Young Turkey party in the attempt 
to depose the sultan.

It is necessary to explain this point 
to understand the many influences at 
work in Grant’s mind when his infatua
tion for Haidee Patras began to take 
effect; and I could not fail to see the 
probability that she would prevail upon 
him.

Such a development must, however, 
be full of danger. Stephani’s words 
kept ringing in my ears—“The tree of 
revolt must be watered in blood.” 
Whichever party won in the end there 
must be bloodshed. The sultan, in char
acter timid, vacillating, irresolute and 
consumed with an overpowering dread 
of assassination, which kept him a close 
prisoner in Yildiz Kiosk, was just the 
tyrant to exact a terrible vengeance 
upon all concerned in the plot, if it 
failed. On the other hand, if it suc
ceeded, those who came to power would 
act as Ottomans had always acted at 
similar crises and would take the lives 
of all who had had power before them.

In such a time of violence and tumult, 
what would be the fortunes and fate 
of us all ? What chance was there that 
the undertaking, the pith and marrow 
of its hopes of success being its entirely 
commercial character, would escape 
shipwreck? None that I could see, and 
I had lived long enough in the country 
to learn much of its undercurrents.

There was, moreover, the certainty of 
personal hazard and danger for all, and 
this sent my thoughts to Enid. Ste- 
phani’s words about her roused my 
alarm, but my gloomiest fears for her 
would have been infinitely darker could 
I have guessed, what I was afterward 
to learn, the fate already settled for her.

It will be conceived, therefore, in 
what a mood of distracting doubt, sus
pense' and fear I passed the days while 
I was waiting for Grant’s decision.

CHAPTER V.
W H A T  H A P P E N E D  ON T H E  GOLDEN 

H O R N .

The atmospheric conditions at the 
White House during the week or ten 
days that followed the rescue of Haidee
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Patras were very unsettled. There was 
a strong depression, indicating that a 
storm was imminent. The temper of 
most of us suffered iti consequence, and 
the only one who maintained a con
sistent serenity was Haidee herself.

Grant and his sister had more than 
one heated discussion, and my opinion 
was that Enid acted with very poor 

. judgment. Misled by her strong preju
dice against the Greek and her power
ful distrust, she put herself in violent 
opposition to her brother, tried to force 
her views upon him and, as it were, 
to talk him into sharing her own sus
picions. Surely the feeblest of all 
courses to adopt.

Like most strong natures, he could 
not brook opposition on any object 
touching his personal inclinations. In 
business matters it is true his mind was 
always large and receptive enough to 
consider any opposing point of view, 
but love is not business, and in his head
strong infatuation for the beautiful 
Greek he was all passion, enthusiasm 
and concentrated obstinacy. There is 
really no other word so applicable, and 
the result of the discussions was always 
the same—the two parted in anger with 
a blunt statement from Grant that if 
Enid did not like the position she had 
better go home to America.

“But I won’t go—I declare I won't. 
She shan’t drive me from the house,” 
she said to me more than once after an 
interview of the kind. It seerned in 
some way to relieve her to come and 
protest to me. Indeed, in that highly 
charged atmosphere, I became a sort of 
lightning conductor, and they all ap
peared to regard me as a person o f  
safely neutral temperarqent through 
whom the electric current could be 
safely dissipated. “Since you brought 
her here everything seems changed.”

“A good many things are changed,” 
I said, in a soothing tone. “But don’t 
you think that fallacy about my having 
brought her here is a little thin and 
unjust to'me?”

“She shan’t drive me away, anyhow; 
just or unjust.”

“Has she ever shown any desire to 
do that?"

“Oh, how foolish you are, Mr. 
Ormesby! But you all are where she 
is concerned. Of course she has. She’s 
always trying to do it through Cyrus. 
Are you suddenly blind ? But of course 
you take her side.”

“It must be a great relief to you to 
have some one to blame for all this, and 
I suppose it doesn’t matter whether the 
blame is merited or not. But why don’t 
you try Lord Angus ? He had more to 
do with her coming here than I had, for 
he didn’t protest and I did.”

“Lord Angus Markwell isn’t always 
trying to put me in the wrong by pos
ing as immaculate,” she answered, al
most angrily.

“It "might be a difficult pose, per
haps,” I said, quietly.

“You’re real horrid,' talking in that 
way against my one disinterested friend 
in all the world.”

Lord Angus Markwell, like myself, 
was the younger son of a none too 
wealthy peer, and the object of his 
presence in Constantinople was as well 
known as its nature was certainly not 
to be called disinterested.

He was doing what I had once been 
supposed to be doing—wooing Enid and 
her million—and my opinion about him 
made me cringe and wince sometimes 
as I reflected that it was just about what 
other people must at one time have held 
about me. Moreover, if the truth must 
be told, I did not like him, and did not 
care to think that Enid did.

“I am sorry if I offend you, but I 
would rather have you angry with me 
for speaking of him than angry with 
your brother.”

“How ridiculous you are! I am not 
angry with Cyrus. I guess I’ve no an
ger to spare from that ex-Greek slave. 
Ugh, the treacherous creature.”

“Has it never occurred to you to try 
another tack?”

“No, and I don’t want to try another1 
tack. What I think I like to say. I 
think she’s treacherous, and I shall say 
it.”

“But do you think that by saying it a 
thousand times over, or, for that mat
ter, a million, you will convert your 
brother to the same opinion?”
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“Of course I don’t.-’
“Then why go on saying it?”
“Do you mean you’d have me fall 

upon her and kiss her—ugh !—and say 
my soul thrilled with delight at the pros
pect of having such a beautiful, inno
cent, sweet sister? You make me tired 
when you talk in this way.”

“What does Lord Angus think of 
her ?”

“Mr. Ormesby, you’ll make me do 
something desperate if you go on in this 
way. I come to you for help and ad
vice in this awful trouble, and you can 
talk about nothing but Lord Angus 
Markwell.”

“Well, don’t you regard Lord Angus 
and good advice as a happy collocation 
of ideas?”

She made a gesture of impatience and 
then looked steadily at me, a smile be
ginning to show in her bright blue eyes 
and on her mobile lips.

“Do you ?”
“I don’t know so much of his lord- 

ship as you do.”
“I’m very angry with you, although I 

. smile”—and smile she did then, so 
broadly and brightly that I joined her.

“Lord Angus can do what I could 
not, you see; his mere name can chase 
away your anger and make you laugh.”

She paused a moment or two, her 
head averted, and then said:

“Will you be serious and tell me what 
we are to do?”

“Serious? I am rarely anything but 
serious just now, but we can do nothing 
or next to nothing except wait and see 
what is to happen.”

“And it’s just this suspense that is 
so killing,” she cried, impetuously, al
though in truth she little guessed, and 
I could not tell her, how infinitely seri
ous the suspense was, and how much 
more grave was the impending crisis 
than she dreamed. But she left me in 
better heart and spirits than she had 
come; and I had thus succeeded in dis
sipating one more current of electricity.

On the following day my services in 
the same capacity were again in requisi
tion. It was Friday, the Islam Sab
bath, and some one had planned an ex

cursion to the Sweet "Waters of Europe. 
I think it must have been Lord Angus 
Markwell’s suggestion, the tact was 
significant of his handiwork.

It was Grant himself who caused me 
to be of the party. He came into my 
room, as I hoped, for the transaction of 
some of the host of matters that re
mained unattended to, but instead of 
speaking of them he said, abruptly:

“We are going up the Horn this af
ternoon in the Stripes, and probably 
back to The Home; I wish you would 
come with us, Mervyn.” The Stripes 
was one of our fast steam launches, and 
The Home was a house on a small 
island which had been leased for use in 
connection with our work. It lay in the 
Sea of Marmora some few miles below 
Stamboul.

I may mention here that Grant had 
acquired a much larger island in the 
north of the iEgean Sea, not far from 
Thasos. It was sufficiently close to the 
Macedonian coast to form a sort of base 
of operations for the new colony.

We had accumulated there a great 
quantity of stores and arms, the latter, 
of course, unknown to the Turkish au
thorities. No one, indeed, except Grant, 
myself and the man in charge on the 
spot, an American named Cluffer, knew 
the nature of the “stores.” The nearer 
island, The Home, was intended to be 
more a place of temporary refuge should 
any sudden emergency arise for us to 
scuttle from the capital. Grant always 
believed in what he termed “plenty of 
back doors,” and The Home was one 
of them.

“Don’t you think we should be a lit
tle wiser if we stopped here and got 
through some of these?” I asked, lifting 
a handful of the neglected documents.

“Yes, very likely,” he said, “but not 
to-dav. I heard Enid was going up 
with the aunt and Lord Angus, and so 
I determined to go, and Mile. Patras 
will go as well. It’s a family affair.”

“It seems to me that Mile. Patras 
goes a rather long way and is filling a 
biggish space, Cyrus,” I said, quietly.

“Why, do you think she'll take up 
too much room on the Stripes?” Grant 
rarely joked even feebly, and was never



6o TH E  POPU LAR M A G A ZIN E

flippant, so that such a remark was itself 
enough to mark the change in him.

“A beautiful face may take much 
more room in the world than the big
gest body,” I answered, sententious!}'.

‘‘True, quite true, Mervyn—and it 
is a lovely face, isn’t it?” he said, with 
sudden enthusiasm, and after a pause, 
not quite at ease. “But the fact is I’m 
a bit flat and hipped and—oh, I’m so 
d------d anxious I’m not myself.”

‘T’ve noticed that, of course.” He 
was standing by the window, staring 
out, his hands thrust in his pockets, his 
face pale and wearing a look of great 
anxiety, while a frown of doubt drew 
his rather bushy eyebrows over the 
deep-set, thoughtful eyes.

I was concerned to see how ill and 
harried he looked, but I reckoned that 
when a man of his strong mind was be
ing forced or drawn to a decision which 
his judgment condemned, the tussle 
must be sure to leave its marks. The 
view from the window was over the big 
cemetery, the “little field of the dead,” 
as the Turks called it, away across the 
Horn to Stamboul. Not a cheerful one 
for a man in his mood, but I doubt if 
he saw anything in it.

“I can’t think what’s come over me,” 
he said, with a deep sigh, breaking the 
long silence suddenly, and turning to 
walk up and down the room. “This has 
all become so distasteful,” with a wave 
of the hand to indicate the neglected 
work.

“It comes over most of us some time 
or other, Cyrus.”

“What do you mean?” he asked, 
quickly, almost vehemently.

“That which most men laugh at in 
others and either revel in or swear at in 
themselves, and yet think nobody ever 
really felt before.”

“It’s torture.” The words slipped 
from him like an unconscious aside,

“What are you going to do?”
“I’m going to marry her,” he cried, in 

his energetic, masterful way.
“And things here?”
“Ah, that’s where the squeeze comes.”
“You’ll have to decide soon—the 

sooner the better.”
“Decide what?” and he wheeled

around suddenly and faced me, almost 
fiercely, as though I had insulted him, 
his eyes fixed on my face piercingly.

“I think you know what I mean,” I 
answered, meeting his look calmly. “We 
needn’t pretend to one another. If both 
you and I know what you have to de
cide, I know perhaps better than you all 
that it must mean to us all."

“By h------1, do you suppose I don’t
think of that?” he cried, vehemently. 
“But what if there’s no other way?”

“There is another way—but only 
one.”

“What’s that?”
“Pull up the sticks, cut the loss, and 

get out.”
“Are you mad?”
“It may be more than a question of 

sanity—it may be a matter of life or 
death.”

“Are you against her, too? Are you 
all in league together?”

“I think things should be settled, one 
way or the other. Turkey’s an in
fernally dangerous place to go on drift
ing in.”

He laughed, not heartily, or mirth
fully, or pleasantly, not even bitterly, 
but as one who is desperately ill at ease 
with himself, and is impatient at finding 
it difficult to blame some one else.

“She seems to have confidence in 
me, eh?"

“I should never cease to have confi
dence in you;—alone,” I said, pointedly.

“Then you are against her. I told 
you so just now.”

“I heard you, but repetition isn’t 
proof, Cyrus.”

He uttered an exclamation of irrita
tion with a hasty shake of the head.

“I’ll take your advice, anyway. I’ll 
settle it to-day,” he said, with another 
uneasy laugh,

“Will you take my advice as a 
whole ?”

“What’s that ?”
“If you decide to marry, will you cut 

this thing?”
“What, and go back on myself, to be 

the laughingstock of every fool of a 
busybody ?”

“No, only go back on that change in
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tilings which you’ve been pondering the 
last few days.”

“But what if I think it’s the right 
thing to do?”

“Why, then, I shall pray to have as 
clever and beautiful an influence on my 
side when I want to ruin somebody.”

“I won’t hear any more of this,” he 
retorted, angrily, and went out of the 
room, showing me that I had rubbed an 
acid into a smarting wound.

But a minute afterward he came back, 
and although usually a singularly un
demonstrative man he held out his hand, 
and said, without evident feeling:

“Don't let this come between us, 
Mervyn; we’ve kept step so well to
gether so far.”

“My dear fellow, nothing can ever 
come between us,” I declared, arid I 
gripped his hand warmly. “Decide as 
you like, we shall still keep step.” That 
was all that passed, but it was enough to 
let us understand each other, and with 
a laugh, this time easier and lighter, he 
broke off, and said :

“The Stripes will be at the Outer 
Bridge landing stage at two o’clock. 
You won’t forget.”

It wasn’t probable I should forget, 
anticipating as I did something of what 
was likely to occur during the after
noon.

We can scarcely have been called a 
very jovial party on the Stripes, and if 
the merry people in the hundreds of 
caiques that covered the waters of the 
Golden Horn that gay afternoon were 
disposed to envy our party as the smart, 
powerful, rapid steam launch swept up 
the winding way, we on our side might 
well have envied them some of their 
light spirits.

There is no lovelier spot in the world 
for a water jaunt than the Golden Horn 
at that time of the year, where the river 
narrows into the channels that go twist
ing and winding and meandering along 
between the green meadows, dotted with 
clumps of trees and carpeted here in 
white patches of snowdrops, there with 
a golden blaze of jonquils and warmed 
everywhere with the soft, sweet tone of 

th e  violets.
The fleets of caiques, surely the most

picturesque boats that man ever fash
ioned, the gondolas of Venice not ex
cepted, carried up a vast crowd of 
merrymakers and gossip-mongers. 
Women gayly dressed, no longer, alas! 
in the Oriental fashion, and wearing the 
y as h mac more as a coquettish head
dress to set off rather than to conceal 
the features, filled most of the caiques, 
chattering together in the stern, with 
ever an eye for the occupants of other 
boats, while that lingering concession 
to old-time custom, the eunuch, in the 
prow. A scene of almost typical 
pleasure making.

But we were taking our pleasure on 
the Stripes much more in English fash
ion—that is to say, sadly. Grant and 
Haidee were in the stern, Enid and Lord 
Angus forward—where his lordship did 
not appear to be having at all a merry 
time of it, while Mrs. Wellings and 
myself, representing propriety and neu
trality, were amidships.

Mrs. Wellings was not a cheerful 
person at the best of times. She had 
married an Englishman of position, and 
her years in London society had stiff
ened her. She had some lingering re
spect for my prefix of “Honorable,” but 
the respect was largely tinged with con
tempt of my position as a paid employee 
at the White House.

“I don’t know why you’ve brought us 
out like this, Mr. Ormesby,” she said, 
once or twice. It seemed to be an easy 
habit with every one to lay the respon
sibility on me for everything they did 
not like. A tribute to my usefulness, 
perhaps, but not always welcome.

“We’ve come out to enjoy ourselves, 
Mrs. Wellings,” I replied, blandly.

“Poof!” she .ejaculated. She had a 
habit of podf-ing. “We might be go
ing to a funeral.”

“A love feast, rather,” I said, with a 
glance in each direction.

“Don’t talk about it,” she cried, im
patiently.

“They are doing that probably.”
“That’s a very indelicate and uncalled- 

for remark, I think.”
“I can’t hear them, I’m glad to say.” 

It was one of my innocent recreations 
to banter Mrs. Wellings.
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“I didn’t mean what they said, but 
what you said.”

“What did I say ? That they were 
talking about love feasts? Well, don’t 
you think it probable?”

“I don’t want to think about it.” 
“But Lord Angus is in some ways a 

very desirable parti, surely,” I remon
strated, with an air of innocence.

“I was speaking of Cyrus and his new 
folly—as you know perfectly well.” 

“Well, now, do you know, folly is the 
last term in the world I should associate 
with Mile. Patras.”

“I wish you’d get me a paper or a 
magazine, or something to read. When 
you’re in this flippant mood I don’t care
to talk. But if you’ll be serious------”

“My dear madam, we have not come 
out to be serious. Who could be serious 
amid such a gay crowd?” But I got 
her a magazine, and so ended the con
versation.

All the rest of us found it easy 
enough to be serious, judging by looks. 
Grant was sitting as close to Haidee as 
he could get, and both his and her looks 
showed that they,,were almost painfully 
in earnest, while Enid’s face, whenever 
her eyes were turned upon her brother, 
as they were constantly, flashed very 
ominously. Even placid and self-com
placent Lord Angus was not enjoying 
the fruits of his diplomacy to anything 
like the extent he had anticipated.

No storm broke out during the run 
up, and when we landed among the 
pleasure-seekers, Grant and Haidee 
went away alone. Mrs. Wellings joined 
Enid and Lord Angus Markwell, and I 
was thus left to myself and my own 
thoughts.

The fine weather had brought out a 
large, motley crowd, and the people 
were scattered far and wide among the 
trees. The ways of a Turkish crowd 
are always peculiar. The women were 
of course separated from the men, like 
sheep from the goats, and strolled or 
sat about together, whispering inces
santly in the low tones characteristic of 
the East.

Most of them were probably talking 
dress and scandal, but there were many 
groups huddled closely together on the

grass listening enthralled to the quaint, 
wily hodjas, or fortune tellers, relating 
their strange, weird fables, weaving love 
legends crammed with mystery, intrigue 
and terrors, and telling a thousand lies 
to work upon the superstition and fears 
of their hearers. The influence of these 
hodjas is supreme in the superstition- 
ridden members of the harems.

A long line of smart, well-appointed 
modern broughams drawn up under the 
trees, each with its somber-looking 
eunuch on the box, engaged the atten
tion of many inquisitive strollers, for in 
them were the ladies of the royal harem 
whom the eccentric etiquette of the 
court forbids to drive in any 'but a 
closed, stuffy carriage. And dotted all 
over the greensward sat the men keep
ing severely aloof from their women 
folk, smoking and taking their pleasure 
with full Ottoman gravity and self
complaisance.

It formed altogether an odd picture 
of the strange, unblending blends of 
East and West, typified aptly in the cos
tumes of both sexes alike; the women 
arrayed in the smartest gowns of the lat
est Parisian or Viennese fashion, tem
pered by the coquettishly worn yash- 
mac; the men garbed everywhere in 
frock coats and baggy trousers, with the 
everlasting fez, that most crudely inap
propriate of headgear of the sultan’s 
special choosing.

One was almost tempted to think the 
Ottomans had started to become Euro
peans, and had stopped short in the proc
ess, keeping the fez and the yashmae 
as reminders- that even in dress the 
change was far from complete. And 
not in dress only, as the world has had 
many fearsome proofs. And yet there 
are those who think that the Turk- in 
putting on the second-hand trousers of 
Europe has become as civilized as the 
original wearers of them.

I had not come out to moralize, how
ever, and was glad when the time ar
rived to return. As I stepped on board- 
the launch a glance at Grant’s face suf
ficed to show me something had hap
pened, and I could guess what; a con
firmation of the guess lying ready id 
the light of triumph in the Greek’s
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bright eyes and the soft, peachy color on 
her cheeks.

Grant himself was slightly flushed, 
and looked more like himself than for 
some days past, wearing much of his 
accustomed air of conscious strength 
and reserved masterfulness.

Enid was already on board, for I was 
the last to arrive, and was sitting near 
her brother with Lord Angus and Mrs. 
Wellings. She looked pale, and her 
resolute expression as she sat biting 
her under lip and looking away at the 
people on shore savored of anything but 
the olive branch of peace.

Grant had a bottle of champagne in 
his hand, and he smiled and nodded to 
me. I

“A toast, Mervyn," he said, “which 
we will all drink. The happiest day of 
my life, my betrothal. We drink to 
Mile. Patras, my promised wife.”

I put the glass to my lips, as did all 
but Enid, whose face was now quite 
white, as she held the wine conspicu
ously untasted, and stared angrily at the 
Greek.

“You don't drink, Enid?” asked her 
brother, his tone gentle, but his brows 
frowning over his eyes that seemed al
most to flash with anger.

She stood up then and met his look 
with one to the full as firm as his own, 
and when she spoke, her tone, like his, 
was low, but strained, and the words 
clear cut.

“No, Cyrus, I do not drink to your 
ruin. I would sooner see you dead.” 
Then as if overcome with a suddenly 
uncontrollable burst of passion she 
dashed the glass down on the deck, cast 
one glance of disdain at the Greek, and 
crossed the gangway to the shore.

Grant was promptness itself in action. 
His anger was hidden instantly.

“Mervyn, oblige me by seeing my sis
ter back to the White House,” he said 
to me, as though nothing unusual had 
occurred, and, turning to the man in 
charge he ordered him to cast off at 
once and make the run back with all 
speed. As I hastened after Enid he sat 
down by Haidee’s side, and they began 
to talk together in low tones.

CHAPTER VI. 

g r a n t ' s  d e c i s i o n .

Despite my unsought office of light
ning conductor, I am not, as will have 
been seen, a very tactful person, and I 
neither relished my present mission nor 
saw any practicable way out of the mess 
which Enid’s outburst had caused.

My usual procedure was to try to 
turn the anger of whoever had to be 
appeased either upon myself or upon 
anybody else who was convenient and 
safe, and let it vent and exhaust itself 
in causeless reproaches and vaporings.

But this was far too serious a mat
ter for treatment of that elementary 
kind, and I therefore resolved to let 
Enid walk some distance alone, and 
thus get over the first flush of passion. 
I calculated that, as she did not know 
how to get back to Pera, she would 
welcome my presence a little more 
warmly when she realized the fix into 
which her impulsive act of leaving the 
launch had left her.

Moreover, I wished to think over the 
problem. I knew perfectly well how 
Grant would resent the insult to Haidee. 
He was very fond of Enid; but when a 
man has to choose between his sister and 
his sweetheart there is no difficulty in 
foreseeing what his choice will be.

His determination was no doubt al
ready taken, an<J that would be that Enid 
should leave the White House at once. 
The very openness of the insult would 
make that inevitable, I felt. Had the 
thing occurred privately, it might have 
been possible to smooth it over, but not 
only the servants and crew on the 
Stripes had seen and heard it all, but 
probably some of the people in the pass
ing caiques and on the shore. Grant 
would have to be more than human to 
overlook it.

For the act itself, apart from its un
fortunate publicity, there could be but 
one justification—that Enid was right 
in her opinion of Haidee and her mo
tives. And of that there was not a tittle 
of proof. Was she right? Could we 
get proofs? Could I help her? These 
were the questions I began to ask my
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self most earnestly and with an increas
ing fervent zeal in her cause.

Her happiness was very much more to 
me than I allowed any one about the 
White House to imagine; and as I 
watched her now, keeping some fifty 
yards or so in the rear, I thought I 
could conceive something of the tumult 
of feelings that must be raging in her 
mind.

She walked quickly, with head slightly 
bent like one plunged in thought, look
ing neither to right nor left, ignorant, 
I was sure, of where she was going, 
just as heedless, probably, seeing noth
ing and caring for nothing, but just 
eating out her heart in bitterness, pain 
and fear for her brother.

When we had walked in this way for 
about a mile I saw her stop, put her 
hand to her forehead, and glance about 
her with an air of one roused suddenly 
and striving to identify strange sur
roundings.

I hastened my steps then, and over
took her. Her eyes welcomed me with 
unmistakable relief, but her first words 
had reference to the scene on the 
launch.

“How could you do it, Mr. Ormes- 
by?” she asked, indignantly. I guessed 
what she meant, but temporized.

“We thought you might have diffi
culty in finding your way back to Pera, 
and Cyrus asked me to come after you,”

“You know T don’t mean that, and if 
you are here as Cyrus’ delegate I do not 
want your help, thank you.”

“I am here as your friend, I hope, 
Miss Grant."

“Then how could you do it?”
“Do what ?”
“Drink that woman’s health!” she 

cried, bitterly.
“Hadn’t we better just see about get

ting back to the White House?”
“Yes, I am going back. I have de

cided,” and she threw her head up, and 
looked the very type of defiance.

“Of course you are," I assented, as 
though it were a matter of no question 
at all. “In point of fact, I let you come 
this part of the way alone so that you 
might have time to think a bit. But I’d

better see now if I can get hold of a 
carriage.”
. “Wait a moment, please. Are you 

with Cyrus or with me in this ?”
“I am with you both.” ,
“No, that’s impossible, and you must 

choose between us.”
“Isn’t that a little unnecessary at this 

early stage?”
“Not in my opinion.”
“It is in mine, so you must excuse my 

answering—yet.”
“Then I will go back alone, if you 

please.”
“Certainly. It’s only a matter of get

ting two carriages instead of one, or, "if 
we can’t get two, of my riding by the 
driver iiistead of inside with you.” 

“Why do you try and trifle with 
things in this way? You know you 
don't think it trifling. God help us.” 

“No, I don’t make the mistake of 
thinking it a trifle. I would willingly 
give what little I have in. the world to 
have the thing blotted out. But I can 
always think best in commonplace 
terms, and there’s no use in inflating 
things. I’ll get a carriage.”

“Is it far to walk?”
“From here about three and a half 

miles, but some of the way's nasty.” 
“I’d rather walk, then.”
“Shall I walk with you, or, in the 

Turkish etiquette style, a few yards be
hind you?”

“Oh, how can you talk like that at 
such a time?”

“I can do or say anything to relax 
the strain of your thoughts. W e’ll walk 
together, of course, and equally of 
course we’ll try to see some way out of 
the tangle. For it is a deuce of a tangle 
and no mistake,” and with that we' set 
off at a smart pace.

For quite twenty minutes not a word 
more passed between us. I did not see 
how to handle the matter at all, and 
Enid's blunt declaration that I must 
take one side or the other in the quar
rel was disconcerting, not so much be
cause I thought it necessary in the sense 
which she implied, that I must split with 
one of them, as because I saw that she 
thought it necessary. If it did really 
come to a split, I felt that I should side
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with her, but that was a step in reserve, 
and meanwhile, the outline of a plan 
was beginning to form in my thoughts.

She grew tired of the silence at last, 
and turning to me, said, with some 
abruptness:

“Has the enormity of my conduct 
struck you silent?”

“No, though it was pretty bad.” 
“Perhaps you’re thinking how best 

to lecture me?”
“No, again; and I don’t suppose you’d 

care very much if I did.”
“Then why don’t you speak?”
“As I’m only here on your sufferance,

I thought it best to hold my tongue. 
The more you think of things the better. 
But I’ll talk if you like. There's going 
to be a gorgeous sunset.”

“You make me tired with your non
sense.”

“There’s a good deal to be said for 
getting tired, sometimes.”

“I don’t see any kind of point in 
that.”

“There is none. Don’t bother to look 
for it. It’s rather a relief now and 
then to hear and say things that have 
no point. Some of us rather are apt to 
be too pointed—quite barby.”

“That’s a hit at me, isn’t it?”
“Yes. You’ve made a horrible mess 

of things.”
“Thank you. But if you mean that 

I was to hold my tongue and not show 
by word or deed that I didn’t just hate 
the notion of that—ugh!—that woman 
ever being Cyrus’ wife, you needn’t say 
any more. I—I loathe her.”

“Very well. But if I didn’t like my 
sister’s lover it doesn’t strike me that I 
should improve matters much by slap-\ 
ping my sister’s face in public.”

“We won’t speak any more about it, 
if you please, Mr. Ormesby,” she an
swered, quickening her pace, and get
ting a step or two in front of me. But 
I caught up with her quickly.

“And if a friend made me feel my 
mistake I shouldn’t feel I was justifying 
myself to myself by trying to shut him 
up.”

“A friend, indeed!” with a scornful 
laugh.

“That’s me,” I said, with more terse

ness than grammar. She stopped me, 
faced me, stamped her foot angrily and 
opened her lips to retort, but the words 
were not uttered, and we went on again, 
and presently she said, with less 
vehemence:

“I suppose you know how hateful it 
is to be put in the wrong.”

“It’s a frequent mishap of mine, un
fortunately, but one gets used to it in 
time. And, after all, it’s a splendid 
tonic, like a good many other bitter 
things one has to swallow, and it clears 
the head wonderfully when one wants to 
think about repairs. And now, by the 
way, my lecture’s over.”

“You mean you blame me, then ?” 
“Unquestionably I do.”
“Then you’ll be surprised to hear I’m 

not a-bit sorry.”
“Pardon me, but you are.”
“I am not, Mr. Ormesby.”
“Then you will be. No one with your 

head and your heart and the love you 
have for Cyrus could help being sorry 
for cutting him to the heart. He is too 
good a fellow to have his face rubbed 
in the mud in public.” %

“What would you have had me do, 
then, when he tried to bluff ine—in pub
lic, as you keep saying with such em
phasis ?”

“There were fifty things you could 
have done. Said you weren’t well, pre
tended to drink his toast, spilt it over 
Lord Angus and called it an accident; 
drank to Cyrus’ happiness—K>h, fifty 
things, and none of them theatrical. 
Yours was melodrama—and melodrama 
is such beastly bad form.”
. “He shouldn’t have tried to bluff 
me.

“Don’t blame him. Heaven knows 
I’m no friend of the Greek woman, and 
I wish her at the deuce, but if old Cyrus 
asked me to make him happy by drink
ing her health I’d drink a bottle or a 
hogshead for that matter, if I could hold 
it, to please the best fellow in the world, 
and the best brother a girl could have, 
too.”

“You’ll make me just hate you, or 
myself, if you go on like this,”

“Not a bit of it. You’re only just 
beginning to see that out of all the pos
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sible things you could have done you 
chose the worst. We all lose our head 
at times—but the world goes on just the 
same. We don’t hate any one in con
sequence—and certainly not ourselves.” 

“I wish I hadn’t come.”
“It’s more to the point to wish to see 

some way out of the muddle.”
“I’m going to Cyrus the moment I 

reach home to tell him all I think of that 
woman.”

“Like the man who burned his finger 
tip and then plunged his whole arm into 
the fire to ease the pain a bit. Very 
weH.”

“I think you’re just the most un
pleasant man I ever knew.”

“Unfortunately that’s no cure/ for the 
mischief.”

“1 shall not take any advice von, may 
give.”

“I’m inclined to differ there, but then 
I know the advice and you don’t.”

“It’s sure to be something humiliating 
to me. I know that.”

I made no answer, and we walked a 
little while in silence until the question 
can« for .which I was waiting.

“What is the advice?”
“Either to, climb down and eat your 

words------”
“I’d die sooner, with that woman,” 

she burst in, vehemently. “Didn’t I say 
it would be something humiliating?” 

“Or make them good,” I concluded. 
“There’s r.o middle course, except per
haps flight. You could go back to New 
York.”

“Run away, and leave him in her 
clutches? Thank you.”

“If you weren’t in quite such a hurry 
I’d put the matter a bit more explicitly.” 

“I am listening.”
“In spasms, yes; but they don’t help 

any one to think clearly. My opinion 
is this: If you’re wrong, or shall I say, 
if we’re wrong, there’s nothing humili
ating in owning up. But if we’re right 
and can get proofs—if, I say—then we 
can justify your distrust even if we can’t 
justify your manner of showing it.”

“I know I’m right.”
“I’ve no doubt you do; we all do. in 

that sort of mood, but can we get facts 
and proofs? If you care for my help

I’ll do what I can, but I’m not a genius, 
even as a spy. And I make one condi
tion—and it isn’t perhaps exactly what 
you’d call a sweet one, either.”

“What is it, anyway?” '
“We’ll have'a square talk with Cyrus.

You’ll tell him you’re sorry----- ”
“I won’t. I won’t. How dare you 

ask such a thing?”
“For having made a fuss in that the

atrical way, and publicly insulted the 
woman he has chosen to be his wife. 
Then we’ll tell him together that we 
both believe she is not worthy of him, 
and say frankly we are going to work to 
prove it, and that there must be a cer
tain interval of neutrality while we 
prove her either an angel or the other 
thing.”

She heard me out patiently, to my 
great surprise, and said nothing in re
ply. The silence had lasted a minute or 
more, and then I looked at her, and to 
my consternation saw that her eyes 
were moist with tears, which she was 
making a gallant effort to repress. She 
forced them back, and presently, in a 
voice that touched me with its softness, 
she said:

“You would risk a quarrel with him, 
then, for my—for this ?”

“Cyrus and I can’t quarrel. H e’s too 
great a man not to understand me. I 
take no risks. There’ll be more risks 
from the Greek.” »

We were now getting near the White 
House, and I was anxious to have her 
assent to the proposal, but she kept si
lence until the gates were in sight, when 
she stopped.
 ̂ “I’ll do what you wish, Mr. Ormes- 
by, and I—I think it’s real good of you. 
I—I-----”

“Never mind about me. I don’t 
count. But I’m glad you’ll do it. It’s 
the only way out,” and then we pushed 
on into the house and said no more.

When I reached my own rooms I was 
somewhat surprised to find Grant there 
waiting for me. He looked very much 
upset, sitting with knitted brows, smok
ing furiously.

“Hello, Cyrus, back first, then. 
Didn’t go to The Home?” I asked,
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lightly, as I threw down my hat and 
took a cigarette.

“Has Enid come back with you ?”
“Come back? Of course she has. 

Where else in Pera could she go?’’
“I shall never forgive that, Mervyn,” 

he said, angrily.
“Never runs into a good many years, 

my dear fellow, but I told her she’d 
made a beastly mess of things. Women 
do, you know, sometimes.”

“She’ll have to leave here. My future 
wife shall not be exposed to the chance 
of such insults.”

“It would be impossible, of course, 
absolutely impossible, but------”

“There are no ‘buts,’ ” he cut in, 
brusquely.

“There are always ‘buts’ and ‘ifs,’ rft 
all events in Turkey, and you see a 
thing of this sort—■— ”

“Well?” impatiently, as I stopped.
“Confound this cigarette! Filthy 

thing. I believe I lit it at the wrong 
end. Always a right and wrong end 
to a thing, aren’t there, even to a Turk
ish cigarette—or to any damned thing in 
Turkey ?”

“What do you mean by that?” he 
asked, sharply, with a rapid glance.

“Truth is I don’t think I myself quite 
know—what would be the right end.” 
And I made a gesture of irritation and 
flung the cigarette away viciously, and 
lit another.

“Don’t let us get off the point, Mer
vyn. Whose side do you take in thi$?”

“Oh, that’s delicious,” I cried, with a 
laugh. “The family brain seems to run 
on exact parallel lines. That’s precisely 
the question your sister put to me, and 
with even greater insistence, and when 
I told her I took both or neither she 
said, as I suppose you’d- say, that was 
just impossible. Of course, I laughed 
at such a thing.”

“It is impossible,” he declared, em
phatically.

“Then I must be content to be re
garded as an impossibility, Cyrus. I 
know you can see a deuced sight farther 
through a brick wall than I can, but' I 
can read small print quite as far off as 
you can, and, what’s more, I can read

it when it’s in Turkish characters—and 
you can’t.”

" w 1 iich means you can see a way out 
and I can’t. Go on.”

“In the first place, I told your sister 
you and -I w-ere never likely to quarrel, 
whatever happened.” 1

“You’re working round to it in a big 
circle, Mervyn.”

“Too small a one’s apt to make a man 
giddy.”

“I like straight paths. If you’re go
ing to say you are against the woman I 
am going to marry, say it plainly.” 

“That’s all right. But if you want to 
get to the top of the house you don’t 
need to sit on a gun and be fired up. 
It’s apt to make you forget there’s a 
staircase to come down by—see?”

“I’m in no mood for metaphors, but 
whet’s your staircase?”

“That your sister should have time 
to see that there is no reason for what 
she did this afternoon. She knows now 
there was none for how she did it.”

“Do you ask me, to be a party to a 
secret inquiry into the conduct of my 
future wife? Do you want to force the 
very quarrel between us two you spoke 
of as impossible just now? Are you 
mad ?” •

“I propose no secret inquiry. I should 
prefer that Mile. Patras knew every
thing. If your sister is wrong, she loves 
you too well not to repent her mistake;
but if she’s right------”

“Tush, man; I won’t even hear of it. 
I have made up my mind. Enid must 
leave here, and the matter is closed.” 

“As you will. But it isn’t closed for 
me.”

“Do you mean that, knowing all that 
must go with it? Please to think.”

“Am I the only one of us who needs 
to think?”

“My mind is made up.”
“Then I shan’t answer you this after

noon. A cigarette tastes none the 
sweeter because we jab the burning end 
in a friend’s face, Cyrus.”

“To the devil with your cigarettes,” 
he cried, impatiently. .

“That’s exactly what one would say 
afterward,” I returned, quietly.

“I don’t want to hear any more.”

67
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“And that’s exactly what you can’t 
help doing.” I got up as I spoke, and 
went over and put my hand on his 
shoulder. “Cyrus, old man, we’re not 
going to quarrel and part over this thing 
—just because you love a woman and 
I don’t—one of the most beautiful wom- 
:n on earth, and, for all I know to the 
ontrary, as good as she’s lovely. W e’re 
nen, you know, not children, and there 
are two sides to this thing; one’s busi
ness and the other’s personal. Unfor
tunately, they’ve got mixed a bit, but 
haven’t we wit enough between us to 
disentangle them?”

“I won’t hear a word against her.”
“Have I said one ? Look here. Let’s 

drop it for a time and think of some of 
these other things. If I’m. to cut the 
painter, there are heaps of things I must 
explain, either to you or to whoever 
follows me. And I really must get 
them in order.”

Fie made no reply for a minute or 
more, and then said, suddenly:

“I’ve thrown in' my lot with the 
Young Turkey party.”

“Of course you have. I expected 
that would be the condition of her—of 
the engagement. That’s what I mean 
by the business side. You’ve taken 
some days to think it over—you, who 
generally take fewer minutes; and yet 
you jibe when I don’t say ditto in a mo
ment because, knowing a thundering lot 
more about things here and not being 
in love, I want to see a bit of the road 
ahead. Hang it, Cyrus, it isn’t reason
able, is it?”

“What did you mean that you ex
pected it would be the condition of the 
engagement ?”

‘‘I heard Mile. Patras that night on 
the subject of the conspiracy, and, as 
a matter of fact, Stephani told me how 
much they counted on getting your help 
and money and influence. Stephani’s 
in it.”

“Damn Stephani.”
“There’ll be no trouble about that. 

His whole life has earned it. But it 
won’t help us much. And it’s a pretty 
big thing we’re taking on. Of course, 
you’ve thought of that?”

“I’ve thought of scarcely anything 
else for dhys.”

“Abdul has been fairly good to us so 
far; doesn’t it strike you as rather rough 
of us to turn against him?”

“You don’t understand it. Nothing 
can save him from this conspiracy. Half 
the country’s in it, and the other half 
would be glad to see him deposed. De
posed he will be, and, unless something 
happens, put to death. But I mean that 
something shall happen and his life be 
saved. There shall be no bloodshed.”

“You think you can stop it?”
“It is my one imperative condition.”
“And vou think you can prevent it?”
“I know it. I would not join on any 

O t h e r  t e r m s . ”

« “And Mile. Patras agreed and 
pledged the rest ?”

“I am to see Marabukh Pasha to-mor
row.”

“It should be an interesting inter
view,” I said, dryly. “And in view 
of it all these other things are mere 
nothings. We’ll have another talk to
morrow; I should like to turn it all 
over.”

“What will you do?” he asked.
“We shall keep step, Cyrus, as you 

said to-day, but it may be a long, and is 
sure to be an exciting, if not dangerous, 
march.”

And so in all truth I saw it must be, 
and I sat far into the night, forgetting 
all about Enid and the Greek and their 
quarrel, just face to face with the peril
ous course that lay ahead for us all, as 
the result of this mad decision. For 
some lovers are indeed mad.

CHAPTER VII.
THE SHADOW OF GOD.

The disturbing incidents of the day, 
the rash decision which Grant had an
nounced, the half sleepless and wholly 
anxious night, and too many strong 
cigars consumed in my hours of medi
tation, combined to upset me on , the 
following morning. I had a fit of de
pression, accompanied by that exceed
ingly unpleasant presentiment of im
pending calamity which comes some
times from a disordered liver, and some
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times, one is tempted to think, from far 
subtler causes.

I wished the Greek at the bottom of 
the Ionian Sea and could easily have 
found it in me to curse the arts and 
beauty which had cast a spell over 
Grant great enough to blind him to any
thing like a true appreciation of the 
course he meant to take.

Nor were matters improved when a 
special messenger from the palace came 
to summon Grant to an audience with 
the sultan at noon.

Noon was the time we were to have 
gone to Maraboukh Pasha, and the in
terview with him was accordingly post
poned until the afternoon; and as we 
drove to Yildiz Kiosk I saw that Grant 
was not in a much better frame of mind 
or body than I.

I was always present at these audi
ences with the illustrious one as drago
man, or interpreter, an interpreter be
ing necessary because of the idiotic 
fallacies of the most extraordinary court 
in the world. This particular fallacy 
was that his majesty could speak no lan
guage except Turkish or Arabic, where
as, as everybody knows, he is in reality 
an excellent French scholar.

Neither of us referred to the events 
of the previous day, and indeed beyond 
a few speculations as to what the sultan 
wanted to know we scarcely spoke at all.

I had been, as I have said, a number 
of years in Turkey, but I had never 
been admitted to a sight of the sultan 
until Grant’s arrival. I could not, there
fore, know much about him, but he im
pressed me always not only as a man 
of exceptionally winning and courteous 
graciousness, but also as gifted with 
exceptional ability, tempered and op
pressed, however, with a never-absent 
timidity. But for that constitutional 
fear he would be a great man.

There is a flattering proverb in Islam 
that “time stands still for the padishah,” 
who therefore never grows old. And 
to play up to the part it is a cardinal 
point of his etiquette to dye his hair and 
beard a deep black. The effect would 
in the case of any other man be incon
gruous and rather ludicrous, but there 
is that' in his personality and surround

ings which makes against any incon
gruity.

In other respects—and indeed in tha. 
respect, too—he is like many another Eu
ropean old gentleman of sauve manners 
and dignified bearing. He dresses al
most always in the frock coat of modern 
cut, with his breast ablaze with orders, 
and as Grant used to say, he is almost 
as easy of access as the American Presi
dent himself.

With any guest of distinction or favor 
—and Grant was one—he was the em
bodiment of perfect courtesy. He 
placed him on the sofa beside himself, 
lighted with his own hands a cigarette 
and handed it to Grant, took another, 
and then disposed himself to listen or to 
speak, as the case might be. Such at
tendants as were present he waved away 
out of hearing, and indeed treated Grant 
with as much suavity as if he had 
been a fellow sovereign.

The only formality was the use of 
myself as dragoman, but even this was 
helped out of the way by a suggestion 
which Grant had made at the first in
terview, that he and I should speak 
French and not English, so that his 
majesty himself should understand ev
ery word that passed between ns, al
though etiquette required that he should 
appear ignorant. Simple thing as it 
was, I believe it had much to do with 
winning the sultan’s confidence, while 
it certainly suited his convenience, be
cause it gave him time to consider his 
reply while I was getting through with 
the translation.

Grant’s opinion of Abdul mav be 
worth mentioning perhaps. He con
sidered him a man the key to whose life 
was fear. Ability to judge he certainly 
had between good men and bad, be
tween good policy and bad policy, be
tween right and wrong, but pluck tc 
back his judgment was utterly lacking.

He knew perfectly well when he 
ought to say yes or no, with all the 
autocratic power that went with either 
decision, but courage to say the right 
thing had not been given him. He 
would listen to any and every counsel 
of fear that any one could get a chance 
of offering, and whoever drew the most

6 9
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fear-compelling picture had the shadow 
of God in his pocket. In every word 
spoken to him, every proposition made 
and every act and deed suggested his 
one instinct was to estimate what he had 
to fear from it.

In the twenty years of his reign this 
feeling had grown and been nurtured 
until it had become a ruling passion on 
which the favorites, parasites and other 
innumerable court hacks around him 
could play so as to produce any harmony 
or discord they pleased. And in that lay 
the secret of the fearsome acts of hor
rors, oppression, massacre and foulness 
which have made some portions of his 
reign read like a phantasmagoria of 
blood.

On the occasion of this visit the audi
ence was a very short one. His majesty 
wished to have an account at first hand 
of the progress of matters, and he lis
tened attentively while Grant told in 
French and I translated into Turkish the 
various steps that had been taken.

"Then if they tell me you are at a 
standstill they are mistaken?’’ asked his 
majesty, and I translated.

“Tell his majesty,” said Grant, with a 
smile of” abounding contempt for the 
talebearers, “that Americans are never 
at a standstill. I have already spent 
millions of dollars upon the prepara
tions.”

“And when do you leave Pera for the 
western province?”

“In a sense we have left already,” was 
Grant’s reply, “for much of my work 
here is finished, and already my agents 
are taking possession, landing stores, 
organizing arrangements, sending out 
surveying parties and starting in to 
work on the spot,” and this was the 
preface to a glowing description of the 
benefits which his majesty’s province 
would derive from the undertaking.

“You have critics-in some of the em
bassies who are almost enemies. But I 
trust you, Mr. Grant; you are a man of 
your word. I trust you, and I shall sup
port you through all, whatever may he 
said against you.”

I could have wished that his majesty 
had omitted that expression of :onfi- 
dence, for it made me feel uncomfort

able, as I thought of the new turn of 
Grant’s plans, and Grant himself did not 
like it any more than I.

“It made me feel real mean,” he said, 
with a frown when I referred to it.

“Why do you think he took the trou
ble to send for you to the palace just 
to say that?” I asked.

“He wanted to know what progress 
we were making.”

“My dear Cyrus, you will never know 
the East. The very fact that he plunged 
headlong into the question of the prog
ress and listened so attentively to ev
ery word you said and was so pro
foundly interested, shows that that was 
not his motive for the audience. He 
has heard something, and he sent to put 
you on your honor. Now what can he 
have heard ?”

“I don’t think so. No, no; some 
one’s been talking down the plan and 
me, and he wanted to know the truth. 
That’s all.”

“It’s more comfortable to think so, I 
dare say, and I hope you’re right. Don’t 
you think his spies can keep him posted 
as to our progress? It is not that they 
know too little in that direction I fear, 
but that they know too much in another, 
and may have given him a hint. That’s 
the best of this delightful land—it is so 
consistently not just what you think it 
is. But what can he have heard, and 
how, and from whom ? Frankly, I don’t 
like it.”

“No one knows anything except you 
and I, and one other.” There was a 
momentary hesitation in speaking of the 
Greek.

“Plenty know who are inmates of the 
White House.” He shook his head, and 
frowned irritably.

“Well, I’m not responsible for the 
plot, and my chief part in it will be to 
save his life.”

With a man who could talk sophistry 
of this kind irt order to quiet his own 
thoroughly live judgment it was no use 
to argue, so T made no reply, and for 
the rest of the drive back gave myself 
up to my thoughts.

Grant went straight to Haidee, I 
think, and told her what had passed at 
Yildiz Kiosk, and he must also have told
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her the pith of my interview with him 
on the preceding day, for when I was 
sitting in my office waiting for the hour 
of the interview with Maraboukh Pasha 
I was not a little surprised to see her 
enter the room.

“May I come in?” she said, with a 
smile. “I wish to speak to you, Mr. 
Ormesby.”

“Certainly; why not ? Let me get 
you a chair.” And I rose and did so, 
taking care that her face should be to 
the light. h

“You will think this a strange step of 
mine ?” she asked, as she sat down.

“Pretty women do strange things 
with impunity, mademoiselle.”

“Ah, you do think it strange, then, 
and stranger, no doubt, that I wish to 
speak to you of Mr. Grant’s sister?”

“I should very much rather you did 
nothing of the kind,” I said, firmly.

“But I want you to help me in mak
ing peace between .. brother and sister.” 
She spoke with the utmost sweetness, 
and with a little gesture to indicate her 
pain and regret for what had occurred.

. “That I would do very willingly, but 
unfortunately I have already tried and 
have failed. Your influence with Grant 
can, however, succeed, I am sure. Shall 
I ask him to come here?”

And I rose as if to summon a mes
senger, but she checked me so quickly 
that I gathered this was a pretext for 
the interview and not her real object. 
I made a little further experiment.

“I think it’s awfully sweet of you 
to take in this way an insult so publicly 
offered, and to forget what most women 
would consider a bitter humiliation.”

I emphasized the terms “insult” and 
“humiliation,” and, although she con
trolled her features so far as to smile, 
her eyes flashed angrily, and her hands 
clinched. My experiment answered. I 
know how a Greek forgives an insult.

“Miss Grant dislikes me,” she said. 
“I do not know why. I have done her 
no harm.”

“She does not dike your influence with 
her brother, mademoiselle, and the 
change in the plans here which you have 
made.”

“And you?” She was not so good

an actress as I thought. She was too 
impulsive, and the eager tone of the 
flashing question told me very easily 
that this was the reason for the inter
view. I saw no cause for misleading 
her.

“I do not like it either. I believe it 
will ruin my friend’s plans.”

“And why?”
“We have kept free from plots and 

politics so far—the only safe course, in 
my opinion, for men of business in this 
country.”

“But you do not understand. This 
Abdul Hamid will break faith with you; 
you are not safe for an hour in the 
hands of a man who does to-day the 
very things he vowed yesterday should 
never be done, and will exile or execute 
to-morrow the favarite of to-day.”

“We have not found him so, made
moiselle, and hitherto we have acted on 
our own judgment.”

“And now Mr. Grant is acting on 
mine, you think?”

“Grant commands here,” I answered, 
generally.

“And don’t you believe things will 
be far- better --under Rechad Effendi as 
sultan than under Abdul?”

“Grant didn’t start this thing in or
der to play sultan-making.”

“But you yourself, you know this 
wretched country and all the horrors it 
has endured under Abdul, what do you 
think ?”

“I do not think about it in that way. 
If I were an Ottoman subject I might 
be restless and discontented, and were 
I a Greek or an American with half 
your wrongs to remember, I might har
bor a love for revenge. But I am not; 
and a policy of vengeance or of revolt 
won’t run smoothly with our plans.”
■ “Then you also dislike my influence 
with Mr. Grant? I like to know who 
are with and who against me.”

“It’s very good of you to have come 
and to put the question straight to me,” 
I said, equivocally.

“But you have not answered it,” she 
retorted.

“You are a very beautiful woman, 
Mile. Patras, and as charming and 
able as beautiful, and you are going
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to be the wife of my closest friend and 
chief; and I trust I shall never have to do 
anything which would make you think 
I am against you in the sense I speak.” 

“But you are 'already in opinion 
against our plans.”

“Do not many men work loyally in 
causes they dislike?”

“Then you are going to work with 
us? You speak in riddles,” she cried, 
with a gesture of impatience.

“I have been in Turkey some years, 
and the habit grows on one here.”

She got up with another gesture, ir
ritation as well as impatience this time.

“Mr. Grant trusts you so entirely,” 
she exclaimed.

“That is a habit bred more in the 
West than the East, mademoiselle.” 

“You will make me regard you as an 
enemy, Mr. Ormesby,” she declared, 
not quite angry.

“When Grant shares that view, no 
doubt he’ll send me packing,” and she 
seemed to read the words and the look 
as a kind of challenge.

“I think you had better not see Mara
boukh Pasha to-day, if those are your 
views. If he were to suspect your en
mity to the cause the consequences 
might be very serious for all.”

The dominant note in this annoyed 
me. It was almost as if she had taken 
over the command and was issuing her 
orders.

“I was going merely as an interpreter, 
but if you think you had better cancel 
Grant’s arrangements I, of course, can 
have no objection.” She bit her lip, and 
saw she had gone too far and was angry 
with herself for the mistake and with 
me for having noticed it.

“I came to you as a friend, Mr. 
Ormesby.”

“As peacemaker, mademoiselle,” I 
corrected, with a glance. “And you 
leave as—what?”

“As an------” she commenced, vehe
mently, but checked herself with a shrug 
of disdain: “It is not necessary to say.” 

“Curiosity even on such a matter is 
not one of my weaknesses,” I answered, 
with a bow and smile as I opened the 
door for her.

“Nevertheless, it may interest you to

know I read your thoughts sufficiently 
to know you have labeled me danger
ous,” and with that parting shot she 
went away.

It certainly required very little in
tuition on her part to make that dis
covery, and the only interesting query 
was why she should have thought it 
necessary to warn me by stating it so 
plainly. Perhaps she was angry and so 
theatrical. Angry women, even clever 
ones, often make that mistake.

I ‘had labeled her dangerous—very 
dangerous, indeed; but it struck me as 
a very foolish step for her to have come 
to sound me, or pump me, quite so 
openly. And when clever women take 
foolish steps and apparently needless 
ones, there is sometimes a much deeper 
reason underneath.

Could there be such a reason here? 
Was I in any kind of personal danger? 
Could some one have warned her against 
me so that she came .to test me in order 
to satisfy that some one? It was pos
sible ; but, then, all things are possible in 
such a business. And then by a trick 
of ideas Stephani flashed into my 
thoughts. Was I to look for his hand 
in this?

CHAPTER VIII.
M A R A B O U K H  PA SH A .

Maraboukh Pasha was a man who 
had had a very varied life, having 
pushed his way up by clinging to the 
skirts of greater people, until he had 
amassed wealth, become powerful, at
tracted the attention of the sultan, and 
obtained the command of a,province and 
so became pasha.

His administration of his province 
had been a scandal even for Turkey, 
where notoriously the provincial gov
ernors are left to their own devices for 
extorting money out of the unfortunate 
peasants, farmers and traders. Know
ing their term of office is uncertain and 
may be very brief, the pashas bleed the 
unfortunate people under them unmer
cifully to fill their own pockets with the 
least practicable delay. Maraboukh 
had proved a past master in the work, 
until the whole province being in all
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but open revolt, he was recalled and a 
less callous tyrant put in his place.

He took his recall to heart and came 
back to Stamboul to plot against the 
government. He had been instrumental 
in pulling down many men—most of 
them among those who had helped him 
in old times, that being his principle of 
gratitude—but he had never succeeded 
in lifting himself, and on this he 
brooded. He saw men promoted who 
were his inferiors both in capacity and 
rascality; this rankled until his pique 
and jealousy drove him to handle the 
dangerous and inflammable materials of 
the plot to depose the sultan and put his 
brother, Rechad Effendi, with whom 
Maraboukh was believed to have influ
ence, in his place.

How Haidee Patras became associated 
withjiim I do not know, but he had 
apparently persuaded her that he could 
avenge her wrongs—if the tale she told 
us were true, and she had any; al
though it was much more probable that 
he would make use of her so long as 
she was useful and sacrifice her when 
she ceased to be so, as he did every one.

We ‘did not know all these things 
about him at first. He was a man who 
knew how to hide his acts behind many 
veils, and very different representations 
were made to Grant. When we found 
out the truth, it was too late, and as 
I was the head of our secret intelligence 
department, I must accept the respon
sibility for the mistake.

I went to the interview with him de
spite the Greek's intervention, but 
throughout it I was a mere on-looker, 
as the conversation was carried on in 
French. My services as interpreter 
were thus not required, a fact which was 
to turn out fortunate.

The pasha lived in a large, square, 
ugly house in Stamboul, and the interior 
was, like that of nearly all Mohamme
dan houses, untidy, ill-kept, dirty and 
slovenly. The afternoon was wet, and 
as we drove up through the splashing 
pools of the vilely-kept roadway the two 
servants who were stationed as sentinels 
outside the houses of ministers made us 
salaams instead of military salutes, and 
ushered us into a large hall, sloppy with

the footmarks of people to the number 
of a dozen or so who were lounging anc 
squatting there gossiping.

We were escorted to the foot of 
broad staircase, where a servant came 
forward and took our goloshes. Up
stairs we were shown into a spaciom 
anteroom, a fine apartment, with large, 
high windows, but frowsy and dirty to a 
degree. The curtains to the windows, 
like the cushions and coverings of di
vans, were of rich and costly silk, but 
soiled and begrimed with dirt, the ends 
all ragged and filthy and squalid.

There we were kept some minutes, 
and an attendant brought us coffee, 
which it is ill manners ever to refuse, 
and I was amused to see that it was 
served on a cheap, common brass tray, 
which came from much nearer Birming
ham than Benares.

Grant soon grew very impatient at 
the delay in reaching the pasha’s pres 
ence, and I could see he shared my be
lief that we were being kept waiting in
tentionally in order that we might be 
more convinced of the pasha’s impor
tance.

We were shown in at last, however, 
and Maraboukh came forward and with 
the customary elaborate salutation-1 
greeted Grant and made little of me.

“I have been kept waiting a long 
time, your excellency,” said Grant ir 
French, haughtily, whereupon the 
pasha, a short, thick-set, unctuous oily 
man, spread himself in apologies, and 
his black, beady, cruel eyes were fixed 
on his visitor, greedily reading his looks, 
as he thought what line he had bes: 
adopt. In the meantime, I placed my
self well in the background. Grant ac
cepted the apologies, and waving his 
hand to the two men dressed in Oriental 
costume, who stood like statues on either 
side of the door ;

“Our interview is to be private.”
“They are merely . mutes, monsieur, 

deaf and dumb,” and he touched his 
mouth and ears to signify that the 
tongues of both had been split and the 
ear drums pierced, after the gentle fash
ion of the East. They were the pasha’s 
personal guards.

I saw Grant shudder at this confirma
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tion of what I had once told was still 
the custom in the houses of Ottomans of 
importance.

“And your attendant?” said the 
pasha, shooting an inquisitive glance 
at me.

“He is in my confidence, and is with 
us. He is my interpreter.”

“That is well,” was the reply, with 
a bow and a wave of the hand, dis
missing me from consideration. “Well, 
then, Mile. Patras has told me that you 
have decided to throw in your lot with 
us, monsieur, to my infinite pleasure,” 
said Maraboukh, in his quiet, suave 
voice. “And that you desire to have 
guarantees from us as to the future.”

I noticed that throughout the inter
view he dropped all the circuitous, flow
ery methods of speech which no doubt 
he would have used in speaking 
Turkish. He felt instinctively that 
plain, straightforward language would 
appeal more directly to an American,

“I have made one condition, your ex
cellency. There must beffio violence, 
and also no bloodshed. The life of his 
majesty must be inviolate.”

“Violence! Bloodshed!” exclaimed 
Maraboukh, with a gentle laugh of as
tonishment. • “Of what use would either 
be ? What violence need there be ? 
Fifty or perhaps twenty years ago such 
a condition might have been necessary, 
but to-day is to-day—and I hope we 
Ottomans have learned enough from 
the West to change our government 
without it.”

“Some twenty years ago there was an 
accident to Abdul Aziz which the world 
outside read as murder, your excel
lency,” said Grant, bluntly.

“Misread, monsieur; misread en
tirely.”

“Well, there must be no ‘accidents’ 
now,” and again the pasha spread out 
his hands and shrugged his broad shoul
ders in deprecation.

“There' shall be no accidents, either, 
Monsieur Grant. I swear it to you by 
the beard of the prophet.”

“I am glad to hear it, because at the 
first sign of violence I shall withdraw 
and throw what influence I have on the 
other side.”

“I should be with you, monsieur, on 
my honor,” declared the old Turk, im
pressively, as if he were painfully 
shocked at the bare idea.

“Will you tell me, then, exactly what 
your plans are?”

“You give me your assurance that 
you join us, and that every word uttered 
now is in absolute confidence?”

“I give you my word on both points, 
subject to the condition I have named.”

“Certainly subject to that condition. 
Well, I need not tell you now the 
grievances of our people. They are, 
alas! common knowledge. The country 
stands on the verge of ruin—of public 
bankruptcy, indeed. The army is not 
paid, the officials from top to bottom are 
not paid; the navy is rotting from mis
management; the people are ground to 
the earth by taxation, and Turkey to
day, alas! is bleeding to ' d£am in-" 
ternally, and she has not a friend left 
in Europe. And what is the cause, ex
cept misrule? The reforms which 
twenty years ago were putting new 
blood into our veins have been stopped. 
By whom and why? Our land is one 
of magnificent natural resources, and 
these, by peace and good government, 
could be developed until we should be 
ten times as strong as in the strongest 
years of the empire. Who leaves them 
neglected—nay, prevents their develop
ment—and why? There is but one an
swer to these questions. The cause of 
all and the curse of all is the present 
sultan and his madness.”

“His madness,” echoed Grant, m a 
tone of surprise.

“It is his madness that spells the hope
lessness of his subjects. The secrets of 
Yildiz Kiosk are well kept, but not so 
well as to prevent those who have 
means of gaining information knowing 
of his fits of madness. His mind, like 
that of his ill-fated brother, Murad, has 
given way under the strain of the wild 
fear of assassination that ever possesses 
him. All we propose therefore is that, 
like his brother, he shall be set aside, 
confined, treated gently, as you know 
we Easterners always treat the infirm 
of mind, and that his place shall be 
taken by Rechad Effendi, a man just,
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upright, broad-minded and liberal. And 
that will be done.”

“Your excellency pledges yourself 
for his personal safety?”

“Absolutely. We do not war with 
thp insatie; but we cannot be misruled 
by them to ruin and national bankruptcy 
—and that is Turkey’s one alternative.” 

“I can join such a scheme freely,” 
said Grant, in a tone of unmistakable 
relief. As he spoke my eyes were on 
the pasha, and his face lighted with sat
isfaction and triumph. But he lowered 
his eyes directly and began to finger 
some papers on his desk.

“Nothing can prevent our success, 
monsieur,” he said, a moment later. 
“Most of the influential men in the 
country are on our side, and we have 
but to pay the army their arrears for 
every officer and soldier to be with us, 
too.”

“Are you in want of the money for 
that?”

At the question I saw the pasha start 
quickly, as though with surprise at some 
fresh turn of thought it suggested. He 
paused while his fingers still played ab
sently with the papers before him.

“Is it possible you would have found 
it?” he asked then, slowly. “I had not 
thought of you in such a connection, 
and it is now too late.”

“Too late?” echoed Grant, struck as I 
was by the words, and much more by 
the curious tone in which they were 
spoken. If ever the voice of a man had 
in it a note of intense and overpower
ing regret, had Maraboukh’s then. Yet 
what cause could he have for such a 
feeling? I distrusted him so entirely 
that his every word and look and ges
ture were objects of suspicion to me.

“I mean merely that our arrange
ments are made, monsieur, and I fear 
cannot now be altered.” His manner 
was all that of a man dismayed by some 
sudden discovery, and the expression of 
his face as he looked at Grant pre
sented a baffling puzzle. “I had no con
ception you would join us so whole
heartedly. However, there it is,” he 
added, throwing off the feeling with an 
evident effort and shrugging his shoul
ders. “Had I known, the advantage

should have been yours. The money 
will be a mere temporary loan, of 
course; but to those who find it, great 
concessions will be made—and I would 
gladly have seen them in your hands.” 
Whatever his real thoughts were in the 
matter he had them under control now, 
and he spoke in his usual tone. “Rechad 
Effendi himself would, of course, have 
confirmed them.”

“But I thought Rechad Effendi was 
a close prisoner in the Tcheragan 
Palace?” asked Grant. >

“Our friends are everywhere, mon
sieur,” answered Maraboukh, with a 
smile and a wide-spreading lifting of 
the hands. “And we are in close touch 
with his highness; his very attendants 
are our men, as indeed are more than 
half the officials of Yildiz Kiosk itself.” 
And he enlarged at considerable length 
upon these ramifications of the plot 
and the certain success awaiting him.

To me he seemed overplaying his 
part, and I half guessed* that he was 
conscious of having made a slip and 
was anxious now to cover it and re
deem the position.

“In any case, monsieur, you will be a 
great gainer by the change,” he con
cluded. “As I have said, your present 
concessions will be confirmed, and in 
place of the present vacillating, sus
picious, treacherous government, you 
will be dealing with one that is stable, 
sympathetic and reliable. Should a 
way open for you to help the govern
ment further, of course corresponding 
returns will be made to you.”

“I am taking plenty of risks as it is, 
your excellency,” answered Grant, “and 
presume that some guarantee of all this 
will be given me in advance.”

“That will be easy, monsieur. In
deed, it is arranged already. Your posi
tion and attitude have been considered, 
of course, and in preparation for this 
interview I have provided myself with 
a document from Rechad Effendi, 
signed by his highness’ own hand.”

He turned over his papers, selected 
one, and held it up for Grant to see.

“It is in Turkish, I suppose,” said 
Grant, bending forward as if to read it. 

“In Turkish, of course,” was the
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reply, with a smile. “I have to get a 
copy made of it.”

Then Grant did a shrewd thing. He 
took hold of one end of the paper, and, 
leaning forward to look at it, pushed 
his chair from under him as though it 
had slipped away, and, clutching at the 
table to save himself, dragged the docu
ment out of the pasha’s hand.

“I beg ten thousand pardons for my 
awkwardness, your excellency,” he 
cried, with well-assumed confusion, as 
he picked up his chair and sat down. He 
had the paper now, and made a pretense 
of examining it. “I do not read Turk
ish, but I will have this examined.” 
And to my great pleasure and the old 
Ottoman’s obvious dismay he put it in 
his pocket.

“Your interpreter here could examine 
it now,” said Maraboukh.

“Not to my satisfaction,” answered 
Grant, quietly and firmly. “Your excel
lency need have no fear, I shall keep it 
safe, and will see that you have a copy. 
It means everything—to me, of course.”

“I am in your hands, monsieur,” said 
the pasha, with a smile, which did not, 
however, hide his chagrin.

“There is only one other question I 
would put to your excellency. If I 
should desire an interview you could 
arrange it?”

“It would be difficult. We are sur
rounded by spies, as perhaps you know. 
Have you never seen his highness?” 
The question was asked casually, but 
the sharp old eyes were very much in 
earnest.

“Never; but it might be necessary.”
“Well, I would do my best to secure 

you an interview. I think I can;” and 
there was a clear note of relief in the 
reply. “His highness knows of you 
and of your work.”

“Then, that’s all,” said Grant, as he 
rose. We bowed ourselves out and each 
took a keen look at the two silent, mo
tionless figures by the door, although I 
was careful to keep my face turned 
from them and from the pasha as much 
as possible.

“What do you think of it all, Mer- 
vyn?” asked Grant, as soon as we were 
in the carriage; and it was easy to tell 
from his manner that he was in high 
spirits and had been favorably im
pressed. “You see your fears about 
violence were all moonshine.”

“I shall say more when I have had a 
look at that document which you an
nexed,” said I.

“If they mean to go straight, it will 
be just the making of things,” he de
clared, and for the moment I did not 
see how' to contradict him. So I held 
my tongue.

When we reached the White House, 
I proposed that we should at once ex
amine the document which the pasha 
had handed him, but he declared that 
Mile. Patras would be very anxious as 
to the result of the interview, and that 
he would come to me the moment he had 
seen her.

“She will know in an instant whether 
it is all right,” he said, and he did not 
ask me even to be present at the ex
amination. Knowing his feeling for her 
I ought not to have been surprised per
haps ; but it was the first time since we 
had been associated together that he 
had preferred any one’s judgment to 
mine on such a matter; and I admit that 
I was chagrined.

It seems a strange thing to blame that 
feeling of unreasonable anger of mine 
for what happened. I say unreasonable, 
because a man under the spell of a 
woman will do anything; but I have of
ten blamed myself bitterly for not hav
ing pressed my point, and made it dif
ficult for him to refuse me a sight of 
the document there and then. So much 
would have been different.

Instead of doing that, however, I 
turned away, feeling huffed and hurt; 
and I changed my clothes and w'ent out 
and spent the evening with an old 
friend. I did not return to the White 
House until late at night, to find myself 
face to face with a startling develop
ment in the grim drama which was now 
threatening to overwhelm us all.

TO BE CONTINUED.



AFTER THE PAPER WENT TO BED
BY M. J. REYNOLDS

The eerie apparition that came to the editor and the part it played in his
ultimate salvation.

BARTON sat alone in the city 
editor’s room, which was a glass 
case, partitioned off from the cen

ter of the barrack-like apartment where 
the reporters wrote. It was an unholy 
hour in the morning. Barton had stayed 
to put the paper to bed.

It was now out, for good or ill, beats 
or no beats, wending its way through the 
silent streets of the city, or speeding 
over the State by the three o’clock 
morning train.

In a Western city just large enough 
to support four dailies, two morning 
and two afternoon, the rivalry in the  ̂
local department exceeds in keenness 
and bitterness anything else in the news
paper world. Everybody reads both 
morning and afternoon papers.

They lie side by side on every office 
desk and cafe table.

A good, exclusive story in one is 
noted and commented on by the entire 
reading population, including the man
aging editor and proprietor of the paper 
which does not have it.

A number of years of this sort of 
thing, seasoned with late hours and the 
dominance of a proprietor who was not 
a gentleman, because, it was popularly 
supposed, he did not know how to be, 
had left Barton in the clutches of the 
common enemy of the profession, in
somnia.

Just at this time the extra copy for 
the anniversary edition was to be read.

The Leader was getting out a mon
strous special edition to celebrate the 
fiftieth anniversary of the settlement of 
the State.

The copy for it had been piling up for 
days, and Ba, fon, under the strain of his 
continuous slee^'essnese, found it in
creasingly difficult o get the stuff out 
of the way during regular hours.

So, as he could not sleep, anyway, 
he had been staying nights to read copy 
for the special after the paper went to 
bed.

There was a stack of it now, a foot 
high, in front of him, and he surveyed 
it with a numb disinclination for work. 
The figures and statistics' with which it 
abounded swam in his head.

“Well, here goes,” he said, finally. 
He pulled a black bottle out from under 
his desk, and topk a long drink.

For some time Barton had been read
ing copy on the black bottle. This wor
ried him, for he knew it was working 
under the whip instead of oats, and that 
he must sooner or later pay the penalty.

But he did not see anything else that 
could be done just at that time.

His only brother had had a long and 
expensive illness, during which Barton 
had been paying his doctor’s bills and 
supporting his family.

He could not afford a vacation until 
this drain upon him was removed, and 
he knew well enough he would not sleep 
until he had enjoyed a vacation, and a 
good one, too.

Nevertheless, he never took a pull 
out of the black bottle without being 
haunted by moral as well as prudential 
qualms. Barton had been brought up 
in a total abstinence household, and he 
could never get over the notion that 
there was something a little wrong in
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the act of drinking intoxicants per se, 
irrespective of its effects.

It was probably for the reason that 
his system was not pickled with it that 
it furnished such a strong and imme
diate mental stimulus.

Barton could read copy on the black 
bottle, even .when it got into his legs, 
and made those long members weave in
continently about at the most inoppor
tune moments.

So to-night Barton spurred his tired 
brain to its task by the customary 
stimulus.

The city grew silent in a way the 
metropolis never does. The great 
presses below had ceased their throb, 
the muffled clamor that came up from 
the alley entrance, where the city circu
lation man nightly handled his gang 
of paper-route men and boys, died away.

The street car outside stopped, and 
Barton knew he had a three-mile walk 
home before it started up again.

The sharp hoof beats from belated 
cabs grew infrequent. The paper had 
gone to bed, and the city was asleep.

Barton had worked for an hour and 
a half, with several resorts to the black 
.bottle. He had attacked the toughest 
part of the anniversary special copy to
night, the mines. He had thrown out 
the Cloud County report entire, as 
“fierce,” and had made a note to send 
a staff man to Cloud City the next day, 
when, happening to look down, he saw 
a sight which surprised him.

A white kitten sat on the floor beside 
him.

He gazed at it in dull astonishment. 
How did the thing get there? As he 
looked the apparition suddenly changed 
its position and stood on its head.

Instantly an element of wild fear en
tered Barton’s befuddled imagination. 
He knew now that the cat was not 
real. No cat stood on its head.

“I’ve got ’em,” he muttered, hoarsely. 
“It’s come at last.”

He peered uncertainly out into the 
big office, lit with one flickering jet. It 
was eerie and forlorn.

Ghosts of old scandals seemed to 
squeak and gibber in obscure corners.

Old divorce suits, dragged unwillingly 
to the light of day; old family troubles 
glaringly exposed, seemed to hang heav
ily in the air. Old love letters, read in 
court, and gayly furnished for the delec
tation of the multitude, seemed to whis
per their rifled secrets anew. •

Murderers who had stalked through 
the pages of the Leader seemed to be 
stalking through the office without. 
Suicides seemed to be hanging from the 
ceiling, as they had hung from glaring 
headlines in the Leader.

Defeated candidates counted over 
lost campaign expens® with pallid 
hands, and cursed the Leader. Figures 
from old cartoons, ingeniously designed 
to wound and humiliate, stepped down 
from the originals on the walls, and 
pointed dumb fingers at Barton.

With sick repulsion he realized how 
much, how much of it all, all that made 
the Leader both famous and notorious, 
had emanated from his brain.

A sudden, ghastly, accusing company 
seemed to people the outer office; and 
inside, the phantom cat still stood on 
its head.

Barton inspected the darkest comers 
gingerly.

“Time for snakes to be hanging out 
there,” he whispered. “Thought they 
always came first. Most appropriate 
thing in the world, though. Newspa
per man. Office cat. Sensational co
incidence; Important if true.”

As Barton muttered these broken 
ejaculations, he peered leerily at the cat 
again.

The thing was now seated on its 
haunches, with its little paws held up 
in an absurdly supplicating way, evi
dently saying its prayers, This settled 
it. .No cat said its prayers.

Nothing real would say its prayers in 
a newspaper office.

Barton watched the cat, fascinated, 
and all the time was conscious of grisly 
presences in the outside office.

“They’ll chase in here pretty soon,” 
he muttered. “Bound to get after me. 
Every bit of filth tnat ever got into the 
local is out there. And they all blame 
it on me.”

None of the good things the Leader
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had done seemed to resurrect. The new 
post office it had forced from the gov
ernment; the hospital it had built; the 
city improvement society it had fos
tered; the reform movement it had led 
—all remained coldly aloof. Barton re
flected on this with bitter cynicism.

And the white cat was turning som
ersaults.

When Barton saw this he made up 
what was serving him at the moment for 
a mind.

“I’ve got to get out of this,” he said, 
arising. “The copy can go to hell. The 
paper can go to hell. The old man can 
go to hell. I’ve got to get some sleep, 
or I'll be seeing white cats all -over the 
ranch. When I see cats in the copy it’s 
time to stop.”

He put on his hat and coat, and 
walked unsteadily out. On the street 
he looked behind him. The white cat 
was following him.

This gave Barton a strong shock. He 
remembered a French story of a man 
who was observed for years to look be
hind him at every other step, and when 
he came to die it was found that he had 
been seeing a leopard following him 
all this time.

“But I haven’t been taking absinthe,” 
said Barton, pathetically.

“I suppose a snake wriggling along 
behind me would be worse. Still, this 
is disturbing—very. Good stuff, too, if 
the Star could only get onto it.”

He collided with a lamp-post, and 
took off his hat.

“Beg your pardon,” he said, with in
tense gravity.

But the idea that the rival paper 
might get hold of his plight, and make 
copy out of him had entered into Bar
ton’s mentality. He now seemed to see, 
painted on the dark before him, the first 
line of a scare head, running across the 
top of a front page:

“KITTEN PURSUED ME,” SAYS BARTON.

And under it, in smaller type:

“A. J. Barton, Employee of a Paw
nee Paper, is Followed by Feline Hal
lucinations.”

Fiendish little cats seemed to be dan
cing and wriggling around the great 
circus-poster letters of this headline.

So when he heard footsteps approach
ing Barton started to run. When he 
did this the white cat gave a light, swift 
leap, and lit on his shoulder.

In the overwrought condition of Bar
ton’s nerves this was enough to send 
them toppling over the edge. The 
thing was not content to follow. It 
was going to attack him.

He gave a hoarse cry, stumbled for
ward and fell.

When Barton awoke he was in a 
strange room. It was a very neat, 
dainty little room, and he could not 
place it. It seemed to be a woman’s 
room, and Barton could not understand 
how lie got into it.

“One might think I was married, and 
this were my wife’s room,” he pondered, 
uncertainly. “I probably am married, 
and don’t know it. I don’t seem to 
know anything.” ,

His head felt like an aggregation of 
warm, hasty pudding, through which 
floated memories of the hideous pipe 
dreams of the night before.

The horrid phantoms of the local 
room, he was pleased to note, had van
ished.

Apparently they could not penetrate 
this little pink and white bower. But 
things were still so cloudy and uncer
tain that he was not surprised to see 
Miss Carroll’s face gradually outline it
self beside his bed.

Miss Carroll did society three days in 
the week, and local the rest of the time. 
He thought it strange that she should 
appear to him rather than any of the 
rest of the reporters, but set it down to 
his condition.

As nothing in the world could be 
more unlikely than that he should be 
in bed, and . that Miss Carroll should 
be sitting beside him, naturally that was 
what he imagined.

“She’s better than snakes, anyway,” 
he muttered.

Suddenly he saw something that star
tled him fearfully. The white kitten was 
sitting in Miss Carroll’s lap. He arose
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on one arm, and said, in a horrified 
tone:

“For God’s sake, put it down.”
Miss Carroll immediately put the 

kitten down. Then she laughed, and 
picked it up again.

“I’m so used to doing what you tell 
me, Mr. Barton,” said she, “that I obey 
instinctively. But, really, it’s all right. 
It’s a real cat.”

“A real cat?” said Barton, unbeliev
ingly.

“Yes, it was Madame Peperoni’s,” 
replied Miss Carroll.

These simple words explained nearly 
everything to Barton. Madame Pepe- 
roni had come to the town with an ani
mal show two weeks before. Falling 
ill, she had remained behind when the 
show went on. Miss Carroll had got a 
special from the woman on her arrival, 
and had reported her funeral later.

“This was her best trick cat,” said 
Miss Carroll. “I was able to do her 
some small kindnesses during her illness, 
and she §sked me to take the cat, and 
give it a good home. I took the kitten 
to the office yesterday afternoon, but 
you know you told me when I called 
you up that I could go directly home 
after getting that Sunday special, and 
I entirely forgot the poor cat. I sat 
up late reading, and I was just going 
to bed when I happened to think of her. 
You know our flat is only a few blocks 
from the office, and I thought I’d just 
take a run down on the chance that you 
were staying late, and I could get in and 
get her.”

“But where am I ?” interjected 
Barton.

“Why,” said Miss Carroll, readily, “I 
came up to you just as you fell. I got 
a policeman, and as neither of us knew 
exactly where you lived, and we were 
so near, I just had you brought around 
home, and papa put you to bed. You’ve

been delirious all night, and told all 
about the cat. The doctor says you are 
breaking down from insomnia, and 
have just escaped something serious.”

Barton inspected Miss Carroll nar
rowly, but she seemed to have no ul
terior suspicions.

“But what did the thing stand on its 
head at me for?” he queried, weakly.

Miss Carroll laughed softly.
“Poor pussy,” she said, caressing the 

white cat’s head. “She was starved. 
She managed to escape from her basket 
and find you, and was trying all her lit
tle arts upon you to soften your hard 
heart, and make you give her something 
to eat.”

Barton thought solemnly over this.
“Well, I didn’t have anything for 

her,” he said at length, “except some
thing in a bottle.”

Miss Carroll looked grave.
“The old man has been over,” she 

said, gently. “He happened to just 
strike Dr. Clenham, and the doctor told 
him all about your brother, and your 
insomnia, and everything—and—how 
you had been working on stimulants to 
keep going. And he says you are to 
have a month’s vacation with salary, and 
passes to Los Angeles.”

Barton pondered dazedly over this for 
a while.

“The old man must have been 
drunk,” he said, finally.

Barton went on his trip. A year af
ter he went again. The second time 
Miss Carroll, who had been put in 
charge of the home department, went 
with him.

The trick cat occupies an honored 
place in their house, sitting up in a chair 
of her own at the table, with plate and 
napkin, and partaking of dinner straight 
through, from soup to coffee and ice 
cream, with eerie solemnity.
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I I  -T H E  CASE OF DICKSON'S D IA M O N D S.

I. •

( ( X T  O, Jimmie, the burglar of to-
X\J day is not the burglar of a 

generation or two ago,” said 
Felix Boyd, through a wreath of pipe 
smoke. “He is not the burly midnight 
ruffian at mere fancy of whom we shud
dered in our trundle beds, the bearded 
fellow in rough attire and sinister mask, 
with a kit of tools under his coat and a 
brace of Smith & Wesson’s in his hip 
pockets, whose chief attribute was brute 
force, and who cracked with equal com
placency a merchant’s safe or the mer
chant’s skull.”

Jimmie Coleman laughed, knocking 
the' ashes from his cigar, and nodded 
approvingly.

This central office man was Boyd’s 
very intimate friend and most ardent 
admirer, probably the latter because he 
knew much more of Boyd’s remarkable 
talents than any other man, so was best 
able to appreciate his extraordinary 
abilities.

He had dropped into Boyd’s office in 
Pine Street half an hour before, merely 
to enjoy a morning smoke in genial 
company.

“You are right, Felix,” said he. 
“Things have changed mightily in that 
respect since we wore a frock and 
knickerbockers.”

“Instead, Jimmie,” added Boyd, in 
ruminating mood, “we have to-day the 
much more intelligent and dangerous 
scamp, who forms and executes his de
signs with exquisite cunning and sagac
ity, and who employs every modern 
mechanical device with which to over
come the constantly improving safe
guards he encoumers. The transition 
has been gradual, but is very pro
nounced, and the detective art has un
dergone a corresponding change.”

“That is true, too, Felix.”
“The successful sleuth of to-day, Jim

mie, besides possessing the dogged per
sistency and brute courage of old, must 
be a man of broad intelligence, a keen 
observer and subtle analyst, and one

♦ T h is  se r ie s  of c o m p le te  d e te c tiv e  s to r ie s  “ B elow  th e  D ead  L in e ,”  b e g a n  la s t  m o n th . T h e  n u m b e r  
c o n ta in in g  th e  f ir s t  s to r y  can  be s e c u re d  th ro u g h  a n y  n e w s d e a le r  o r  d i r e c t  fro m  th e  p u b l is h e rs  fo r  te n  
cen ts.
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capable of discerning remote relations. 
The detection of obscure bits of evi
dence, and the art of making correct de
ductions therefrom, chiefly serve to 
solve the great criminal mysteries of the 
present day.”

“Time and again, Felix, you have 
demonstrated that,” nodddd Coleman. 
“Witness that bond robbery of Curry, 
Gale & Fiske last November. By the 
way, I see that that man Wykoff, whom 
you suspected of having had a hand in 
that affair, is again operating on the 
curb.”

Boyd smiled oddly and laid away his 
pipe.

“Wykoff, as I remarked at that time, 
was not the master knave in that affair,” 
said he. “Take my word for it, Jimmie, 
there was another Richmond somewhere 
in the field. That ingenious robbery 
was not designed by Paul Wykoff, but 
by some much more capable and far- 
reaching knave.”

“Do you still think so?”
“I do, indeed,” said Boyd, with no

ticeable gravity. “It is my impression, 
Jimmie, that something seriously wrong 
exists down here below the ‘Dead 
Line.’ ”

“Why do you think so?”
“Don’t ask me why; the grounds for 

my misgivings are still vague and indef
inite. Yet I seriously believe that, 
somewhere in this wealthy locality, 
where millions change Lands with each 
passing business hour, somewhere in the 
very heart of our great financial mael
strom, there exists a veritable genius 
for crime.”

“A genius for crime!” echoed Cole
man. f

“A man whose obscure personality 
may be only vaguely discerned behind 
crafty operations executed by others, 
yet directed by him with all the evil in
genuity and consummate foresight of a 
master of knavery. I see only vague 
signs of this at present, Jimmie, now 
and then cropping out in crimes of new 
and peculiar originality, all of which 
point to a masterful and malignant 
genius hid in the background. As yet 
I have been unable to get the least 
definite line upon him; but some day I

shall do so. Some day, Jimmie, one of 
these peculiar crimes will give'me a clew 
to this master knave, who, I believe, 
lurks about here like a spider in its web, 
and conspires with and directs a well- 
organized gang of------”

“Easy!” put in Coleman, lifting his 
forefinger. “There are steps in the cor
ridor. Some one is coming this way.”

A stranger unceremoniously entered. 
He was about fifty years of age, stoutly 
built, and his pale face and dilated eyes 
at once indicated exceeding nervousness 
and excitement.

“I am looking for Mr. Boyd—Mr. 
Felix Boyd,” he said, quickly, with rest
less glances at each of his hearers. “Do 
I find him here?”

Boyd reached for his pipe, at the 
same time signing the stranger to a 
chair.

‘“I am Felix Boyd,” said he. “Take a 
seat, sir.”

“In a moment, just a moment,” nerv
ously rejoined the stranger, hastening to 
produce a card. “I am Nathan Dickson, 
of Maiden Lane, dealer in diamonds, 
and the American agent for some of the 
largest diamond merchants of London 
and Amsterdam. My card, Mr. Boyd.”

“Thank you,” murmured Boyd, with 
his keen, gray eyes half hidden under 
their drooping lids. “And what, pray, 
can I do for you, Mr. Dickson?”

“I come to you from my bankers, 
who told me that, if I but mentioned 
their name, you would readily advise 
me,” Dickson quickly explained, men
tioning one of the largest banking 
houses in Wall Street. “I have been a 
depositor with them for nearly twenty 
years, Mr. Boyd, and they advised me 
to consult you, sir, instead of going to 
the central office, as I at first was in
clined.”

These references to the bankers served 
at once to insure Boyd’s interest, * for 
reasons hinted at in an earlier narrative. 
He laid down his pipe without having 
lighted it, and again waved his visitor 
to a chair.

“You do not know me by name, I 
take it,” said Dickson, as he sat down.

“Only since seeing your card,” said 
Boyd. “I observe, however, that you
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are a married man, and very near
sighted.”

“Dear m e! How is that ? Do I wear 
my heart on my sleeve?”

“Hardly that,” smiled Boyd. “But a 
spot has been sponged from your vest 
this morning, presumably by your wife, 
since you scarce could have visited your 
tailor thus early; and I notice the handle 
of a reading glass protruding slightly 
from your inside pocket.”

That one of these deductions did not 
affect Dickson very pleasantly was ap
parent in his increased nervousness, and 
the sudden trembling of his hands on 
his knees; yet he laughed a little and 
cried:

“Oh, yes, quite right; you are quite 
right, Mr. Boyd. I am very near
sighted, very, when viewing objects 
close at hand. Yet I do not even re
quire glasses for observing things at a 
distance.”

“That is occasionally the case, I un
derstand.” _

“I am told so. Yet I believe that very 
few are as sorely afflicted as I. I can 
read only with a very powerful glass, 
as you may see.”

And he now displayed his reading 
glass, a thick lens nearly six inches in 
diameter, having a silver rim and an 
ebony handle. Boyd merely glanced at 
it, then turned to Coleman, who had 
risen.

“Drop in a little later, Jimmie,” said 
he. “I imagine that Mr. Dickson will 
not long engage me.” f

“No, Mr. Boyd, not very long,” said 
Dickson, when they were alone. “I re
ceived in my mail this morning a letter 
which gives me great uneasiness, if not 
serious alarm. I took it to my bankers 
for advice, scarce knowing what else to 
do, and they advised me to consult you. 
I wish you would examine the letter; 
here it is, and tell me what you think of 
it, and how seriously I should regard it. 
I am tempted to place it in the hands 
of the* police for investigation.”

Boyd examined the letter with in
terest, and was immediately struck with 
its peculiarities.

It neither was written, nor printed in 
the ordinary way. Instead, each word

had been cut singly from some book or 
newspaper, evidently with a penknife, 
and then pasted on a blank sheet of 
paper.

Plainly the work had been very care
fully done, yet it had been found so 
delicate that the completed lines pre
sented considerable irregularity, with 
the separate words differently spaced 
and slanted at various angles. The 
communication thus conveyed was quite 
brief, and read as follows:

“ N a t h a n  D i c k s o n , Maiden Lane: You
look out for yourself. Persons I dare not 
name are about to execute a design against 
you, the character of which I cannot safely 
disclose. I am a friend to you, and this is a 
warning you will not wisely ignore. Heed it. 
Guard yourself and that most dear to you.”

Boyd twice read this curious missive, 
then looked up at the grave face of his 
waiting visitor,

“Have you the cover in which this 
was mailed?” he asked.

“Yes, here it is,” bowed Dickson, ten
dering the envelope.

“Printed with a pen,” observed Boyd; 
“and dropped in one of the street boxes 
late yesterday afternoon. Evidently the 
sender designed this method to prevent 
being traced by his handwriting.”

“That is apparent,” cried Dickson, 
nervously. “But what of the letter it
self? It has given me a dreadful shock. 
My nerves are completely unstrung. It 
is so indefinite, yet in a way so threaten
ing. I don’t know whether my life is 
in danger, or my property, or what. I 
am all of a tremble from head to foot.”

“Which really is very foolish of you,” 
said Boyd, indifferently. “I do not 
think your life is in any danger, Mr. 
Dickson. Are you a man of much prop
erty ?”

“Bradstreet rates me at a hundred 
thousand, which is rather more than I 
possess,” replied Dickson, more com
posedly. “I own a modest summer place 
near Jamaica Bay, where I dwell for 
about six months of the year, renting a 
house in town during the winter.”

“At present you are where?”
“I am still living in town. I expect 

to go down to my shore house with my 
family about the last of this month.”
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“You do a large business in dia
monds ?”

“Quite so. As agent for foreign 
houses; moreover, I carry a valuable 
stock.”

“In part consigned to you, I pre
sume,” observed Boyd, raising his 
brows.

“Yes, certainly.”
“Do you consider your quarters in 

Maiden Lane, and the safe or vault in 
which you store your goods, perfectly 
secure against burglars ?” inquired 
Boyd.

“Indeed, yes!” exclaimed Dickson. “I 
never have felt otherwise.”

Boyd smiled, and again glanced at the 
patchwork letter.

“Who among your friends, Mr. Dick
son, is a practical joker?” he asked, a 
bit dryly.

“Really I recall none.”
“Yet this letter is, in my opinion, the 

work of such a person.”
“A joke—a practical joke! Sent only 

to annoy or alarm m e!” exclaimed Dick
son, with much eagerness. “Do you 
really think so, Mr. Boyd! Indeed, I 
shall feel greatly relieved if that is your 
opinion. Do you really think so, Mr. 
Boyd ?”

Plainly his relief already was great, 
and Boyd at once proceeded to further 
assure him.

“I think, Mr. Dickson,” said he, de
cisively, “that any true friend, so anx
ious to warn you of serious danger, 
could easily have found a way to intel
ligently do so without imperiling him
self. The greater your danger, sir, the 
greater probability of such a step on the 
part of a friend, who surely would have 
left you in no such uncertainty as this 
concerning his meaning.”

“I had not thought of it in that light,” 
cried Dickson. . “Really, Mr. Boyd, I 
begin to think you are right.”

“To go a step farther,” added Boyd; 
“if knaves contemplate any secret design 
upon you, certainly no such warning as 
this would have prefaced the execution 
of their project. Such a step on their 
part would be absurd.”

“Surely.”

“That, Mr. Dickson, is my opinion of 
this piece of indefinite patchwork.” 

“You believe it to be a practical 
joke?”

“Nothing more serious, sir.”
“What would you advise me to do 

about it?”
“Nothing at all,” declared Boyd, 

promptly. “I should give it no further 
attention. I am convinced that no friend 
sent it to you; and such a communica
tion from an enemy surely would be un
worthy one’s serious consideration. If 
I were you, Mr. Dickson, I should toss 
the letter into my waste basket, and not 
give it another thought.”

A noteworthy change had come over 
the dealer in diamonds. His eyes were 
brighter, his cheeks flushed with satis
faction, and a smile had dispelled the 
manifest apprehensions with which he 
had entered Boyd’s office.

He now shook the latter warmly by 
the hand, effusively uttering his thanks, 
and declaring that his o w i l  opinion of 
the mysterious letter was entirely 
changed, and that he now should com
pletely disregard it.

When Mr. Dickson was about arising 
to go, however, Boyd carelessly ob
served :

“If you will leave the letter with me 
until afternoon, Mr. Dickson, I will 
examine it more closely a little later, in 
case any obscure features of conse
quence have escaped me. Should I dis
cover any, I will hasten to inform and 
advise you.”

“Certainly,” cried Dickson, readily. 
“I shall be glad to leave it.”

“I have your business card,” said 
Boyd. “In case I should wish to reach 
you at home, which is not verv probaDle, 
you had better leave me youf uptown 
address. Write it on this blank, if you 
like. Here is a pencil.”

Dickson again drew out his lens, 
holding it in his left hand while he wrote 
with the other, and bowing his head 
nearly to the paper on which he inscribed 
the desired address.

“There it is, Mr. Boyd,” said he, aris
ing. “I am always at home evenings. 
My wife and children are my chief com
fort and delight. Call some evening, if
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you will, when not upon business. A 
thousand thanks for your opinion and 
advice. My bankers tell me that you in
variably are right in such matters. You 
cannot imagine how much you have re
lieved me.”

Boyd smiled, and shook his proffered 
hand, bowing him to the office door, 
where he bade him good-morning.

When Jimmie Coleman entered a lit
tle later, he found Boyd at the window 
still studying the letter; and the latter 
at once confided to him the occasion of 
Dickson’s visit.

“And what do you really make of 
this, Felix?” inquired Coleman, curi
ously examining the letter.

Boyd laughed softly, with an odd 
gleam in one corner of his eye.

“Make of it, Jimmie?” said he. “Not 
very much more than I told Dickson. 
Still, it presents a few curious features. 
Notice that each word was cut from 
some book or paper.”

“That’s very evident.”
“Now place the face of the page 

against the window pane, so that the 
light strikes through it. You find that 
you then can decipher the printing on 
the reverse side of the page from which 
the word in the letter was carefully 
cut.”

“So I can, for a fact.”
“Under the word ‘design,’ in the let

ter, you find Fr ‘descant,’ in small 
italics.”

“Yes, it is quite plain.”
“Under the word ‘execute,’ in the let

ter, you find the two words— ‘to exert.’ 
Plainly, Jimmie, those two words, as 
well as the italics noted, formed parts 
of the definitions of the two words 
‘descant’ and ‘exertion,’ on the reverse 
page from which the words ‘design’ and 
‘execute’ were cut by the sender of this 
letter.”

“Eureka!” cried Coleman. “It’s dead 
open-and-shut, Felix, that the words of 
this, letter were cut from an ordinary 
dictionary.”

“Certainly it is, Jimmie,” laughed 
Boyd; then he added, rather dryly: 
“Very possibly, Jimmie, I some day shall 
discover the dictionary from which they 
were cut.”

Yet Mr. Felix Boyd gave the matter 
very little immediate attention. That af
ternoon he returned the letter to Dick
son at his store in Maiden Lane, stating 
that he found nothing in it to warrant 
serious apprehensions, and he left the 
dealer in diamonds quite assured that his 
earlier fears were entirely groundless.

Boyd next called upon Dickson’s 
bankers, who stated that the latter was 
a man of sterling integrity, w'hose word 
w'as as good as his bond, and 4hat his 
family comprised a wife and 'seven 
charming children.

So Boyd let the matter drop, to take 
its own course, whether up or down, and 
ten days passed before the crash came. 
Then, as he was about going out to 
lunch one day, a policeman came rushing 
into his Pine Street office, crying ex
citedly :

“I say, Mr. Boyd! You are wanted 
down in Maiden Lane at once.”

“By whom, Gaffney?” Boyd coolly 
inquired.

“By Jimmie Coleman, sir! There’s 
the devil to pay in the store of Nathan 
Dickson, the diamond dealer.”

II.

It was but a little after noon, with the 
sun shining unusually hot from a clear 
May sky, when Felix Boyd reached 
Maiden Lane and joined Coleman in 
front of Dickson’s place of business.

The store was a small one, occupying 
only the ground floor of a narrow brick 
building, that was wedged in between 
two much more imposing stone struc
tures, looking much as if it had slipped 
in between such massive neighbors by 
some freak or mischance.

The single, broad window was pro
tected with high wooden shutters, and 
the store door guarded with a stout iron 
grating, then closed and secured with a 
padlock. On a card tacked on the shut
ter of the door was rudely printed

OPEN THURSDAY MORNING.

It being Wednesday, the card and the 
closed store plainly indicated that Dick
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s o n  h a d  p l a n n e d  t o  b e  a b s e n t  f o r  a d a y ,  
a n d  h a d  l e f t  a n o t i c e  w h e n  h e  s h o u l d  
T e t u r n .

On the street fronting the store was a 
crowd of spectators, kept back by sev
eral policemen, and Boyd found Cole
man and an officer engaged in forcing 
the iron grating guarding the closed 
door.

“What’s the trouble, Jimmie?” he 
asked, as he joined him.

The ftntral office man quickly looked 
up on hearing Boyd’s voice.

“Ah, you’re here! Good enough!” 
he exclaimed. “Recalling that letter, I 
hastened to send for you. I’m told there 
has been an explosion in here, a devil 
of a noise, and that Dickson has gone 
to his summer home for the day. I hap
pened along just after the explosion was 
heard, and found Gibson, who occupies 
the upper floors, trying to get in here.” 

Boyd glanced ,at a tall, elderly man, 
who nodded in corroboration of Cole
man’s explanation. Boyd quickly asked: 

“Did Dickson tell you he should be 
absent to-day, Mr. Gibson?”

“He did, sir, as he was closing up 
last night. He said he was going to 
his summer place to-day, to plan for oc
cupying it a little later.”

“Does he employ no clerks here, who 
could have kept the store open ?”

“None, sir. He runs his business 
alone. I greatly fear that a robbery hats 
been committed here. The explosion oc
curred about ten minutes ago, and was 
very severe, fairly shaking the upper 
floors.”

Boyd glanced quickly at the window. 
An inner curtain, drawn below the tops 
of the window shutters outside, pre
vented a view of the interior of the 
store.

“Have you looked out back, Jimmie ?” 
he demanded, quickly.

“Yes, first thing,” cried Coleman. 
“The way is through that alley, and the 
back window is closed with an iron 
shutter on hinges, secured inside the 
shop. There is a round hole in it 
through which I looked, but the smoke 
in the store obscured everything. There 
has been an explosion in there all right,

but I saw no signs of thieves in the rear 
area, which lies a bit lower than the 
street. I tried to force a small cellar 
door back there, but it wouldn’t give a 
hair, so I returned to tackle this one. 
Ah, now we’re in !”

The iron grating finally had given 
way, and fell clanging upon the side
walk. With an iron bar, Coleman then 
proceeded to force the lock of the door, 
an operation quickly accomplished, when 
he threw open the door and entered the 
shop.

Boyd quickly followed him, first 
glancing at one of the policeman, and 
saying, sharply:

“Stand here, Gaffney! Let no one 
else enter!”

Though the smoke now was partly 
dispelled, the shop was in semi-obscur
ity, and Coleman hastened to raise the 
curtain. Then a flood of light entered 
over the front shutters, and revealed 
the devastation within.

The shop was narrow, but quite deep, 
with a counter at one side, and a small 
inclosed office in front. Nearly at the 
rear was a large safe, partly fixed in the 
side wall, and fronted by an open space 
near the rear window.

A glance about the place quickly told 
what had happened. The heavy door of 
the safe lay on the floor, and a part of 
the side nearest the rear window was 
badly shattered, leaving the interior 
compartments of the safe almost entirely 
exposed and easy of access. That they 
had been robbed of the most of their 
valuable contents was at once apparent.

Furthermore, indicating the violence 
of the explosion, the counter was thrown 
awry, and the glass of the rear window 
was scattered in fragments over the 
floor, leaving only the secured iron shut
ter, through the round aperture in 
which entered a beam of sunlight from 
the rear area or yard.

On the broad sill of this window lay a 
large reading glass, similar to that 
which Dickson carried on his person; 
but of Dickson himrelf, or of the knaves 
guilty of perpetrating this midday bur
glary, there was not a sign.

“W hew!” whistled Coleman, the in
stant his gaze fell upon the scene.
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“Here’s a mess! A burglary in broad 
daylight!”

“Burglary, indeed!” exclaimed Boyd. 
“The crooks have made a clean sweep. 
This will settle me in Dickson’s opinion. 
That patchwork letter of his had a 
wicked meaning, after all.”

“I should say wicked!” cried Cole
man, hurriedly opening the rear shutter, 
and springing out of the window. “I’ll 
see what I can find out here, Felix.”

“Go ahead!” cried Boyd. “I’ll ex
amine things in here.”

Coleman returned in about five min
utes, bearing in his hand a pair of soiled 
rubbers, with which he scrambled back 
through the window, remarking, rap
idly :

“There are footprints in the soil of 
the alley, but not at all definite. Yet the 
crooks must have escaped by that way, 
and one of them probably wore these 
rubbers, for I found them under some 
refuse near the alley exit.”

“Very likely,” said Boyd, glancing at 
them. “Burglars frequently wear them 
to muffle their steps indoors. Size eight, 
aren’t they?”

A flight of stairs from one corner led 
to a dimly lighted cellar, to which Boyd 
quickly conducted his companion. At 
the foot of the stairs he halted, and 
pointed to a narrow door, the one Cole
man vainly had tried to force from out
side. Against it was a heavy piece of 
joist, one end of which was securely 
blocked several yards from the door.

“Humph!” ejaculated Coleman. 
“They went that way, and the timber 
shows how they secured the door after 
them. It was so adjusted as to fall into 
place when the door closed, and thus 
prevent the immediate entrance of any 
one anxious to learn the cause of the 
explosion. The delay gave the crooks 
a chance to get well away. They have 
done the job all right, covering their 
tracks well, and already have a long 
lead on the police. There’s no question 

"about that.”
Boyd nodded indifferently, and led 

the way upstairs.
“You had better rush a message up to 

Dickson’s wife, Jimmie,” said he. 
“Here is his city address. Have her, or

some of his family, telegraph to Dick
son, and bring him here as quickly as 
possible. He should show up by the 
middle of the afternoon.”

“I’ll do so at once,” nodded Coleman, 
hastening to the front door, where he 
not only started a messenger for Dick
son’s residence, but also dispatched an
other to headquarters to report the ex
traordinary burglary.

When he returned he found Felix 
Boyd on his knees a few feet from the 
ruined safe, and between it and the rear 
window. He was intently engaged in 
studying, with the help of Dickson’s 
large reading glass, the hard pine boards 
of the bare floor.

“What have you discovered there?” 
Coleman demanded, with immediate in
terest.

“Nothing much,” muttered Boyd, 
glancing up. “Only this smutty mark 
across the floor, Jimmie. It begins here, 
and ends at the corner of the safe.” 

“What do you make of it? What 
caused it?”

“It was caused by a fine fuse, Jimmie, 
with which the charge in the safe was 
exploded. In burning it scorched the 
floor a little, making this almost im
perceptible dark line. At first sight I 
thought it was a narrow crack only, 
but this lens belonging to Dickson re
veals its true character. Very kind of 
Dickson to have left a glass so handy.” 

There was in Boyd’s voice an intona
tion so vaguely odd that it brought a 
look of perplexity to Coleman’s atten
tive face* He could discern no more 
than had been pointed out to him, how
ever, and he growled, a little impa
tiently :

“Well, what of it? What do you 
mean by that? We know the charge 
was exploded by some means, and what 
matters whether a fuse or an electric 
current was used?”

“It doesn’t matter much, Jimmie,” re
turned Boyd, still on his knees. “Yet I 
thought I would call your attention to 
the line. Here at this end of it is an
other feature, too, hardly discernible ex
cept with the glass.”

“What’s that?” inquired Coleman, 
stooping lower.
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“Here are two curved lines, parallel 
and scarce a quarter-inch apart,” said 
Boyd, with his finger on the spot from 
which the fuse apparently had started. 
“They are very faint, almost like partly 
obliterated pencil marks. Can you see 
them, Jimmie? Here, take the glass.”

“Yes, I can see them now,” muttered 
Coleman, peering through the powerful 
lens. “But what of them?”

“Nothing of much consequence, I 
guess,” Boyd slowly answered. “They 
appear to be faint scorches, like the 
other. It’s odd, though, that both curve 
so regularly. Maybe they were caused 
by the flame of the match with which 
this end of the fuse was lighted. As 
you say, Jimmie, it doesn’t matter much 
how it was done.”

While he spoke, Boyd gazed oddly 
down at Coleman from the corner of 
his eye, but the latter’s attention was 
upon the floor, which he still studied 
with the glass.

“I don’t make anything of it, Felix,” 
he presently declared, arising to his feet. 
“I have sent to headquarters for as
sistance. We must lose no more time 
before getting the police after these 
scoundrels.”

“Quite right.” nodded Boyd, taking 
the reading glass and replacing it on the 
sill of the back window. “Since I see 
nothing more that I can do for you 
here, Jimmie, I believe I will go and 
lunch. I was. about going when you 
sent for me.”

“Very well. I shall wait here until 
the chief comes down.” v

“By Jove! I feel very sorry for Dick
son,” added Boyd, as he turned to go. 
"He surely will set me down for a 
blockhead of the first water. Who 
would have believed that that infernal 
letter carried, between its deucedly 
crooked and patchwork lines, a hint at 
so audacious a crime as this? Yes, I 
feel very sorry for Dickson. I must run 
down here later in the day and try to 
square myself with him.”

With which observation, to which 
Coleman made no reply, Mr. Felix 
Boyd passed out into Maiden Lane and 
departed.

The news of the extraordinary day

light burglary had spread rapidly, and a 
great gathering of people thronged the 
street.

Reporters and artists were hurrying to 
the scene of the crime, and soon the 
chief from the central office, accom
panied by several of his shrewdest sub
ordinates, put in an appearance.

Long before evening the story of the 
burglary was known throughout the 
city, and all the powers of the police 
were being strenuously applied to track
ing the burglars.

Late in the afternoon Mr. Felix Boyc 
again visited the scene, expecting to find 
Dickson, and express his regrets over 
what had occurred. Nor was he disap
pointed, for Dickson had arrived at his 
store about three o’clock, well-nigh 
overwhelmed by the disaster befallen 
him. Boyd found him moaning and in 
tears, crushed under a despair much too 
great for expression, and he hastened 
to excuse as best he could his own ob
vious blindness.

“Oh, I don’t blame you, Mr. Boyd; 
I don’t blame you,” Dickson tearfully 
reiterated, in response to Boyd’s expres
sions of regret. “I'm ruined, utterly 
ruined, but I don’t blame you, sir. Nc 
mortal man could have foreseen this 
from that blind letter I am a victim 
of burglars, Mr. Boyd; and 1 feel sure 
that I have secret enemies, also, who are 
striving to undo me. I’m bankrupt ut
terly ruined, but I don’t blame you in 
the least.”

“That’s very kind of you, Dickson, 1 
am sure,” said Felix Boyd. “How 
great is your loss?”

“I cannot tell yet, not precisely,” 
groaned Dickson. “Two hundred thou
sand at least, and probably more. Many 
of the diamonds were consignments 
only, and I never can make good for 
them, never 1 I am utterly ruined, but 
I don’t blame you, sir. You advised me 
the best you knew.”

“I certainly did, Dickson,” said Boyd, 
sorrowfully. “Were you at your shore 
house when informed of the burglary?”

“Yes. I went out there alone this 
morning to arrange for opening the 
house next week. I received a telegram
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from my wife, conveying the dreadful 
news, and I at once returned. God help 
me, Mr. Boyd, I’m a broken man from 
this hour. I never shall recover, never! 
But I don’t blame you, sir; I don't blame 
you in the least.”

III.

e "Are you booked for anything special 
to-night, Jimmie?” inquired Felix Boyd 
of Coleman, in the afternoon of the 
s&ond day following the burglary in 
Maiden Lane.

“Nothing more pressing than Dick
son’s affair.”

“Have the detectives struck any trail 
worth following?”

“Not as yet. It’s an infernally blind 
case,” declared Coleman. “Do you 
know, Boyd, I begin to believe you are 
right, in suspecting that some master 
knave is at work in this locality.”

Boyd laughed indifferently, and made 
no direct reply.

“You can let Dickson’s case drop un
til to-morrow, Jimmie,” said he. “I 
want you to make a night run into the 
suburbs with me, so meet me at the 
Thirty-fourth Street ferry at seven 
o’clock. You’ll learn for what a little 
later. And by the way, Jimmie, you 
had better come in disguise, and have a 
gun with you!”

Coleman knew Boyd too well to at
tempt to hasten any disclosures. He 
merely signified his assent, and promptly 
at seven o’clock the two men, both ef
fectively disguised, met at the ferry 
mentioned.

Still Boyd disclosed nothing. He 
crossed the river with his companion, 
boarded a train at the Long Island rail
way station, and entered into conver
sation with Coleman until they reached 
South Woodhaven, some after dark. 
There they left the train, and Boyd soon 
was leading the way across the broad 
strip ©f country lying along the waters 
of Jamaica Bay, the salty air from 
which fanned their flushed faces.

“What the dickens are you after out 
here?” Coleman finally ventured to de
mand, with some impatience.

Boyd laughed, and quietly rejoined:
“I am after Dickson’s burglars, Jim

mie.”
“The devil you say!’
“Easy 1 We are nearing our destina

tion, and must not be seen nor heard. 
Still, I believe we are well in advance of 
our quarry, who possibly may not show 
up at all. Yet I would bet that some
body will put in an appearance, in which 
case I must know what sort of a trick 
is to be turned here to-night. Carefully 
now, and come this way. Yonder is 
Dickson’s place.”

They had emerged from a narrow 
strip of woods, and in the near distance 
the dark outlines of a commodious 
wooden dwelling, with a stable some
what removed, were discernible against 
the starry sky. The isolated place was 
shrouded in gloom, and the solitude and 
silence were broken only by crickets and 
insects in the long grass, or the occa
sional cry of some night bird overhead.

Closely followed by Coleman, Boyd 
skirted a hedge until he arrived at a 
point back of the stable, to the rear wall 
of which he cautiously stole and lis
tened. It was as silent as a tomb 
within, and Boyd next forced open the 
sliding wooden shutter of a square 
window, used only for removing refuse.

This gave them easy access to the in
terior, and Boyd, with a whispered 
word of caution, led the way in, and 
closed the shutter. This left them in 
Egyptian darkness, but Boyd quickly 
produced an electric pocket lantern, 
with which he shed a single beam of 
light across the floor.

“We are here first, Jimmie, and pos
sibly last,” he softly remarked. “I don’t 
look for others before the next train 
comes out, yet we’d best be quiet and 
cautious. Come this way for a moment, 
however. There is a contrivance here 
which I wish to show you. I never saw 
anything just like it.”

“Evidently you’ve been here before,” 
muttered Coleman, not a little puzzled;

“Only once,” replied Boyd. “That 
was yesterday. Here’s the thing I 
spoke of.”

It appeared to be only a barrel,



90 TH E  PO PU LAR M A G A Z IN E

placed upright on a mound of loose hay, 
directly under the edge of the over
hanging mow just above. Boyd quietly 
removed the perforated head, however, 
and flashed a beam of light into the 
barrel, revealing several startling facts.

There was no lower head in the bar
rel, which stood squarely on the loose 
hay, and contained a number of crum
pled pages, evidently torn from some 
book. Precisely in the middle of the 
barrel, and fixed upright in the loose 
hay and paper at the bottom, was a 
partly burned paraffin candle.

“Good God 1” muttered Coleman. 
“What’s the meaning of this? Is it a 
contrivance for firing the barn ?”

“Precisely,” whispered Felix Boyd. 
“Clever, isn’t it? Had the candle 
burned low enough to ignite the hay 
and loose papers, the whole place would 
speedily have been in a blaze, entirely 
destroying this incriminating evidence. 
Note the craftiness of it. The barrel 
hoods the light, precluding observation 
from outside, and prevents a draught 
from extinguishing the candle. Very 
long candles of this kind can easily be 
obtained, long enough to burn for 
twelve hours. How easy for an in
cendiary to fire a stable in this way, and 
deny having been near it for a day at 
least.”

“Infernally clever 1” muttered Cole
man. “The candle is about half burned 
out. Who can have extinguished it?”

“I did,” laughed Boyd. “I happened 
out here yesterday morning, and found 
it burning. I have an idea that the 
would-be incendiary will show up later, 
to learn why his scheme failed, and to 
plant a second candle.”

“Good heavens, Boyd, whom do you 
suspect of this?”

“Dickson fears that he has secret 
enemies, and it may be their work,” 
said Boyd, dryly. “Possibly we shall 
learn. Have a look at this loose page, 
Jimmie. What do you make of it?” 

“By all the gods, Boyd, it is a leaf 
from a dictionary!”

“The dictionary from which Dick
son’s patchwork letter was made,” 
chuckled Boyd. “Quiet, dear fellow! 
There’s no knowing when visitors may

arrive. I’ll replace this head, and it will 
be assumed that the candle accidentally 
expired, possibly being averse to such 
infamous knavery as arson. That’s as 
we found it. Now to cover, Jimmie, for 
a long and silent wait.”

In the intense gloom of the, stable 
they patiently waited, minute after min
ute, never speaking, oftentimes scarce 
breathing, until nearly two hours had 
passed.

Then their tireless vigil was re
warded, and the supreme cleverness of 
Mr. Felix Boyd clearly demonstrates. 
A side door of the stable was quietly 
opened, and a man bearing a dark 
lantern cautiously entered.

He listened for several moments, then 
approached the barrel and examined it. 
Then he removed the partly burned 
candle, and got another, fully twenty- 
four inches long, from a stall near by.

This he adjusted in the barrel, as be
fore, then struck a match and lighted 
it. As he did so, bending above the 
open barrel, the two watchers saw that 
he was a stout fellow, with red hair and 
beard. Having lighted the candle, he 
replaced the perforated barrel head, 
and stole out of the stable by the way 
he had entered.

Boyd laid a warning hand on Cole
man’s arm, checking him until the in
cendiary had closed and locked the 
door. Then he murmured, softly:

“This wray, Jimmie! this way. Care
fully—not a sound!”

Moving quickly, vet with the utmost 
caution, they open a the rear window 
and reached the ground outside. Then 
Boyd led the way around the stable, 
hugging the side wall, and gazed to
ward Dickson’s house. The incendiary, 
barely discernible in the darkness, was 
then emerging from a shed near the 
dwelling, around the corner of which he 
quickly disappeared.

“After him, Jimmie!” whispered 
Boyd. “Quietly!”

Both started across the open grounds, 
but had covered hardly a rod when the 
night air was rent with such a wild 
shriek for help that their blood fairly 
curdled. Then came a pistol shot, in
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stantly followed by another and an
other.

A muttered oath broke from Boyd, 
and his face grew hard as flint.

“By God, the game is o ff!” he fiercely 
cried, rushing toward the corner of the 
house, around which the bearded man 
had disappeared. “This way, Jimmie! 
Use your gun! Drop any man you lay 
eyes on !’’

His voice rang like a trumpet on the 
night, and was echoed by startling cries 
from beyond the dwelling. As Boyd 
turned the corner of it, three men were 
fairly flying across the grounds, and 
already nearing the strip of woods 
previously mentioned. A fourth man, 
the one with a red beard, lay prostrate 
on the earth, shot through the breast 
and breathing his last.

Boyd followed the three men, firing 
shot after shot at them as he ran; but 
the darkness prevented any accuracy, 
and within half a minute all three had 
vanished in the woods. Pursuit ob
viously would have proven only vain, 
and Boyd dashed back to look after 
their victim.

He found Coleman raising the 
stricken man, who was bleeding pro
fusely from a gaping wound in his 
right breast; and as Boyd kneeled be
side him, ghastly enough in the star
light, the dying man drew his final 
breath, gasping, with a last convulsive 
effort:

“Wv—wy—wy----- ”
Then he was gone, with the unfin

ished phrase or word, perhaps, silenced 
on his dead lips. Coleman dropped 
him, a dead weight, upon the ground, 
and drew from his clinched hand sev
eral small cloth packages tied with braid 
which he was convulsively gripping.

“By all the gods, Felix!” he cried, 
as he felt their contents. “The stolen 
diamonds!”

Boyd passed his hand across the dead 
man’s face, sweeping away the red 
beard and wig with the movement.

“Just as I thought, Jimmie!” he said, 
coolly. “Behold!”

The dead man was Nathan Dickson, 
the diamond dealer of Maiden Lane!

The details of what followed that 
fateful evening are not essential, and 
it was not until the next morning that 
Felix Boyd, seated in his office, dis
closed to Coleman the remarkable 
thread of deductions by which he had 
accomplished his great work.

“It was a curious case, Jimmie,” said 
he, over his pipe; “and not entirely sat
isfactory. Yet we recovered the dia
monds, and so saved their rightful own
ers from serious losses.”

“I should say so,” declared the cen
tral office man. “But you beat me, 
Felix, on my word! I ’m blessed if I 
see how you fathomed it.”

“I will tell you how,” said Boyd. 
“From the first I suspected Dickson of 
some secret game on his own hook, one 
not involving others. The letter he 
brought me betrayed him. To begin 
with, the substance of it lacked the true 
ring. Then the irregular lines and 
slanted words indicated that it had 
been prepared by some one who could 
not see well; and when I got him to 
write me his town address, and saw him 
compelled to hold his reading glass 
with one hand while he wrote with the 
other, awkwardly bowing his head 
nearly to the page, I w'as convinced 
that Dickson himself had made up the 
letter, and had v found such paste work 
decidedly delicate and difficult. Fur
thermore, that the spot sponged from 
his vest that morning, at my mention 
of which he appeared a little disturbed, 
was neither more nor less than a spot 
of paste with which he had daubed 
himself, and subsequently sponged 
away.”

“By Jove! that was clever! But why 
didn’t you call him down at once?”

“Because I wished to discover his lit
tle game,” smiled Boyd. “It was no 
funeral of mine, Jimmie, if Dickson 
wished to write himself such a letter. 
It certainly indicated some secret de
sign, as did his visit to me upon such a 
pretext. But it is an dodge, Jim
mie, that of averting suspicion by ap
pearing to confide in the police or a de
tective. So I decided that I would let

IV.
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Dickson have what rope he wanted, and 
so discover to what it led.”

“I see now.”
‘‘Next came the supposed burglary,” 

continued Boyd: “My investigations
in Dickson’s store soon convinced me 
that he alone was the burglar. He held 
large consignments of diamonds, upon 
which, if he could invent a plausible 
robbery, he could subsequently realize.” 

“Surely! But how did he accom
plish it?”

“It was quite plain to me. He em
ployed no help, hence he easily con
trived to drill and charge the safe with
out being observed. Next he planned- 
his day away, and what should occur 
during his absence, which would free 
him of subsequent suspicion. Or
dinarily, a man could not blow open a 
safe from which he is miles away. 
Dickson’s chief difficulty lay in firing 
the fuse at a certain time. Yet he ac
complished it in a most original and 
remarkable way.”

“How so?”
“He used his reading glass, Jimmie, 

which he so placed on the sill of the 
rear window, that it received the beam 
of sunlight through the round hole in 
the iron shutter, and focused the rays 
at a certain point on the floor. The in
tense heat at the focal point was suf
ficient not only to ignite the end of 
the fuse, but even to slightly scorch 
the pine floor. The two curved lines 
which I showed you gave me my clew 
to the mystery.”

“In what way?”
“The sun, as you know, deviates very 

slightly in its course each day. The 
day before the trick was to be turned, 
Dickson experimented with his lens to 
determine the precise spot on which the 
sun’s ravs would focus at a certain time. 
In so doing, one of the tiny scorched 
curves was inscribed on the floor, as the 
intense focal point followed the motion 
of the sun. Next day, however, the 
sun was a little higher in the heavens, 
and the corresponding curved line came 
parallel, and jlf&t the least bit removed 
from the other; but near enough to 
fire the fuse Dickson had left for it in 
his closed store, Jimmie.”

“By Jove, Felix, you’re a wonder!” 
“Not at all,” laughed Boyd. “You 

saw as much as I did, only you did not 
see through it.”

“Plainly not.”
“Dickson had so carefully planned 

all this,” continued Boyd; “that the 
reading glass would fall over upon the 
sill with any jar, and the explosion was 
sufficient for that. Further convincing 
me that my theory was correct, the 
aperture in the shutter was unusually 
low, nearly at the sill, a condition nec
essary for one wishing to look in, the 
rear yard being considerably below the 
window. So I put this and that to
gether, Jimmie, and felt sure of my 
man.”

“And then, Felix?”
“Then I required absolute proofs, 

Jimmie, since theories do not always 
impress, juries,” responded Boyd. “The 
fact that Dickson had gone to his shore 
house after rifling his safe before ex
ploding it, led me to think that he might 
conceal the diamonds in that locality. 
So I slipped down there early next 
morning, and investigated his stable. I 
did not find the diamonds, but I found 
the contrivance for firing the stable.”

“I see.”
“Dickson evidently intended to give 

the impression that he had secret foes, 
who were maliciously persecuting him, 
and thus arouse public sympathy and 
that of his foreign consignees. So he 
planned also, to burn his own stable, in 
such a way as to evade personal sus
picion. The candle was burning when 
I got there, and was still good for sev
eral hours before reaching the loose 
hay. Of course I extinguished it, and 
at once decided that, when his scheme 
failed, Dickson would again attempt it. 
I was not mistaken, for he came 
promptly to time.”

Coleman smiled and nodded.
“But his violent death, and the three 

men who murdered him?” he cried, in
quiringly. “Who were they?”

“Ah, Jimmie, there is where the shoe 
pinches,” said Boyd, gravely. “It now 
is obvious enough, yet I had not sus
pected it. Plainly those two crimes 
did not originate in Dickson’s brain. I
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have learned that- he has lost heavily 
on the curb, Jimmie, which doubtless 
drove him to these felonious designs in 
the hope of keeping above water. But 
Dickson’s brain never conceived those 
two masterly schemes.”

“You believe------”
“I believe, Jimmie, that some master 

knave about here suggested them to 
him, and showed him the way, yet 
craftily kept himself in the background. 
Dickson did the work, and probably 
his advisers were promised a part of 
the profits. It may have become Dick
son’s design to keep the whole, how
ever, the work being successfully done. 
Hence he must have taken the diamonds 
to his shore place on his first visit, 
probably concealing them in the shed 
from which we saw him emerge.” 

“Surely! Surely!”
“That his advisers distrusted and 

subsequently watched him, plainly ap
pears in that they must have followed 
him down there last night. He must 
have removed the diamonds from the 
shed, intending to carry them back to 
town. Instead, he was viciously as
sailed by the m^i who had shadowed 
him, who doubtless meant to end him, 
as they did, and make off with the en
tire lot of stones. My shouts alarmed 
them, and drove them to flight, before 
they could accomplish their object.

That we found Dickson clutching the 
diamonds in his death-grip confirms this 
theory.”

“Indeed, yes! But what do you think 
he tried to say at,the finish? We caught 
one word, Felix. It sounded like why 
—or w y !”

“It may have meant—why, the be
ginning of a question,” said Boyd. “Or 
it possibly may have been—Wy, the 
first syllable of Wykoff!”

“By all the gods, that’s so!” cried 
Coleman. “Meaning that Wykoff was 
his assassin. If this theory------”

But Mr. Felix Boyd interrupted him 
with an impressive head-shake.

“There is nothing in theories alone, 
Jimmie,” said he, firmly. “Proofs, not 
theories, are what we must have. As I 
have said befoft, curious things are 
cropping out about here, and there’s a 
master knave in the background. I 
mean to find him some day. Meantime, 
Jimmie, I must prevent his getting a line 
on me before I get a line on him. So 
you take all the credit of solving this 
Dickson mystery, Jimmie, dear fellow, 
and let me remain obscurely in the 
background—like the master knave! 
For when we come together and lock 
horns, Jimmie, as we surely shall, it 
must be on an equal footing, Jimmie. 
So, you, dear fellow, take all the credit 
for recovering Dickson’s diamonds.”

The third story, “The Case of the Stolen Cipher,” will appear in the next number.
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I.

THE manager of the new copper 
smelter at Trail City, Mac Pher- 
son, laid a yellow bill of lading 

on the deal table with which his office 
was furnished.

“There ye are, Mr. Chalmers,” he 
said, “the stuff was put aboard the car 
last night. If they make a shift on 
our siding the day an’ there’s no more 
snow, the matte ought to get to New 
York soon after you do.”

Mac Pherson was short, bearded, and 
apple-cheeked.

Chalmers, the young man he ad
dressed, was his physical antithesis.

He was long and lean and powerful, 
with grim, dogged lips.

The bitter wind of the northwest had 
stung his face to a deep red.

There was a livid scar which ran 
back from his forehead and lost itself 
in the mat of brown hair that covered 
his big head.

His eyes were gray blue with a com
bative, pugnacious sparkle to them, and 
he carried his head thrust forward a lit
tle so that one meeting him for the 
first time noticed, more than anything 
else, the prominent line of an unusually 
square chin.

In spite of all this, however, Chal
mers was'pleasant enough to look at.

His face was full of possibilities in 
the way of hard hitting and stubborn 
fighting, but they were only possibili
ties. for at present he was genial and 
smiling.

“Have ye been in the business 
long?” asked Mac Pherson.

“About six months,” said Chalmers. 
“I started in as a mining broker last 
fall. I wish yoti luck with your new 
mine and smelter. You’ve done pretty 
well for your first week’s work.”

Mac Pherson went to the cupboard 
and drew out a big demijohn and two 
small glasses.

“Ye'll have a bit o’ drink wi’ me to 
celebrate the occasion,” he said.

Chalmers glanced at his long ulster 
lying on a chair, looked out through the 
icy window at the white, frozen land
scape, and then sat down.

The little cabin which represented the 
office of the new smelter was warm and 
snug with a red-hot wood stove in the 
middle of the ffioor and a great pile of 
cut wood in the corner.

Chalmers, who was a chemist, had 
made an examination of the o ê in the 
newly opened mine which had induced 
him to sign a contract to handle all the 
matte which the smelter turned out.

It was a good contract for Mac Pher
son, for it put his mine and smelter 
on a paying basis at once; but it was a 
still better contract for Chalmers, who 
had signed it with a full knowledge of 
the state of the copper market in New 
York.

It was the first big deal he had made, 
and he felt fully repaid for his jour
ney from New York.

The matte, which is crude material 
for the manufacture of copper, assayed 
a comfortable number of ounces of
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copper to the pound, with a little gold 
and silver as a side product, and Chal
mers’ inspection of the mine had made 
him confident that the vein was good 
for a long time yet.

Altogether, he had done a pretty 
good job in making the contract, and 
he stretched out his long legs before the 
stove with a sigh of comfort and started 
to whittle a pipe full from a plug of 
yellow Canadian tobacco.

“There was another chap up here 
yesterday after my matte,” said Mac 
Pherson. “He offered a good price, 
too, but I had never heard of him be
fore. I wired to New York to make 
inquiries about him. Here’s the answer 
I got.”

He handed over a telegram from a 
commercial agency in New York, and 
then raised his glass to his lips. He 
set it down untasted and looked won- 
deringly at Chalmers.

The young man’s face had undergone 
a wonderful change.

All the softness, all the geniality, had 
vanished from it. His eyes had nar
rowed and brightened, and his mouth 
had set into a hard line, grim and 
menacing.

There was a soft, crunching sound, 
and Chalmers drew his pipe from his 
mouth with the vulcanite stem bit al
most through.

“Munson,” he said, in a low voice, 
“I know that man. He’s just what 
Bradstreet says he is—insolvent—and, 
besides that, he’s one of the worst scoun-, 
drels in the business.”

“Ye don’t seem to be a friend of his,” 
said Mac Pherson.

“I guess not,” said Chalmers. “I 
worked for him once, and he fired me 
because I refused to salt a sample for 
him. Then he tried to do me out of a 
cargo of pyrites I had an option on. 
He would have killed me, if he could. 
What’s he doing up here?”

“Pie just wanted to buy that car of 
matte I sold you,” said the Scotchman. 
“He couldn’t pay cash, so I turned him 
down. He went away in a rage when 
I told him I was selling the stuff to 
you. I saw him up at the roundhouse 
at Trail City when I went there this

morning to tell them that I had some 
cars I wanted pulled out of here.”

Chalmers tossed off his drink.
“He’s up to some mischief,” he said. 

“I know he wants to do me up any 
way he can. Pm responsible for his 
failure a while back, and if I’m any 
judge, he’d give ten years of his life 
to do me a bad turn. He’s in a pretty 
poor way. He could make a good profit 
out of that car of matte if he got it. 
There’s a good market for it in certain 
quarters. He’s a man who would stop 
at nothing.”

“Faith, he. doesn’t look as if he would 
stop at stealing,” said Mac Pherson. 
“I saw him in the caboose talkin’ to the 
conductor. He’s a mean-looking chap, 
wi’ a pale face and a scraggly mus
tache.”

“That’s the man,” said Chalmers, 
lighting his pipe again. “I wonder 
what he’s doing here ? I needn’t worry, 
though; I’ve got the stuff all safe, and 
he can’t get it.”

“Ye might do worse than to watch 
him,” said the Scotchman. “That con
ductor, Foley, is as mean a dog as he 
is ; and Munson, or whatever ye call 
him, is just hand in glove'w i’ him. 
They were sittin’ in the caboose to
gether like two brothers this morning.”

“That makes no difference. He 
can’t do anything now, since I’ve got 
the matte.”

“1 dare say; but that conductor, lad, 
is just the boy to steal a car of matte 
just by way of winding things up.”

“Steal a car of matte?” Chalmers 
looked at Mac Pherson with a puzzled 
face.

Mac Pherson smiled and poured out 
more whiskey.

“I’ve been in the railroad business, 
and I’ve heard of such a thing as paint
ing out the number of a car and shunt
ing it off on a branch line where an
other car was due. Then, when the 
car was found again it was empty, and, 
of course, nobody knew what had be
come of the stuff that was in it. It 
had just disappeared mysteriously.”

“Do you think there’s any possibil
ity------” Chalmers’ eyes finished the
question.
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“Tuts, no!” said Mac Pherson. 
“Such things have happened, but they 
don’t Happen often. Ye might just 
take a bit o’ a look at the car an’ see that 
it’s addressed all right when it gets up 
to Trail City.”

“Do you know the division superin
tendent on the Canadian Pacific?”

“Tuts, yes. He’s an English chap. 
A fine, decent man, too.”

Chalmers arose to his feet and picked 
up his ulster.

“Will ye no’ have a wee drop more?” 
asked Mac Pherson. The “wee drops” 
he had taken himself had made his 
Scotch accent strengthen like a flower 
which responds to kindly watering.

Chalmers shook his head and knocked 
the dottle out of his pipe. He took a 
fresh fill of the yellow tobacco before 
he buttoned up his ulster and drew on 
his gloves.

“So long,” he said.
Mac Pherson was busy with his 

fourth drink of whiskey, but he waved 
his hand to Chalmers in genial faftwell.

II.

Chalmers had a room in the Victoria 
Hotel at Trail City. The hotel was 
small, built of wood, and Chalmers’ 
room was a very small one.

It had a sheet-iron stove in it, how
ever, that made it pleasantly warm in 
contrast to the bitter cold outdoors.

Chalmers, unused to the rigors of 
a winter in the Northwest and fresh 
from warmer weather in New York, 
was glad enough to sit by his stove in 
the evening and smoke his pipe.

His car of matte, Number 7 9 , had 
been shunted up into the yards in Trail 
City late that afternoon, and was to 
start on its long journey south early the 
next morning.

All his work was over in connection 
with the'deal, but as he sat and smoked 
he did not feel particularly easy in his 
mind.

The appearance of Munson in Trail 
City—he had seen the man himself, 
slouching about the railroad yards— 
worried him.

Munson’s name and face brought un
pleasant ideas to his head, and Mac 
Pherson’s w’ords had given him a 
vague, shadowy suspicion which he 
might laugh at, but which he could not 
dismiss from his mind.

He felt that he ought to have been 
happy and contented after having made 
a successful contract, but the face of 
Munson, his enemy, haunted him.

The loss of the car of matte would 
mean the loss of a customer for the ma
terial, and a flat failure for his whole 
plan for making a revenue out of the 
product of the Trail City smelter.

He bit viciously at the stem of his 
pipe as he smoked, and finally flung 
the pipe on the floor and reached for 
his ulster.

Ten minutes later he was outdoors, 
crunching the snow under his heavy 
boots and wincing as the icy wind smote 
him in the face.

There was no moon, but a deep blue 
velvet sky with stars which twinkled 
brighter than Chalmers had ever seen 
them shine before and a mysterious, 
silent, white landscape, stretching on 
every side.

The railroad yards were before him 
about half a mile away. He walked 
briskly in that direction, thinking that 
he would take another look at his car 
of matte to quiet his mind before he 
turned in for the night.

There were several lines of freight 
cars and an engine in one corner of the 
yard.

Chalmers knew where Car 7 9  had 
been placed—at the end of a long line 
of other cars. The yards were deserted, 
and he walked in the direction of his 
car.

As he approached it, he heard the 
crunching of snow on the other side of 
it. He stepped around the end of the 
car and looked about him.

Several hundred feet away he could 
distinguish a tall, high-shouldered fig
ure receding from him.

Before he could take more than a 
passing glance at it, the shadow cast 
by another line of cars had swallowed 
it up.

He turned around and looked at the
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car beside him, read its number and 
made sure that it contained his copper. 
He glanced at the door, and with a mut
tered exclamation stepped closer to it.

The waybill which contained speci
fications of the contents and destina
tion of the car, had been torn off.

Chalmers remembered that he had 
seen it on the car in the afternoon, and 
noticed that it was directed properly.

There was certainly no waybill there 
now.

Chalmers passed his hand over the 
door, felt the tacks with which the way
bill had been attached to the car, and 
noticed that some pieces of the card
board were still sticking to it. He 
thought of the figure he had seen mov
ing away from the car, but it had van
ished entirely. Then he looked down 
at the snow.

It was crusted and hard, but bore the 
marks of several feet. Chalmers tried 
to follow one trail which led away from 
the car, but it took him all his time to 
see the track at all in the darkness, and 
he lost it entirely before he had gone 
far.

He was still trying to distinguish the 
footprints where they lost themselves 
in a maze of similar prints at a switch, 
when the puff and rumble of an ap
proaching locomotive made him start 
erect.

A locomotive, pushing before it a ca
boose, was moving along the track on 
which his car stood. The engine 
stopped abruptly at a switch with a- 
hiss of steam and grinding of brakes, 
but the caboose was sent sliding, along, 
finally bumping against his car of matte.

They were evidently making up the 
train which was to leave the yards at 
5  A. M., and this was the caboose 
which was to carry the conductor in 
charge of the train.

A man stepped out on the snow, his 
head and shoulders silhouetted in the 
warm light from the caboose window.

The shoulders were high and angular. 
Chalmers recognized them at once as 
belonging to the man he had tried to 
follow in the darkness a few moments 
before.

He took a few steps, and the high

shouldered man evidently heard his feet 
crunching on the snow, for Chalmers 
could see his head tilted forward, peer
ing into the darkness and listening.

Chalmers came to a standstill, al
though he could have given no motive 
for wishing to avoid attention.

The high-shouldered man stood in a 
listening attitude for a moment, and 
then moved off along the line of the 
train of cars.

He halted about twenty feet away 
from Chalmers opposite Car 7 9 . He 
■was evidently interested in the car as 
well as Chalmers, for he stood with his 
hand on the door for a moment look
ing at it.

Then he turned, and saw Chalmers. 
Chalmers walked a step nearer, and 
looked in his face.

It was a face which ordinarily was 
red and bloated, but at the present mo
ment it was blanched into an ugly, mot
tled pallor, noticeable even in that'dim 
light.

The high-shouldered man was evi
dently startled at seeing Chalmers.

He gulped once or twice as though 
he were trying to swallow something, 
and then addressed him.

“What are you doing here?” he 
asked.

Chalmers stepped nearer the car be
fore he answered.

“I’m just looking around here,” he 
said, “I’ve got a car of matte that’s to 
go out on the 5  A. M. train, and I 
wanted to see if it was here,” said 
Chalmers.

The other drew away from him a 
little.

“A car of copper, eh?” he said; “it 
must be on the other track. All these 
are empties.”

“Who are you?” asked Chalmers.
“I’m the conductor—Foley’s rriy 

name.”
-“You’re the conductor, are you? 

Then you ought to know that this car 
is full of matte. It’s the car that my 
stuff is loaded on.”

Foley looked at the car, and 
scratched his head. He stole a side 
glance at Chalmers, and caught a
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glimpse of his square jaw and deep- 
set eyes.

“That’s so,” he said at length; “it is 
a car of copper.”

“Where’s the waybill?” asked Chal
mers.
, “I’ll put that on in about ten minutes. 
I have it up in the caboose. It’s a fine 
night, isn’t it? Looks like a little more 
snow, though.”

Foley was making a desperate effort 
to get off the subject of the car, but 
Chalmers was pitiless.

“Where’s the waybill I saw tacked on 
there this afternoon?” he asked.

“Must have fallen off,” said the con
ductor. “Good-night.” He turned, and 
walked away toward the caboose.

Chalmers hurried off in the direction 
of the wooden cabin occupied by Mac 
Pherson.

Mac Pherson was sitting alone in 
company with his demijohn and a copy 
of Burns.

“I won’t sit down,” said Chalmers. 
“I want you to go out with me, and in
troduce me to the superintendent of the 
division here. I think that man Mun
son has some plot on hand to get hold 
of my car. The waybill was torn off it, 
and I saw Foley, the conductor, hang
ing about there. He acted mighty sus
piciously.”

Mac Pherson listened while Chalmers 
told his story in detail. Then he 
reached for his hat and coat:

“I may be an old fool for going out 
on an errand like this,” he said, “but I 
have a feeling that there’s something 
afoot. Brainerd will laugh at me, but 
I’m going to tell him my suspicions all 
the same.”

When they reached the superintend
ent’s house he had just arisen from the 
supper table. He handed cigars to Mac 
Pherson and Chalmers, and asked Mac 
Pherson what he meant by coming out 
on such a night.

“It’s no me that would have come out 
had it not been for my friend, Mr. Chal
mers, here,” said the Scotchman. “We 
have a sort of a suspeecion that there’s 
a man named Munson hanging about 
here wanting to steal a car of matte

that I’m sending down to New York for 
Mr. Chalmers.”

The superintendent took a long puff 
at his cigar, and stared at them.

“I’ve met this Munson,” he said. 
“But what are you fellows driving at? 
Steal a car of matte! What are you 
talking about?”

“Ye’ve heard yarns about cars being 
stolen by having the numbers painted 
out,” said Mac Pherson.

“Don’t you think that such a thing is 
possible?” asked Chalmers.

“No, I don’t,” said Brainerd; “those 
things don’t happen on the Canadian 
Pacific.”

“It seems a mad-like idea,” said Mac 
Pherson, apologetically; “an’ maybe 
I’ve mysel’ to blame for putting it in 
this young man’s head.”

“You got that idea out of a whiskey 
bottle, Mac.” The superintendent 
laughed, and smote Mac Pherson on 
the back.

“My friend here has some grounds 
for suspicion,” said the Scotchman.

Brainerd stopped laughing, while 
Chalmers told about his meeting with 
Foley in the railroad yards.

Then he shook his head wifti a smile.
“You’ve discovered a mare’s nest, my 

boy,” he said. “Mac, here, has been 
taking too much out of his demijohn, 
and having dreams. Only a very des
perate man would think of such a thing. 
He would have to take the conductor 
into his confidence.”
■ “This man Munson is hand in glove 
wi’ the conductor,” said Mac Pherson; 
“and ye know yersel’ that yon Foley’s 
as mean a hound as ever ran a train.”

“Nonsense!” said Brainerd; “the 
whole idea is ridiculous.”

“It may seem ridiculous to you,” said 
Chalmers, leaning forward in his chair, 
“but it wouldn’t if you knew this man. 
Look here,” Chalmers pushed back his 
hair, and showed the scar on his fore
head, “Munson gave me that, and he 
was trying to kill me when he did it. 
I broke up a scheme of his, and caused 
his failure. He’d go to jail to do me 
a bad turn. Listen to me.

“Thirty-five miles south of this there’s 
a smelter owned by a man named Slate,
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a relative of his, I know Slate, too, 
and I know that there’s no copper near 
his place, and that he wants to sell his. 
mine. If he could turn out a car load 
or so of good copper from the smelter 
he might sell out to somebody who 
wasn’t Very wise about the tricks of the 
trade. Munson might have worked up 
a game to steal the car, and send it 
there. He’d do it for the value of the 
stuff, but he’s got a stronger motive 
than that. He knows that I want this 
stuff to fill contracts, and he thinks that 
he can put me out of business by getting 
it. He figures that I’m new in the 
game, and that he can freeze me out 
without any trouble.”

Chalmers did not say that Munson 
would find it harder than he thought to 
freeze him out.

His face said it, though, and Brain- 
erd knew it, and looked at the young 
man with more respect than he had 
shown him before. He was still uncon
vinced, however.

“That’s all very well,” he said, “but 
nobody could' work a scheme like 
that, and get away with it.”

“Isn’t it possible to steal a freight 
car ?”

“It’s physically possible, I suppose. 
So is train robbery, for that matter. 
So is an earthquake. Only a very des
perate man would attempt a wild scheme 
such as you suggest.”

“He is a desperate man. He’s 
ruined. His money’s gone, and his 
credit’s gone.”

Brainerd shook his head impatiently, 
and knocked the ashes from his cigar.

“What do you want me to do, any
way?” he asked.

“Put a new conductor on that run.”
“Impossible,” said Brainerd, sharply. 

“Your suspicions of Foley are all 
founded on that idea that you have in 
your head. If you hadn’t been think
ing of the possibility of the car being 
stolen; you would have noticed nothing 
queer, in his manner. Let me tell vou 
something else, Mr. Chalmers. This 
railroad is responsible for the freight it 
carries. It’s a good joke, your idea of 
putting another conductor there, but 
really it’s nothing more.”

Chalmers stared at the superintendent 
in silence for a moment. Then he arose 
stiffly to his feet.

“I’m sorry we don’t agree,” he said. 
“Good-evening.”

Fie turned abruptly, and started to
ward the door.

Brainerd watched his figure as he 
walked away. Then he followed him 
a step or two.

“Wait a moment, Mr. Chalmers,” he 
said, “I’ll tell you what I will do.”

He told Chalmers, and it took him 
some time in the telling. It was late 
that night when Chalmers and Mac 
Pherson left the superintendent’s house.

III.

Five A. M. and bitter cold. Foley, 
the conductor, tossed off a big cup of 
black coffee in the caboose, then he but
toned his coat up, pulled his cap dawn 
over his eyes, and went out on the 
track.

The long train of freight cars was 
made up, and the fireman was building 
up the fires in the hissing locomotive at 
the other end. The -wind had died 
down, and it was a beautiful still night, 
gleaming white below and star-span
gled blue above.

There was a new brakeman on this 
run. Foley saw him walking along the 
track beside the train.

“You know the right car, I suppose?” 
he said to him.

The brakeman nodded in silence.
“We’ll come to a stop about five 

miles out,” he said; “it isn’t quite safe 
to work the job here. You have the 
paint down in the engine cab. You’re 
the swing man this trip, and so you are 
supposed to stay outside on the top of 
the car, but if you can rig up a coat 
and cap and tie it to the brake to look 
like a man it will be all right for you 
to find a warm bunk up in the engine 
cab with the other brakeman.”

The brakeman nodded again, and 
swung himself up the iron ladder to 
the top of the car. The conductor 
watched him till he reached the top.
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Then he turned back to his caboose, 
and a moment later the long line of 
freight cars was rumbling out of the 
yards.

The train swung eastward around a 
wide curve, and then started south 
across a gleaming star-lit expanse of 
country.

The wind whistled about the ears of 
the “swing” brakeman.

He lowered his head to meet the icy 
blast, which seemed to have the force 
and intensity of a stream of water.

In fifteen minutes the escape valve 
hissed on the locomotive, and the brakes 
ground hard on its wheels. A mo
ment later the train had bumped and 
rumbled to a standstill.

The brakeman swung himself to the 
ground, holding to the rungs of the iron 
ladder with half-numb fingers. Foley 
met him, and handed him a pot of white 
paint and a brush.

“You know what to do,” he said, 
curtly.

The brakeman nodded, and drew off 
his heavy fur glove. Then he started 
to work. He progressed slowly, stop
ping every moment or so to warm his 
fingers by blowing on them.

The new brakeman was evidently not 
particularly skillful at lettering, but he 
took his time at the job, in spite of the 
cold, and finally completed it.

In the half light no one could have 
told that the number had been tam
pered with.

He stepped back, and surveyed it, 
and then with a satisfied nod of the head 
tossed his paint and brushes from him 
into the snow.

When the train started there was a 
scarecrow, made up of an old mackinaw 
coat and a fur cap, presiding at the 
brake.

It was a run of thirty-five miles to the 
first stop.

This was at a siding called Glenmore, 
where the Slate copper smelter was 
located.

The train made rather a slow run of 
it, and it was just daybreak when the 
tall chimneys of the smelter came in 
sight.

At the railroad track at the siding

stood Munson and his cousin. Tim 
Slate.

The sun was just arising over the 
hills to the east in a blaze of gold and 
rose color, but Munson was not looking 
in that direction.

He was looking north along the pol
ished rails, and he bit nervously at his 
mustache as he heard the distant hoot of 
the locomotive whistle.

Munson had been waiting for that 
whistle for over an hour, and he 
started at a brisk walk along the track 
as though he intended to meet the on
coming train.

Then it hove in sight, black and dis
tinct against the morning sky, and with 
its long line of thundering freight cars 
bent almost to a semicircle at the nearby 
turn.

Munson seized Slate by the shoulder.
“It’s the end car next to the caboose,” 

he said, hoarsely. “Look at it.”
The train rattled past them at a de

creasing rate of speed. A switchman 
ran out from the station master’s shack. 
Then the caboose dropped behind, roll
ing along at a reduced speed. Then 
the last freight car was dropped. It did 
not follow the train, but shot to one 
side on a switch, and a moment later 
had stopped up on the siding belonging 
to the Slate Copper Smelter.

Munson cast one glance at the side 
of the car. To his eye, in the morning 
light, it was evident that the cipher had 
been changed, although one glancing 
casually at the car would have noticed 
nothing strange about it. It had de
ceived the station master at Glenmore, 
anyway.

Munson stopped biting the end of his 
mustache, and drew in his breath in a 
deep sigh. His scheme had been a suc
cess. He turned and waved his hand 
to Foley, who was visible beside the 
caboose.

Then he started on a run for the 
freight car which he had stolen.

“There it is, Jim !” he cried. “All we 
have to do is to get it out now. There’s 
forty tons of the best matte in Canada.”

He stood for a moment looking at the 
car, his eyes gleaming, his cheeks hot 
with the flush of triumph.
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Slate walked over to the car, and, 
breaking the seal, pushed open the slid
ing door at the side. He peered into 
the dark interior for a moment, and 
turned a puzzled face to Munson.

“There’s nothing here,” he said.
Munson laughed, and bounded past 

him.
“You can’t see it,” he said; “it’s 

loaded on the ends so that the weight 
will fall on the trucks. It’s heavy 
stuff.”

Then he climbed into the car. For a 
moment there was silence. Then Slate, 
standing outside, heard a great gasp, 
followed by a voice that he scarcely 
recognized.

It had changed, and run up several 
keys into a horrible falsetto.

“The car’s empty. We’re cheated. 
It’s empty------”

Munson broke off in a wild yell, and 
a moment later leaped from the car 
door into the snow. After him came 
a man—a tall man with a grim face, an 
undershot jaw and a scar on his fore
head.

It was Chalmers.
Munson had fallen, and he struggled 

to his feet. He looked at the man be
fore him, his face the color of ashes.

Chalmers thrust his head a little for
ward, his hands deep in his pockets, his 
face stern and merciless.

“I’ve got you right this time,” he said. 
“You attempted to steal a freight car, 
and you’ll go to jail for it.”

“What—how?” Munson was not 
master of himself, and could scarcely 
speak at all.

Chalmers looked at him with an an
gry curl of the lip.

“How ?” he said; “because I discov
ered your plot, and painted in the cipher 
myself. Nowr I’ve got you red-handed.”

“You’ve no evidence against me.”
Munson laid his hand on Slate’s 

shoulder, and tried to steady himself.

“I have evidence,” said Chalmers. 
“Foley, the man you hired, confessed 
the whole game. He’s a weak man, and 
we got it all out of him. He agreed to 
help me work this plan to catch you 
when Supt. Brainerd threatened him 
with jail, and his name on the blacklist 
of every railroad in America. I went 
as brakeman in place of the man you 
had bought over. Foley told us how 
the game was to be worked. I painted 
7 9 0  on an empty car. My car is on its 
way down the main line now.”

Munson heard, and understood.
He glanced for a moment at the tall 

figure before him, then he cast a furtive 
glance around him.

He saw Foley advancing along the 
track, and raised his clinched hand in 
his direction.

“D—n you,” he cried. “I’ll fix you 
for this.”

“Stop that,” said Chalmers; “Mr. 
Brainerd is here. He’s a deputy sheriff * 
and you’re going back to Trail City as 
his prisoner.”

At that moment Brainerd appeared 
from the other end of the car.

Munson looked at the two men in 
front of him, and backed away from 
them, his eyes restless and shifting like 
the eyes of a caged animal.

Then he sprang forward as though 
he meant to dash past the two of them.

“Stop,” said Chalmers.
His right hand had emerged from his 

pocket, and there was a revolver in it.
Munson saw it, and stood as if turned 

to stone.
“Walk before me back to that ca

boose,” said Chalmers; “we will leave 
your cousin, Slate, behind for the pres
ent. We have no proof of anything 
against him.”

Munson heard him, and obeyed.
He walked toward the caboose, 

cowed and beaten, cringing before the 
revolver muzzle.
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CHAPTER I.

THE SPUR OF NECESSITY.

Te r e n c e  o ’r o u r k e  swung his
chair about and sat down, facing 
the open window, upon whose 

sill he cocked his feet. His pipe was 
handy, and from it he sought consola
tion, and found it. In time the smoke 
eddied about the narrow walls in purple 
reefs.

By degrees, however, his smile faded. 
Not always was it possible for 
O’Rourke to laugh in the teeth of his 
adversities.

His gaze wandered far out from the 
open window and . over the billowy sea 
of Parisian roofs that steamed in a bath 
of May sunshine.

The morning was one clear and bril
liant, following on the heels of a day of 
scourging rain. Paris was happy; her 
face was washed, she had on a clean 
pinafore—dashed with the perfume of 
the spring things that were budding in 
her gardens. O’Rourke, perhaps alone, 
was out of tune with the universal spirit 
of contentment.

Now, good reasons why a man may 
be out of sorts in a Parisian springtide 
are few and far between; but they exist.

O’Rourke had brought his with him 
when he had come to the capital on the 
edge of the winter, just vanished; and 
thereafter he ate, slept, moved and had 
his being in their company, enduring 
with what patience he might—which 
was not overmuch, in truth. But now

he was especially wistful and 'uneasy in 
his actions.

His supply of ready cash was not 
alarmingly low; it was non-existent— 
one all-sufficient reason for the dis
quietude of his soul.

Again, city life irked the man, who 
was of a nature transient, delaying un
der one roof no longer than was un
avoidable—happiest, indeed, with but 
the wide sky for his bed canopy, the 
soft stars for his night lamps. 1

And, finally, for some months 
O’Rourke had been kicking the heels 
of him about the pavements of civiliza
tion, devoutly praying for a war of 
magnitude; but in answer to his prayers 
no war had been vouchsafed unto him.

The broad world drowsed, sluggish, 
at peace with its neighbors—save in a 
corner of Afghanistan, where the Brit
ish Empire was hurling army corps af
ter army corps at the devoted heads 
of an insignificant, bewildered tribe of 
hillmen who had presumed to call their 
souls their own—knowing no better.

But the tempest in that particular tea
pot had slight attractions for O’Rourke, 
sincere seeker after distraction and de
struction that he was. Pie felt rather 
sorry for the hill tribe, who at the same 
time were beginning to feel rather more 
than sorry for themselves, and to wish 
that they hadn’t done so.

The Irishman, however, positively 
refused to fight with, if he did not care 
to fight against, England. So there 
was, in his own disconsolate phrasing, 
nothing doing at all, at all.
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And—the concierge insisted upon the 
payment of that overdue rent. Plainly, 
something must be contrived, and that 
quickly.

O’Rourke swore, yawned, stretched 
widely. He removed his feet from the 
window sill, and arose.

“I’ll do it,” he said aloud. “Faith, 
’tis like pulling teeth—but I’ll do it. I
despise the necessity------  Conspuez
the necessity! A  has the necessity!”

At the foot of his bed stood his sole 
personal property—a small, iron-bound 
trunk, aged and disreputable to the eye, 
sown broadcast with the labels of hotels, 
of railways and of steamships.

O’Rourke went to it with a deep, 
heartfelt sigh, unlocked it and for a 
space delved into its tumbled contents, 
in the end emerging flushed and tri
umphant from his search, with a watch 
in his hand—a watch of fine gold, richly 
chased, studded with gems.

He shook his head, gazing upon it, 
and sighed deeply.

Long since the timepiece had been 
presented to O’Rourke by the grate
ful president of a South American re
public, in recognition of the Irish ad
venturer’s services as a captain-general 
under that republic’s flag. It was so 
inscribed within the case.

Col. O’Rourke treasured it lovingly, 
as he treasured the portrait of his 
mother, the love of the land of his 
nativity, the parting smile of his last 
sweetheart. He treasured it as he 
valued his honorable discharge from the 
Foreign Legion, cr the sword he had 
won in Cuba, or the captain’s commis
sion he had once held under the Grecian 
flag.

But—the rent!
Pie slammed his hat upon his head, the 

watch into his pocket, and the door be
hind him; he was going to call upon 
his “aunt in Montmartre.”

When he returned he was minus the 
timepiece, but able to reinstate himself 
in the concierge's graces. Indeed, as 
she signed the receipt, the lady declared 
that she had always known in her soul 
that monsieur was an honorable gentle
man.

O’Rourke accepted the honeyed 
words sourly, disgruntled to the ex
treme. He had a balance of a very few 
francs; actual hardship was but staved 
off for several days. Nevertheless, he 
indulged himself in the luxury of a com
plete file of the day’s papers.

Back in his little room again, he read 
them all, thoroughly, even with eager
ness; read the foreign news first, then 
the native, the scandal, the advertise
ments, even the editorials.

Pie found that England had com
pleted her subjugation of the hill tribes, 
and incidentally the education of her 
rawest troops. But on the horizon no 
war cloud threatened—unless in one 
spot.

From a meager paragraph, eked out 
by his knowledge of Central American 
politics, Col. O’Rourke gleaned a ray 
of hope; trouble boded on the Isthmus 
of Panama. But that was very far 
from Paris. N

He dropped his pipe and the last 
sheet, leaned his elbows on the window 
sill, and glowered longingly across the 
roofs to the western sky line.

What his eyes rested upon, he saw 
not; mentally he was imaging to him
self, scenting, even feeling the heat haze 
that lowers above that narrow ribbon 
of swamp, rock spined, which lies ob
durate between two oceans.

On his businesses of the moment, he 
had crossed the isthmus several times. 
He had warred in its vicinity. He 
knew it very well indeed, and were 
there to be ruch'ons there, he desired 
greatly to be in and a part of them; to 
grip the hilt of a sword, to hold a 
horse between his thighs, to sweat and 
swelter, to toil and to suffer, to fight— 
above all, to fight------!

Clearly the obvious course of action 
was to go—to stand not on the order of 
his going, but to go at once.

O’Rourke started from his chair, with 
some half-formulated notion of proceed
ing directly to the Gare du Nord, and 
there taking train for Havre; thence 
by the French line to New York, 
thence by coasting steamer to Aspin- 
wall.

The route mapped itself plain to his



104 TH E  PO PU LAR M A G A ZIN E

imagination; the way was simple, very; 
there was but one complication. Re
alizing which O’Rourke sat down again, 
and cursed bitterly, if fluently.

“The divvle!” he murmured, in dis
gust. “Now, if I hadn’t been so en
thusiastic for paying me rent------”

He produced his fortune and con
templated it with a doleful, disgusted 
glare; five silver francs and a centime 
or two, glittering bright in the rays of 
the declining sun.

“Why, sure,” he mused, “ ’tis not 
enough to buy the dinner for a little 
bird—and ’tis meself that’s no small 
bird!”

Now, how may a man by taking 
thought increase five francs one or two 
or three hundred fold?

At nightfall he gave it up, the prob
lem unsolvable. There seemed to be 
no way out at all, at all, and O’Rourke 
was considering himself a much abused 
person with no friend to call his own 
the wide world ’round, barring------

“Paz!” he cried, suddenly. “And 
why did I not think upon Paz before, 
will ye tell me?”

He sat silent for some time, wrapped 
in. thought.

“Likely am I to go hungry, the 
night,” he admitted at length, gayly; 
“but I’ll dine in style or not at all.”

Incontinently, he began to move 
about the narrow room—how he had 
grown to hate its mean confines of late! 
—making ready to go out.

He started by shaving his lean 
cheeks, indelibly sun darkened, very 
closely; then wriggled into the one im
maculate shirt his wardrobe boasted; 
brushed with care and donned his even
ing clothes and an inverness; and com
pleted his adornment with gloves and a 
pair of shoes of the sleekest—which he 
had been hoarding all the winter against 
such an emergency.

And when through he permitted him
self an approving" inspection in his mir
ror, and nodded with satisfaction be
cause of the transformation he had 
brought about in his personal appear
ance.

“I’ll say this Tor ye, Terence, me lad,”

he volunteered; “when you’re of the 
mind to take trouble with yourself, ’tis 
the bowld, dashing creature ye are!”

He chuckled happily at his own con
ceit as he put out the light and locked 
the door.

Yet he had no more than indicated 
the truth; he was not ill favored by 
nature; a man tall and broad beyond the 
average, with long, straight limbs well- 
knit, a face of versatile mobility lit with 
eyes warm, keen, true; a man bearing 
himself confidently, with assurance, but 
without aggressiveness; a man seasoned 
and—young.

As he passed the conciergerie, 
Madame Thcrcse, the vigilant, observed 
him and admired, regretting the harsh 
words she had given the O’Rourke 
earlier in the day, and resolved to treat 
the splendid nrsicur with more consid
eration in the future.

It so happened that Madame Therese 
was deprived of the opportunity to do 
so for many days; the turn of affairs 
presently precluded O’Rourke’s return 
to his little room—not greatly to his dis
satisfaction, however.

But O’Rourke himself had no more 
warning of this than had the concierge; 
he was anticipating an early return, and 
that did not improve his temper. In 
the street he turned, and growled at his 
lodgings, hating them consumedly.

And then—“ ’Tis damnable 1” he de
clared, with a short laugh. “To think 
of me, in my fine feathers, that can’t 
even afford the price of a fiacre!”

CHAPTER II.

CHEZ PAZ.

The house of Paz fronts upon the 
Boulevard Rochechouart—which is not 
the worst street in Paris, morally, but 
near it—and wears the dismayed, in
genuous expression of a perfectly inno
cent house which suddenly finds itself 
rooted in a neighborhood which is— 
well, not perfectly innocent.

In other words, the house managed
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by M. Paz is something of a hypocrite 
among houses.

In sober reality it is not better than 
it ought to be, or even not so good.

It has a high, pale yellow faqade, 
broken by orderly rows of windows that 
are always blank and sleepy-looking; 
never is a light visible from within, and 
for a very good reason. They are fitted 
with an ingenious device which allows 
for ventilation, but does not permit a 
single ray of light to escape to the 
street.

Somewhat after eight o’clock in the 
evening, Col. O’Rourke approached, 
having walked the width of Paris to 
reach it.

In previous, more prosperous days he 
had known the house of Paz rather in
timately—too well for his own good, at 
times. But of late, in his lowly estate, 
he had neither cared nor dared to pass 
its portals; which" are not for the im
pecunious.
7 At present, however, he had a use for 

it, and was relying both upon his 
former acquaintance therein and his 
generally affluent appearance to procure 
for him admittance to its charmed pre
cincts—something not too easy to a 
stranger without credentials.

He neared it, I say, and with some 
trepidation, becoming to a man of emo
tions who is going to stake his all 
on a single throw—which was what 
O’Rourke proposed to do—eying the 
exterior aspect of the place with a won
der as to what changes might have oc
curred within, in the few years that he 
had been absent from its tables.

While yet some distance away he saw 
the door open with circumspection. For 
a single second the figure of a depart
ing patron w'as outlined in the light; 
then the doors swung to, swiftly, noise
lessly.

O’Rourke observed, without great in
terest, that it was a young man who wras 
leaving so early in the night; a man who 
stood hesitant at the foot of the steps, 
glancing up and down the street irreso
lutely, as one who knows not where 
to go.

In a moment, however, he had made 
up his mind and started off toward

O’Rourke, walking hriskly, but without 
dny spring in his movements, holding 
his head high, his shoulders back. 
There was a suggestion of the military 
in his bearing.

Col. O’Rourke observed the tightly 
compressed lips, the hopeless, unlit eyes 
of the man as they passed one another.

“Cleaned out—poor chap!” he sym
pathized.

Simultaneously the doors open again, 
briefly; a second man emerged, ran has
tily down the steps, and started up the 
street as though in pursuit of the first.

This man was of an uncommon, dis
tinguished appearance; large and heav
ily built, yet lithe and active; with a 
fat-cheeked face, bearded sparsely, with 
thick lips showing red through the dark 
hair, a thin chiseled nose set between 
eyes pouched, yet lively, the whole sur
mounted by a forehead high and well 
modeled—a type of Teutopic intellec
tuality, in short.

He swung past the Irishman hur
riedly, intent upon his chase, but favor
ing him with a searching scrutiny which 
O’Rourke returned with composure, if 
not with impudent, interest.

But the evening was yet young, and 
there was nothing in the encounter to 
particularly engage his fancy; he dis
missed it from his mind, and turned into 
the house of Paz.

He knocked—the familiar signal of 
old. A minute passed, a panel in the 
door slid back, exposing a small grating 
behind which was the withered face of 
the concierge, with a background of 
dim, religious light.

“O’Rourke,” said the Irishman, lan
guidly, turning his face to the window 
for identification.

That w'as scarcely needed. His name 
was a magic one; the concierge knew, 
and had a welcome for one who had 
been so liberal in the matter of tips in 
days gone by. The doors swung wide.

“M’sieur O’Rourke!” murmured the 
concierge, bowing respectfully.

Col. O’Rourke returned the greeting 
and passed in, with the guilty feeling 
of a trespasser. He disposed of his In
verness and hat, and ascended the stair
way, directly, to the second floor.
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Here was one huge room, in floor 
space covering the width and depth of 
the building, infinitely gorgeous in 
decoration, shimmering with light, re
flected from gold leaf, from polished 
wood and marble.

Around the walls were chairs and 
small refreshment tables; the floor was 
covered with rugs of heavy pile, well- 
nigh invaluable, the walls with paint
ings of note and distinction. Beyond 
reasonable doubt, M. Paz was pros
perous, who could provide such a salle 
for the entertainment of his patrons.

But in the center of the room was the 
main attraction—that lodestone which 
drew the minds of the initiated with 
an irresistible fascination, as the mag
netic pole holds the needle; an enormous 
table topped with green cloth whereon 
was limned a diagram of many num
bered spaces and colors.

And in the middle of the table, un
der the electric chandelier, was a sunken 
basin of ebony, at whose bottom was a 
wheel of thirty-seven sections, alter
nately red and black, each numbered 
from o to 3 6 ; the roulette wheel.

O’Rourke slid unostentatiously into 
a vacant seat at the extreme end of the 
table. The man at his elbow looked up 
with passing curiosity, but immediately 
averted his gaze; otherwise the Irish
man attracted no attention.

For a few minutes he sat idle, patch
ing the play, the players, the croupier 
presiding over the wheel—a figure that 
fascinated his imagination, a man vul
ture-like in his frigid impassivity, 
mathematically marvelous in the swift
ness, the unerring accuracy of his men
tal computations as he paid out the win
nings or raked in the losings.

Fie stood, imperturbable, watching 
the board with vigilant, tired eyes, his 
bald head shining like glass under the 
sagging electric sunburst. From time 
to time he opened his wicked old mouth, 
and croaked .dismally the winning num
ber and color, whether odd or even. 
Followed the ring of coin and the 
monotonous injunction:

“Messieurs, faites vos jeux!”
The salle was very still, save for the 

sound of the spinning ivory ball, the

click of the wheel, the cries of the 
croupier.

To O’Rourke, new from the freshness 
of the spring air outdoors, the at
mosphere was stifling, depressing—hot, 
fetid, lifeless though charged with the 
hopes and fears of those absorbed men 
who clustered around the board, scat
tering its painted face with coin and 
bills, hanging breathlessly on the words 
of the croupier------

He w,as not yet ready to bet; he had 
counted on the room being more 
crowded, forgetting the early hour. He 
had but one play to make, the lowest 
the house permitted—five francs.

And it was so insignificant a sum that 
the man felt some embarrassment about 
offering it, fearing that it might attract 
sneering comment. In a crowd it might 
have passed, especially if he lost; as, in 
all likelihood, he would.

He summoned an attendant and or
dered a cigar— “on the house”—to make 

*time; and while he was waiting, 
watched the man opposite him, at the 
farther end of the table.

The latter was young, weary and wor
ried, if his facial expression went for 
aught; he played feverishly, scattering 
gold pieces over the cloth—as often as 
not, probably betting against himself.

His face was flushed, for he had been 
drinking more than would have been 
good for his judgment.

O’Rourke fancied he recognized in 
him the youthful lieutenant of a cavalry 
troop then quartered near Paris.

Abruptly a man flung into the room, 
angrily; at the door he paused, collected 
himself, scanning each player narrowly, 
then chose a seat near the lieutenant.

“H ello!” thought O'Rourke. “So 
you’re back so soon ! I wonder—•— 
Well, none of my business, I suppose.”

It was the man with the beard whom 
he had noticed leaving the gambling 
house in- such apparent haste.

The attendant returned with the cigar; 
the Irishman lit it leisurely, and sat 
puffing with an enjoyment heightened 
by the fact that he had been deprived 
of cigars for some weeks.

Presently he turned his attention to
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the board, and acted a little farce for his 
own self-satisfaction.

With the air of a man of means, who 
merely desires to while away an idle 
hour—win or lose—O’Rourke put his 
hand in his breast pocket, and produced 
a small wallet, tolerably plump and 
opulent-looking—a result due to in
genious stuffing with paper of no value. 
But that was his personal secret.

He weighed it in his palm, seeming 
to debate with himself, then returned 
it. His manner spoke plainly to the 
observer—were there one— “No, I’ll risk 
but a trifle of change.”

Abstractedly he thrust his fingers into 
his waistcoat pocket and brought out 
the said change; to his utter surprise it 
was no more than five silver francs!

But------ Finally he made up his
mind to play it.

At that moment the ball rattled, was 
silent. There was an instant’s strained 
silence. The wheel stopped.

“Vingt-quatre," remarked the dispas
sionate croupier; “noir, pair et passe!”

He poised his rake, overlooking the 
great board.

The lieutenant arose suddenly, knock
ing over his chair; he stood swaying for 
a moment, his fingers beating a nervous 
tattoo upon the edge of the board; he 
was pale, his face hollow seeming 'and 
hopeless in the strong illumination.

Others looked at him incuriously. He 
put his hand to his lips, almost apolo
getically, essayed what might have been 
a defiant smile, turned, and moved un
certainly toward the staircase, as one 
gropes his way in darkness—a ruined 
man.

"Messieurs, faites vos jenx!”
O’Rourke hardly heard the words; 

he was wondering at the bearded man, 
who was prompt in following the de
feated gamester.

“Like to know what’s your game,” 
muttered O’Rourke.

Simultaneously, without actually 
thinking what he was doing, he placed 
the five francs on the cloth. When he 
looked he saw that they stood upon the 
nearest space, the 3 6 . He pursed his 
lips, thinking what a pitiful little pile 
they made.

“Aw, ’tis the fool I am!” he ad
mitted, wishing that he might withdraw. 
But the ball merely mocked him as the 
wheel slackened speed, with its “whrr 
rup-tup-tup!”

“A fool------” he began again.
But it seemed that he had won.
“It’s not true!” he cried, exultantly 

incredulous. But he accepted the one 
hundred and eighty francs without a 
murmur, cast them recklessly upon the 
black, and multiplied the sum by two, 
and by blind luck.

Then, with his heart in his mouth— 
it was all or nothing with him now— 
he allowed his winnings to lie upon the 
black; which again came up, making 
seven hundred and twenty francs to his 
credit.

“ ’Tis outrageous,” he insisted. “Will 
I be making it, now?”

Fifteen hundred francs was the mark 
he had set himself to win to ; that much 
he needed to carry him to Panama; it 
must be that or nothing at all. He di
vided his winnings, reserving half, scat
tering the remaining half about the 
numbers with hope high in his heart.

He lost. He played and won again. 
And again. Fie reached the mark, 
passed it, asked himself should he stop 
now, when the gods were favoring him.

He need not have asked; he could 
not have stopped; the gambling fever 
was rioting in his veins. He played on, 
and on, and on. He won fabulously, 
with few reverses; lived for a time in 
a heaven of wealth, upborne by the 
fluttering golden wings of chance—and 
awoke as from a dream, to find himself 
staring at an empty spot on the board 
before him—the place where temporarily 
his riches had rested ere they took unto 
themselves wings and vanished.

Not a single franc remained to him. 
He had lost.

“Gone ?” he muttered, blankly.
“Faith, I didn’t think------” He became
aware that he was being watched indif
ferently; though in particular the man 
with the beard was observing him with 
interest, having for a third time re
turned.

O’Rourke yawned indifferently, sud
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denly on his mettle ; he was not going 
to let them see that he cared.

“Five francs,” he thought, arising; 
“small price for a night’s entertainment. 
Sure, I got the worth of me money, in 
excitement.”

Fie looked at the clock; to his amaze
ment the hands indicated two in the 
morning. Now the room was half de
serted, the attendants gaping discreetly 
behind their hands. A few earnest 
devotees still clustered about the table, 
winning or losing in a blaze of febrile 
haste.

'The ball clattered hollowly; the tones 
of the croupier only were the same:

“Onzc! Noir, impair et manque!” 
and “Messieurs, faites vos je u x !”—as 
though it were an epitaph, as it too of
ten is.

And as he left the room, O’Rourke 
marked that the bearded man was push
ing back his chair and arising.

CHAPTER III.

THE FIACRE.

Col. O’Rourke found the night air 
soft and balmy, humid but refreshing. 
He walked with great, limb-stretching 
strides, throwing back his shoulders 
and expanding his chest—bathing his 
lungs, so to speak, with the cleansing 
atmosphere.

His way led him straight across the 
city, a walk of no slight distance to his 
lodgings; but he made a detour to pro
long it, to give the exercise an oppor
tunity to clear his brain and steady his 
nerves—unstrung as they were, from 
his recent excitement as from the action 
of an opiate.

It was later than he thought; for he 
could not immediately believe that time 
had flown so. rapidly in the house of 
Paz. Only the almost deserted streets in 
which his footsteps echoed loud and 
lonely, the quietness that lay upon the 
city, the repose of the gendarmes on 
the corners, brought home to him the 
wee smallness of the hour.

He was not sleepy—anything but 
that; he was very much awake—and 
yet he was dreaming, holding a “post
mortem” (as he termed it) on his luck 
and his misfortunes of the night, and 
planning toward his future; or, rather, 
lie was striving to solve the riddle of 
his future, drear and uncompromising 
as it then loomed.

For the present—it came to him as a 
distinct shock—he was exceedingly 
hungry, and, through his own folly, 
without the wherewithal to satisfy that 
young and healthy appetite.

But he told himself that he, an old 
campaigner who had known keen depri
vation in his time, could stave off star
vation by reefing in his belt. “A light 
stomach makes a light conscience,” was 
the aphorism from which he was seek
ing consolation when he noticed that he 
was being followed.

Quick, determined footsteps were 
sounding in the street behind him.

“Is it possible,” he inquired aloud, 
“that me friend with the Vandyke beard 
is after me with his nefarious designs, 
now? I’ve half a mind to stop and let 
him interview me.”

He glanced over his shoulder; the 
man behind was passing under a light 
about a block distant; O’Rourke judged 
that he was a heavy, bulky man with a 
beard.

“The same!” he cried, pleased with 
the strangeness of the affair. “Faith, 
now, I’ll be giving him a run for his 
money.”

He mended his pace, lengthening his 
stride; but the other was obstinate, not 
to be shaken off. For some time 
O’Rourke could tell by the sound that 
the distance between them was neither 
increasing nor decreasing; and then be 
began to puzzle his head about the pur
suer’s object.

The man had dogged two men, at 
least, beside O’Rourke himself, from the 
gambling house; and each had been, or 
seemed to be, broken in fortune; there
fore likely to be more or less desperate, 
ready to seize upon any chance to 
recoup.

What had he to offer ruined game
sters, O’Rourke wondered ? His in
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quisitiveness made his feet to lag; for 
he would find out; and he cast about for 
an excuse to halt altogether, finding it 
in the half of a cold cigar that he had 
been chewing upon unconsciously.

He felt in his pocket for a match, 
and stopped to light it under one of the 
arches of the Rue de Rivoli.

His man came up rapidly. O’Rourke 
dallied with the match, pretending an 
interest in the odd aspect of the almost 
desolate street, so generally populous.

“Monsieur------”
He jumped, by premeditation, and 

looked around. The man with the beard 
stood by his side, breathing heavily. 
O’Rourke eyed him gravely.

“The top of the morning to ye, sir,” 
he said, courteously; “and what can I 
have the pleasure of doing for ye, may 
1 ask?”The other recovered his breath in 
gasps, begging- for time with an up
lifted, expressive hand. He bowed pon
derously, and O’Rourke made him a 
graceful leg, his eyes twinkling with 
amusement; the Irishman was no more 
than a boy at heart, fun-loving, and 
resolved to extract what entertainment 
he might from the Frenchman.

“Monsieur, I have a favor to 
ask------”

“A thousand, if you will------”
The man was quick witted; he saw 

that he was being trifled with, and ex
pressed his resentment by the gathering 
of his heavy brows and a speaking si
lence. At length, however------

“Monsieur has been unfortunate,” he 
suggested, coldly.

“In what way ?” demanded O’Rourke, 
on his dignity in an instant.

“At roulette,” returned the other. “I
presume that monsieur is not------” He
paused.

“Not what, if you please?”
“Rich, let us say; monsieur feels his 

losses .to-night------”
“He does ? And may I ask how mon

sieur knows so much about me private 
affairs?”

“I was watching------”
“Spying!”
The other flushed, yet persisted:

“Not precisely. One moment—I will 
explain------”

“Very well,” O’Rourke interrupted, 
ominously.

“Perhaps you are in need of money? 
I am------”

He got no further; that was bald im
pertinence to an O’Rourke, even if to a 
penniless one; and the destitute adven
turer, made thfls to realize how des
perately he did need money, was not 
pleased.

“That,” he broke in, placidly, “is none 
of your damned Business!”

“W hat!”
The face of the Frenchman took on a 

deeper shade of red. He stepped back, 
but when the Irishman would have 
passed on, barred the way.

“Will monsieur please to repeat those 
words?” he requested.

“I will,” returned O’Rourke, hotly, 
and obliged. “Now,” he concluded, 
“you are at liberty to—get—out—of— 
my—way, sir!”

“But—you have insulted me!”
“Eh ?” O’Rourke laughed shortly. 

“Impossible,” he sneered.
“Monsieur! I insist! My card!” 

He flourished a bit of pasteboard in 
O’Rourke’s face. “For this you shall 
afford me satisfaction!”

“Angry little one!” jeered O’Rourke, 
now thoroughly aroused; he seized the 
card and tore it into a dozen scraps 
without even looking at it.

“I’ll afford you no satisfaction,” he 
drawled, exasperatingly, “but—if you 
don’t remove yourself from my path, my 
faith! I’ll step on you!”

The Frenchman was quivering with 
rage. He began to draw off his gloves. 
O’Rourke divined what he purposed. 
He paled slightly, and his mouth became 
a hard, straight line as he warned the 
aggressor.

“Be careful, vou whelp! If you strike 
me I’ll------”

The gloves were flicked smartly 
across his lips, instantly demolishing 
whatever barriers of self-restraint he 
had for a check upon his temper. He 
swore, his eyes blazing, and his arm 
shot out.
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The Frenchman received the impact 
of the blow upon his cheek, and—sub
sided.

Col. O'Rourke glanced quickly up 
and down the street, as he stood over 
the other’s prostrate body. It was very 
dark, quite still and deserted. Upon a 
distant corner he made out the figure 
of a man leaning negligently against 
the lamp-post; he might be a gendarme, 
but, so far, his attention had not been 
attracted to the affair.

O'Rourke’s primal impulse was to 
pass on, and leave his adversary to his 
fate; but the retaliating blow had cooled 
his anger by several degrees.

On second thought the Irishman de
cided to play the good Samaritan— 
which was egregious folly. His man 
was sitting up, by then, rubbing ruefully 
his cheek; O’Rourke gave him a gen
erous hand and assisted him to his feet.

“I trust,” he said, “that you are not 
severely injured------”

“Canaille!” rasped the Frenchman, 
sullenly dusting his coat, and drove 
home the epithet with a venomous 
threat.

Col. O’Rourke laughed at him.
“Aha,” he cried, “then you’ve not had 

enough ? Do I understand that you 
want another dose of the same?”

The man silently picked up his hat 
from the gutter, knocked it into shape, 
and rubbed it against his sleeve in 
fatuous effort to restore some of its 
former brilliancy.

“If you are quite through with me,” 
continued the Irishman, “I’ll go to the 
devil my own way, without your inter
ference. And, monsieur, a word in 
your ear! Attend to your own affairs 
in the future, if you would avoid------”

The man with the beard cursed 
audibly, gritted his teeth and clinched 
his hands; but when he spoke it was 
coolly enough.

“I am not done with you, canaille,” 
he said. ‘“You will do well, indeed, to 
go on, for I intend to hand you over to 
a gendarme.”

“The divvle ye say!” O’Rourke found 
that he was addressing the back of the 
man, who was making hastily toward 
the figure under the distant lamp-post.

“That looks,” he debated, “as if he 
meant business! Faith, ’tis meself that 
will take his advice—this once!”

Accordingly he started off in the op
posite direction, in leisurely fashion; he 
was not inclined to believe that the 
Frenchman would really carry out his 
threat of arrest.

Nevertheless, he kept his ears open, 
nor was he greatly surprised when pres
ently, as he debouched into the Place 
de la Concorde, he heard the sound of 
two pairs of running feet in the street 
behind him, mingled with shouts.

“Why, the pup!” he exclaimed, deeply 
disgusted, and stopped, more than half 
inclined to face and thrash both the rep
resentative of the law and the im
pertinent civilian.

But he quickly abandoned that 
thought; it was entirely too fraught 
with the risk of spending a night in 
custody—something that he desired not 
in the least.

The sounds of pursuit were nearing 
rapidly. The gendarme had caught 
sight of his figure, and was yelling 
frantically at him to halt and surrender.

“This won’t do, at all, at all,” re
flected O’Rourke, and himself began to 
run, cursing his hotheadedness for the 
predicament into which it had forced 
him.

A sleepy cabby woke up, startled by 
the unusual disturbance, and added 
yelps to those of the policeman and 
the much-abused Frenchman. Others 
joined in the chorus. A belated street 
gamin shrieked with joy, and attached 
himself to the chase.

The example was followed by others. 
And Col. O’Rourke began to be very, 
very regretful for his precipitancy.

He doubled and turned into the 
Champs Elysees, followed by a grow
ing, howling mob. It seemed to him 
that men sprang from the earth itself to 
help run him down; and the sensation 
was most unpleasant.

He began to sprint madly, his Inver
ness flapping behind him like the wings 
of some huge, misshapen bird of night. 
He dug his elbows in his ribs, clinched 
his teeth, and threw back his head, care
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ful to keep so far as possible.. in the 
shadows.

And the mob grew, whooping with 
interest; from their cries it seemed that 
they considered O’Rourke an escaping 
criminal of note.

The Irishman kept himself ever* on 
the alert for some chance of escape, any 
subterfuge to throw the pursuit off his 
track; but none appeared.

He realized that he was gaining by 
sheer fleetness of foot, but not for a 
moment did he imagine that by swift
ness he might distance the mob. For a 
rabble is always fresh, never tiring; 
the places of those who drop out, ex
hausted and breathless, are instantly 
filled by fresh and willing recruits. 
And in the end the mob gets at the 
throat of its quarry—if the running be 
in the open.

Col. O’Rourke knew this entirely too 
well for any peace of his own mind; 
therefore, he grasped avidly at the first 
chance that presented itself, heedless of 
its consequences.

A fiacre stood, with open door, drawn 
up at the curb. He could see the driver 
turning on his perch to discover the 
cause of the uproar. That was good, 
O’Rourke considered; the man, then, 
was wide awake.

He reached the vehicle, jumped upon 
the step, shouting to the driver the first 
address which entered his head:

“To the Gare du Nord! At once! 
With haste!”

Immediately the fiacre was in mo
tion; O’Rourke experienced some dif
ficulty in drawing himself in and clos
ing the door because of the rapidity of 
the pace.

In another moment the ' horse was 
leaping forward, furiously, under the 
sting of the incessant lash.

“Bless the intelligent man!” muttered 
O’Rourke fervently. He felt that he 
could have kissed the driver for his in
stant obedience. But at once he was 
crushed by a paralyzing thought; how 
was he to pay the hire of the vehicle?

He cursed his luck, and attempted to 
seat himself—gasped with astonish
ment, and incontinently stood up again, 
bumping his head against the roof.

“Madame!" he cried, astounded, into 
the obscurity. “I beg------”

The reply was instant and encoura
ging.

“My pardon is granted, monsieur. 
Will monsieur be pleased to resume his 
seat ?”

For there was another occupant of 
the fiacre—a woman.

CHAPTER IV.

M A D EM O ISELLE---------?

“The saints,” said O’Rourke, de
voutly, “preserve me!”

Immediately he was stricken as with 
a dumbness—fairly stunned. The 
woman upon whose privacy he had so 
unceremoniously intruded, composedly 
and with a pretty grace made a place 
for him by her side, and he, obedient, 
but speechless, collapsed into the seat.

It came to him that this must be an 
exceptionally wonderful manner of 
woman, who could accept his rude inva
sion with such unruffled calmness; and 
he had noted that her voice was not only 
absolutely unmoved, but most marvel
ously sweet to harken to.

The fiacre whirled on as though the 
devil himself were at the whip (thought 
O’Rourke). It rocked from side to 
side, perilously upon one or two or three 
wheels—never safely* upon four; it 
sheered about corners, scraping the 
curbs barely.

Conversation was impossible under 
such circumstances; O’Rourke recog
nized the necessity of explanations, but 
found that he must perforce be silent; 
and, for that matter, he was rather 
grateful for the chance to get his breath 
and collect his scattered wits.

So he abandoned as hopeless the task 
of framing up some plausible excuse for 
his conduct, as well as that of account
ing for the extreme placidity with which 
his fair neighbor had welcomed him; 
and he, in keeping with his character, 
at once became the more intensely oc
cupied with an attempt to discover the 
identity of the woman.

But he was baffled in that. The street
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lamps, flashing past like telegraph poles 
by the windows of a moving train, il
luminated the interior of the fiacre but 
fitfully.

The woman—the girl, rather, for the 
youthfulness of her was strikingly ap
parent—made no effort to break the 
silence. O'Rourke marveled thereat. 
Was she accustomed to such nocturnal 
adventures, that she should take them 
as a matter of course ? or was she 
strangely lacking that birthright of her 
sex—the curiosity of the eternal fem
inine ?

She nestled closely in her corner, with 
her head slightly averted, gazing out 
through the window. Evidently she 
was in evening dress, and that of the 
richest; a light opera cloak of some 
shimmering fabric wrapped about her in 
soft folds.

Her arms, gloved in white, extended 
languidly before her, with her hands— 
very bewitchingly small, O’Rourke con
sidered them—clasped in her lap. Be
neath the edge of the cloak a silken 
slipper showed, pressing firmly upon the 
floor as a brace against the sudden 
lurching® of the fiacre—and surely the 
foot therein was preposterously tiny!

By now the cries of the rabble had 
died in the distance, and the speed of 
the vehicle slackened; presently it was 
bowling over a broad, brightly lighted 
boulevard at quite a respectable pace; 
and within the fiacre the darkness was 
less opaque.

The Irishman boldly followed up his 
inspection; but the woman was not 
aware of it—or, if she were, disre
garded it, or—again—was not ill- 
pleased. And truly that admiration 
which glowed within O’Rourke’s eyes 
was not unprovoked.

Against the dark background her pro
file stood in clear, ivory-like relief, dean 
cut and distinguished as a cameo—and 
perilously beautiful; her full lips were 
parted in the slightest of smiles, her eyes 
were deep, warm shadows, the massed 
waves of her hair uncovered, exquisitely 
coiffured------

“Faith!” sighed the Irishman. “ ’Tis
a great lady she is, and I------” He was
conscious of an extreme satisfaction that

he was attired properly, as a gentleman; 
but—“Oh, Lord 1” he groaned, in spirit. 
“What will she be doing with me when 
she finds me out?”

For it was appealing to him as very 
delightful—this adventure upon which 
he had stumbled—even if he had not a 
single sou to give the driver. That 
O’Rourke was young has been men
tioned; he was also ardent, gallant and 
quick-witted; and it was to his wits 
that he was trusting to extricate him 
gracefully from his predicament.

But—did he honestly desire to be ex
tricated? Not—he answered himself 
with suspicious instantaneousness—if it 
was to deprive him of the charming 
companionship which was his, for the 
moment; not if it left him hungry for 
a peep behind the cloak of mystery that 
shrouded the affair.

He made a closer inventory of the 
fiacre; It was somewhat elegant in ap
pointment—no mere public conveyance 
that is to be picked up on every corner; 
which confirmed his suspicions that the 
girl was of rank and pedigree.

And then he ventured a more timid 
glance, sideways, to find her eying him 
with an inscrutable amusement.

“Mademoiselle,” he faltered, clumsily, 
“I—I—faith! if you’ll but pardon me 
again------•”

She looked away at once—perhaps 
to ignore his eyes, which were pleading 
his cause far more eloquently than were 
his lips.

“Monsieur,” she said, graciously, “is 
impetuous; but possibly that is no great 
fault.”

“But—but, indeed, I must apolo
gize------”

“Surely that is not necessary, mon
sieur; it is understood.” She paused. 
“You were long in coming, indeed; I 
had grown weary with waiting. But 
since you did arrive, eventually, and in 
time, all is well—let us hope. As for 
the delay, that was the fault of Mon
sieur Chambret—not yours.”

O’Rourke stared almost rudely, trans
fixed with amazement, incapable of un
derstanding a single word. What did 
she mean, anyway!

“My soul!” he whispered to himself.
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“Am I in Paris of to-day—of my day 
—or is this the Paris of Dumas and of 
Balzac ?”

But he received no direct answer; the 
girl waited a moment, then, since he did 
not reply, proceeded, laughing lightly.

“At first, I'll confess, the sudden 
burst of noise in the street alarmed me, 
monsieur. And when you appeared at 
the door, I half fancied you the wrong 
person—perhaps a criminal fleeing from 
the gendarmes.”

“And what reassured you, ma
demoiselle ?”

“The password, of course; that set 
all right.”

“The password!” he echoed, stupidly.
“Naturally; yes, monsieur!” She 

elevated her brows in delicious inquiry. 
“ ‘To the Gare du Nord,’ you cried; and 
by that I knew at once that you were 
from Monsieur Chambret.”

Beauty and mystery combined were 
befuddling the Irishman sadly; when 
she ceased, looking to him for a reply, 
he strove vainly to recall her words.

“Monsieur Chambret?” he iterated, 
vaguely. Then, to himself, in a flash of 
comprehension: “The password, ‘To the 
Gare du Nord’!”

“Mais oiii;” she cried, tapping impa
tiently the floor with the little slipper. 
“Chambret—who else ? Oh !------”

She sat forward abruptly, her eyes 
wide with dismay. “You must be from 
Monsieur Chambret? There cannot 
have been any mistake?”

For a second O’Rourke was tempted 
to try to brazen it out; to lie, to invent, 
to make her believe him indeed from 
this M. Chambret. But to his credit be 
it, the thought was no sooner conceived 
than abandoned. Somehow, strangely 
enough, he felt that he might not lie to 
this woman and retain his self-respect.

Not that alone, but now that he could 
see more clearly her eyes, he fancied he 
read mental anguish in their sweet 
depths—that she had been counting 
dearly on his being the man she had 
expected. No—he must be frank with 
her.

“I fear,” he admitted, sadly, “that 
there is a mistake, mademoiselle. In 
truth, I’m not from your friend; you

were right when you fancied me a fugi
tive------- I was running away to avoid
arrest for an offense that was not wholly 
mine—I had been strongly provoked. I 
saw the fiacre, supposed it empty, of 
course, jumped in------

“You understand? Believe me, I sin
cerely regret deceiving you, even unin
tentionally.”

He waited, but she made no answer; 
she had drawn away from him as far 
as the fiacre would permit, and now sat 
watching his face with an expression 
which he failed to fathom.

It was not of anger, he knew in
stinctively; it was no fear of him, nor 
yet acute disappointment; if anything, 
he could have fancied it a subtle specu
lation, a mental calculation. But as to 
what?

That was the stumbling-block. IT . 
gave it up.

“If I can be of any service in return,” 
he floundered, in desperation. “But I 
must again humbly sue for pardon, 
mademoiselle. I will no longer------”

The man’s accustomed glibness of 
tongue seemed to have forsaken him 
most inopportunely; he saw that it was a 
thankless task to try to set himself right. 
What cared she for his protestations, 
his apologies?

And in such case he could do no more 
than act—get out of her sight, leave her 
to her disappointment. He reached 
toward the trap in the roof, intending 
to attract the driver’s attention and 
alight.

But it appeared that this was not a 
night upon which even a headstrong 
O’Rourke could carry to a successful 
conclusion any one of his determina
tions.

As he started up, the girl stirred, and 
put her hand upon his arm, with a ges
ture that was almost an appeal.

He halted, looking down.
“One moment, monsieur,” she 

begged. “I—I—perhaps you might be
willing to------” She hesitated, torn
with doubts of the man, unknown as 
he was to her.

“To make amends?” he broke in, 
eagerly. “To be of service to you,
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mademoiselle? If I can, command me 
—to the uttermost------”

“Then------” She sat back again, but
half satisfied' that she was acting wisely; 
her eyes narrowed as she scanned him; 
O’Rourke felt that her gaze pierced him 
through and through. She frowned in 
her perplexity—and was thereby the 
more enchanting.

“Thank you,” she concluded, at 
length. “Possibly—who can tell?—you 
may serve me as well as he whom I had 
expected.”

“Only too gladly, mademoiselle!” he 
cried.

She nodded affirmatively, patting her 
lips with her fan—lost upon the instant 
in meditation, doubting, yet half con
vinced of the wisenes.s of her course.

O’Rourke waited uneasily, afire with 
impatience, with fear lest she should 
change her mind. Eventually, she 
mused aloud—more to herself than to 
the stranger.

“You are honest, I think, monsieur,” 
said she, softly; “you would not lie to 
me. Who knows? You might prove 
the very man we need, and—and, oh, 
monsieur, our need is great!”

“But try me!” he pleaded, abjectly.
“Thank you, monsieur—I will,” she 

told him, lightening the gravity of her 
mood with a smile.

And the fiacre came to a halt.

CHAPTER V.

M ADAME.

“Our destination,” mademoiselle in
dicated, briefly.

. O’Rourke, stupefied, got himself 
somehow out of the fiacre, and assisted 
her to alight; for a moment her gloved 
hand rested in his palm—warm, soft, 
fragile. He forgot all else in the thrill 
of contact.

But immediately it was gone; he 
found himself bowing reverently over 
space. He recovered himself and fol
lowed the girl, his eyes shining with a 
new, strange light.

But she, of course, did not see.
The fiacre had halted in front of a

mansion on a broad boulevard, familiar 
to the Irishman in a way, and yet name
less to him. Rather than mansion, the 
building might be termed a palace, so 
huge, so impressive it bulked in the 
night.

Seemingly a fete of some sort was in 
progress within; the windows shone 
with soft radiance, faint strains of mu
sic filtered through the open entrance, 
at either side of which stood stolid 
servants in livery, after the English 
fashion.

From the doors to the curb ran a 
carpet, under an awning. The girl 
tripped nonchalantly up the steps, as one 
knowing well the place, and gave a 
whispered word or two coldly to a gap
ing footman who bowed with a respect 
which struck the Irishman as exag
gerated.

They passed through an elaborate 
vestibule banked with plants, its at
mosphere heady with the fragrance of 
flowers, into a great hallway where other 
servants relieved monsieur and madame 
of their wraps.

Before them was an arched doorway, 
leading to a ballroom, when a flood of 
sound leaped out to greet them; laugh
ter of women and the heavier voices 
of men; scraping of fiddles and of feet 
in time to the music.; the swish of skirts, 
the blare of a French horn.

Mademoiselle had accepted the arm of 
the Irishman; they moved toward the 
ballroom, but before entering she turned 
toward him, speaking confidentially, 
yet with an assumption of lightness.

“You are to converse with me, mon
sieur, lightly, if you please, as though 
we were lifelong friends. I shall chat
ter—oh, positively!—and you must an
swer me in kind. It—it is essential, 
monsieur.”

He bowed, attempting an easy smile, 
which failed utterly; for a regally at
tired personage at the doorway de
manded the honor of announcing the 
late guests.

And O’Rourke had not the least clew 
to his mademoiselle’s name! He col
ored. stammered, hating the servant 
rabidly for what he considered his cold, 
suspicious eye.
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Yet he need not have shown confu
sion, had he but guessed. He man
aged to utter his own name—“Col. 
O’Rourke”—and the servant turned to 
the ballroom, raising a stentorian voice: 

“Madame la Princesse de Grand-
lieu ! Monsieur------”

His own name followed, but was lost 
to O’Rourke in the thunder of his com
panion’s title. And the chateaux of ro
mance which he had been busy erecting 
en Espagne fell, crashing about his 
throbbing ears.

A princess! And, if that did not 
place “mademoiselle” far beyond his 
reach—he, a mere Irish adventurer!— 
she was also “madame”—married!

“Monsieur!” the voice of the princess 
came to his ears through the walls of 
his reverie; and it was a voice of dis
may. “Monsieur, for the love of Heaven 
do not look so fierce! You—why, you 
are ruining our play; you must, must
pay attention to me------”

Thereafter they chatted of inconse
quential things, threading their way 
down the full length of the ballroom, 
through a maze of dancers, of gleaming 
shoulders of women, of men clothed 
more severely; through a gantlet of a 
thousand pairs of curious eyes, whose 
searching stares O’Rourke felt keenly 
and longed to resent.

They were making, he found, for the 
far end of the ballroom—a wall of glass 
through which green things peeped. 
And there, in the conservatory, the 
princess left the adventurer.

“You will await me here,” she told 
him; “that I may know where to find 
you when I return. In ten minutes, 
then, Col. O’Rourke.”

She smiled graciously. He was grip
ping himself strongly  ̂that he might an
swer her with some sort of coherency, 
blushing for his obvious embarrassment 
—he had not yet recovered—very boy
ish looking, young and handsome.

Madame la Princesse turned away, 
and left him. He swung about, and 
seated himself on a bench in full view, of 
the room he had just quitted.

For ten minutes he waited, as. tran
quilly as he might—that is, restless to 
the extreme, vibrant with curiosity.
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Then for fifteen minutes or so longer 
he wriggled on the seat of uncertainty, 
wondering if he was being played with, 
made a fool of. A thought struck him 
like a shot; was she detaining him while 
sending for the police?

The essential idiocy of that conjec
ture became evident within a few min
utes. The princess was but proving her 
inborn, womanly method of measuring 
time; she returned at last—flushed and 
breathless, more beautiful than he had 
imagined her, who had not seen her in 
a good light ere this.

“Come, Col. O’Rourke, if you 
please.”

He was instantly at her side, offering 
his arm. She seemed to hesitate the 
fraction of a second, then lightly placed 
her fingers upon his sleeve, where they 
rested flower-like. The man looked 
upon them with his soul in his eyes.

His hand trembled to seize them— 
already he was far gone. But the man
ner of Madame la Princesse kept him 
within bounds; its temperature was per
ceptibly lower than formerly.

For her part, she was choosing to ig
nore what he could not suppress—the 
devotion which her personality had so 
suddenly inspired in the breast of the 
young Irishman.

They re-entered the ballroom; now 
it was half deserted, a facile way open 
to them across the floor that had been 
so crowded.

The princess guided him by a pres
sure upon his arm almost imperceptible 
across the room, and into a salon that 
was quite deserted.

“It is late,” she said, half in explana
tion, half to keep the man’s mind on 
other matters than herself; “in a quar
ter of an hour the fete will be a thing 
of the past, monsieur.”

“And the guests all departed on their 
various ways,” he said, to make talk 
merely.

She answered him with a glance 
askance.

“Not all,” she returned, with a mean
ing which he failed to grasp.

She stopped before a closed door, 
handing him the key. He opened in si
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lence, and they passed into a large room 
and gloomy, fitted elaborately as a li
brary study, its walls lined with shelves 
of books.

In the center of the room stood a 
great desk of mahogany, upon 'which 
was a drop light with a green shade that 
flooded the desk itself with light, leav
ing the rest of the apartment in shadow.

The princess marched with determina
tion to the farther side of the desk and 
seated herself.

“The door, monsieur,” she said, im
periously ; “you will lock it.”

Wondering, he did her bidding; then 
stood with his back to it, instinctively in 
the pose of an orderly awaiting the* com
mand of a superior officer—shoulders 
back, head up, eyes level, feet together, 
hands at sides.

She noted the attitude, and relented a 
trifle from her frigid mood.

“That Col. O’Rourke is a soldier is 
self-evident,” she said. “Be seated, 
monsieur,” motioning to a chair on the 
opposite side of the desk.

Again he obeyed in silence; for, in 
truth, he. feared to trust his tongue.

The woman lowered her lashes, draw
ing off her gloves slowly as though in 
deepest meditation. As a matter of 
fact, she was planning her campaign for 
the subjugation of this adventurer; at 
present, he was impossible—too earnest, 
too willing to serve, too fervent for 
comfort.

For a time she did not speak. The 
room was very quiet. If she watched 
him, O’Rourke was unable to make cer
tain of it; for the upper half of her face 
was in deep shadow.

Only her arms, bared, showed very 
white and rounded; O’Rourke might
not keep his gaze from them------ But
she found a way to bring him to his 
senses.

Suddenly she leaned forward, and 
turned the shade of the lamp so that its 
glare fell full upon the Irishman’s face; 
her gaze becam'e direct, and, resting her 
elbows upon the table, lacing her fingers 
and cradling her chin upon the backs of 
her hands, the girl boldly challenged 
him.

“Col. O’Rourke,” she said, deliber
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ately, at once to the point, “you are to 
consider that this is a matter of business, 
purely.”

He flushed, drew himself bolt up
right.

“Pardon!” he murmured, stiffly. 
“Granted, monsieur,” she replied, 

briskly. “And now, before we impli
cate ourselves, let us become acquainted. 
You, I already know, I believe.”

“Yes, madame?”
“There was a man of whom I have 

heard, of the name of O’Rourke, who 
served as a colonel in the Foreign 
Legion in the Soudan, for a number of 
years.”

“The same, madame,” he said—not 
without a touch of pride in his tones.

“He received the decoration of the 
Legion of Honor, I believe? For gal
lantry ?”

“They called it such, madame.”
He turned aside the lapel of his coat; 

she nodded, her eyes brightening as she 
glimpsed the scrap of ribbon and the 
pendant silver star.

“I begin to think that chance has been 
very kind to me, Col. O’Rourke,” she 
said, less coolly.

“Possibly, madame.”
“You have seen other' service, mon

sieur ?”
“Yes------”
“For Cuba Libre, I believe?”
“But the list is a long one,” he ex

postulated, laughingly.
“For so young a man—so gallant a 

soldier.”
“Oh, madame!” he deprecated.
“You are,” she changed the subject, 

“pledged to no cause, monsieur?”
“To yours alone, madame.”
She thanked him with a glance—he 

was amply rewarded. After an instant 
of hesitation, she proceeded, bluntly: 

“You, I presume, know who I am?” 
“Madame la Princesse------” he be

gan.
“I do not mean that,” she interrupted; 

“but before my marriage?”
“No------” he dubitated.
This seemed to please her greatly. 
“That is good, then—you do not 

know me, really,” she concluded. “You 
do not even know where you are?”
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“No more than in Paris,” he laughed.
“Oh, that is good, indeed! Then I 

may talk freely—although I must ask 
that you consider every word confi
dential. I rely upon your honor------

“Believe me, you may.”
“Then—to business.”
Heretofore she had been studying his 

features intently; what character she 
had read therein must have been reas
suring to the girl, for at once she dis
carded the constraint which she had 
imposed upon their conversation, and 
plunged in mcdias res.

“Col. O’Rourke,” she began, slowly, 
choosing each phrase with care, “I have 
a brother—a very young man; younger 
even than I. His wealth is great, and 
he is—very regrettably weak, easily in
fluenced by others.

“He is wild, willful, impatient of re
straint, dissipated. His associates are 
not such as one might wish. But let 
that pass. You comprehend.

“Some time ago—recently, in fact— 
he conceived a hare-brained scheme, a 
mad adventure—I cannot tell you how 
insane! I believe it fraught with the 
gravest danger to him, monsieur. I 
sought to dissuade him, to no effect.

“At the same time I discovered by 
accident that it would further the inter
ests of certain of his companions to have 
him out of the way—dead, in fact. I 
questioned my brother closely; he ad
mitted, in the end, that it was proposed 
to him—this scheme—by those same 
persons.

“I made inquiries, secretly, and satis
fied myself that not one of my brother’s 
so-called friends was more nor less than 
a parasite. For years they have been 
bleeding him systematically, for their 
own pockets. And now, not content 
with what they have stolen from him, 
they want his fortune in toto.

“In short, he consorts with sycophants 
of the most servile, treacherous type.

“To-night, monsieur—this morning, 
rather—my brother gave this ball as a 
cover to a conference with his fellows 
in the scheme. It—it must be unlawful, 
monsieur, or they would not work so 
secretly, so cautiously. Even now cer
tain of the guests are assembled in an-
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other room of this, my brother’s house, 
conspiring with him.

“To-morrow, possibly—in a few days 
at the latest—my brother will start upon 
this—this expedition, let us. call it. For 
my part, I cannot believe that he will 
return alive. I fear for him—fear 
greatly.

“But to-day I obtained his consent to 
something that I have fought for ever 
since I found that he would not give up 
his project; he has agreed to take with 
him one man, whom I am to select, to 
give him high place in his councils, and 
—what is more important—to keep his 
identity as my servant a secret from the 
other parties interested.

“I had but twelve hours to find the 
man I needed. Fie must be a soldier, 
courageous, loyal, capable of leading 
men. I knew no such man.

“I consulted with the one being in the 
world whom I can trust—a family 
friend of long standing, one Monsieur 
Chambret. I—I—monsieur, I cannot 
trust my husband; he is allied with these 
false friends of my brother!”

O’Rourke started, afire with sym
pathy ; she cautioned him to silence with 
a gesture.

“One moment. I am not through, if 
you please.

“Monsieur Chambret was equally at 
a loss for a suitable man. He did what 
he could. This evening he came to me, 
offering a last hope, saying that he knew 
of a place where men of spirit who were 
not overly prosperous might be expected 
to congregate.

“I was to take my carriage, and wait 
at a certain spot in the Champs Elysees. 
He was to bring or send the man, should 
he find him. If the gentleman came 
alone he would make himself known to 
me by the password—which you know.

“So—apparently Monsieur Chambret 
failed in his mission. The rest you 
know. You came—and now that I 
know you, Col. O’Rourke, ! thank------”

“Madame,” cried the Irishman, aris
ing.

She, too, stood up; their eyes met 
across the table.

“Monsieur,” she cried, “I—I love 
my brother. Will you go with him,
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stand by his side, and at his back, guard 
him against assassination or—worse? 
Will you—can you bring yourself to do 
this for me, whom you do not know— 
for my brother, whom you will dislike ?” 

“For you, madame 1” he cried. “To 
the ends of the earth, if need be!” 

Silently she held out her hand, and 
gratefully. He bent over it, raising it 
to his lips------

And there came a knock on the door. 
“Quick!” she cried. “The key, mon

sieur. It is Chambret!”

CHAPTER VI.

M .  C H A M B R E T .

O’Rourke fumbled in his pocket des
perately, with his fingers on that key all 
the time; but he did not want to give it 
up; he did not care to see Monsieur 
Chambret—not just yet.

A dozen pretexts to escape the meet
ing flashed through his brain in a brief 
moment, but none of them dared he 
use.

Meanwhile, the pink palm of his 
princess was outstretched to receive the 
key, she was eying him with no great 
favor because of his dalliance and biting 
her lip with impatience. In the end 
O’Rourke had to surrender the key, and 
all hope of delaying the introduction.

Madame la Princesse, with an audible 
sigh of relief, swept over to the door. 
O’Rourke remained, standing, at the 
side of the desk.

Perhaps it was entirely by accident 
that his elbow touched the edge of the 
lamp shade, and replaced it in its former 
position; perhaps he made the adjust
ment in his preoccupation; perhaps— 
not.

At all events, that was what imme
diately happened, before the princess 
had time to get that door open; and 
then the line of the light cut sharply 
across the lower part of his shirt bosom, 
as he stood there, leaving the upper por
tion of his body—his face, in particular 
—deeply shadowed.

He turned toward the door in uneasy 
expectancy.

Now it was at last open; the princess 
stood to one side, her hand on the knob, 
bowing mockingly and with a laugh.

“Welcome, monsieur!” she cried. 
“But you are late.”

“I was delayed,” came the reply.
“But just in time, as it is,” added the 

girl.
The newcomer nodded abstractedly, 

hesitating at the door, looking from the 
princess to the man with whom she had 
been closeted, and back again—as one 
with the right to an explanation.

The princess_was pleased to give it.
“Monsieur Adolph Chambret,” she 

said, ceremoniously', “my new-found 
friend and our ally in this affair, Mon
sieur the Col. O’Rourke, Chevalier of 
the Legion of Honor!”

Both men bowed; O’Rourke deeply, 
Chambret with a slight assumption of 
hauteur and without removing a re
markably penetrating gaze from the 
countenance of the other.

“You see, /  have succeeded!” con
tinued the princess, triumphantly. “The 
hour grew late— I judged that you had 
failed, monsieur.”

“You were right,” assented Chambret 
—still eying the Irishman. “I failed 
lamentably. ”

He was breathing rapidly as he spoke; 
his face was red as with unaccustomed 
exertion, and his clothing—full evening 
dress—was somewhat disordered and 
dusty.

He was a man largely framed, and a 
trifle overweight, carrying himself well, 
with a suggestion of activity and quick
ness in his bearing; his face showed in
tellectuality of a high order—and an un
certain temper; he was bearded, full
cheeked ; and one of his cheeks bore the 
red stamp of a recent blow.

The girl noted, for the first time, his 
disheveled appearance, and inquired 
concerning its cause.

“You have had an accident, mon
sieur?” she asked, solicitously.

“Nothing of moment,” he replied, 
carelessly; “an encounter with a loafer
of the streets, who attempted to assault_  _ »> me.

“And—and—•— ?” she demanded.
“It was nothing—nothing, madame,”
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he returned with ease. “I was forced 
to call a gendarme, and give the fellow 
in charge, to be rid of him. He will 
spend the night in prison, which may 
improve his manners,” he added.

His veiled meaning escaped O’Rourke, 
who drew his breath sharply, other
wise showing no emotion at the 
Frenchman’s remarkable account of the 
affair.

“My faith!” he chuckled to himself. 
“So I’ve been arrested, have I? Good! 
That lets me out. He neither recog
nizes nor suspects m e!” '

A clock in the library chimed softly, 
twice. Upon the sound the princess 
turned, and looked at the dial.

“Half-past three!” she cried. “So 
late! Indeed, we are just in time, mes
sieurs.

“I have no time to waste explaining 
to you, Monsieur Chambret, how re
markably Col. O’Rourke came to me in 
my need,” she continued. “I go at once 
to my brother and his—council. I will 
return for you in—say, ten minutes at 
the most.”

She courtesied gayly to the two men, 
and left the room. N

To O’Rourke it seemed as though the 
study, bereft of her presence, acquired 
an entirely new and uncomfortable at
mosphere. He inspired harshly again 
—half a sigh, half in expectation of 
what might follow.

Chambret, bowing reverently at the 
door as the princess passed out, 
straightened himself, almost with a jerk, 
and shut it sharply. He stood for a 
moment as if lost in thought, then 
wheeled about, and came down 
the room deliberately, slowly removing 
his gloves, his gaze again full upon the 
face of the Irishman.

As for the latter, he appreciated the 
fact that it was a ticklish moment for 
him—an encounter fraught with peril. 
The only course open to him was to face 
the man down, to defy him, to rely upon 
his effrontery—if it so happened that 
Chambret had recognized him.

He was not long to be left in doubt, 
If he did honestly doubt.

Chambret approached the table, stood 
at its edge, not a yard distant from the
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Irishman, his brow black with rage, his 
eyes scintillating with hate.

Abruptly he brought his gloves down 
upon the polished wood with a sharp 
slap.

“So, canaille!” he drawled.
“What?” demanded O’Rourke, au

daciously. His manner said plainly 
enough, “Is it possible? Can I believe 
my ears ? What' does he mean ?”

Chambret quickly swung up the shade 
of the lamp, nodding in satisfaction as 
the glare disclosed the lineaments of the 
Irishman.

“I thought so,” he said. “I was not 
mistaken.”

Col. O’Rourke dropped languidly, 
easily, into the chair, swinging a care
less leg over one of its arms.

“Upon my word!” he mused aloud. 
“What is he driving at now, d’ye think ? 
Is the man mad?”

Chambret’s attitude was a puzzle to 
him. If the man had immediately iden
tified him, why had he' not been de
nounced to the princess at once? Why 
this delay, this playing to the gallery 
for melodramatic effect?

“Of course,” he admitted, “the man’s 
a Frenchman; ’tis not in the likes of him 
to miss the chance to show off. But 
nobody’s watching him now save me? 
What for is he waiting ?”

However, he was yet to become ac
quainted with Monsieur Adolph Cham
bret.

That gentleman took his full time, 
carefully mapping out his plan of action 
behind that high, thinking forehead of 
his, carefully subduing his anger—or, 
rather, keeping his finger upon the 
gauge of it, that it might not get beyond 
his control.

“You are wondering what I propose 
to do with you, monsieur?” he queried 
at length, in a temperate, even tone.

“Faith, I was wondering what I’d 
have to do to you, to make you keep 
quiet,” amended O'Rourke.

The Frenchman moved impatiently.
“You are presumptuous, monsieur,” 

he said.
“I’m the very divvle of a fellow,” ad

mitted O’Rourke, ruefully. “W e’ll take 
all the personalities for granted, if you
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please, Monsieur Chambret. But as to 
business------”

“I am inclined to hand you over to 
the gendarmes.”

“You had that same delusion a while 
ago, I believe. Don’t bother with it; 
it’s not so, really.”

“And what is to prevent me, may I 
ask?”

“The answer, monsieur,” returned 
O’Rourke, insolently, “is—Me. Do you 
connect with that?”

Chambret’s eyes blazed; but still he 
held his temper in leash.

“May I inquire how you elbowed your 
way in here?”

“ ’Tis easy enough; I’ve no objection 
to telling ye. You called your police
man—I ran. You pursued—I saw the 
open door of madame’s fiacre, thought 
it empty, jumped in, telling the driver 
to go to the Gare du Nord. He went— 
bless him!—as though every gendarme 
in Paris was after him.”

“And------”
“And so I became acquainted with 

madame; she knew me, it seems, knew 
my record, asked me to join her in this 
affair. I agreed.”

“You know—̂ everything, then, mon
sieur?”

“Sure I do, my boy. And now, what 
are ye going to do about it ?”

“Nothing,” announced Chambret, 
coolly, seating himself in the chair 
which the princess had vacated. “Noth
ing at all.”

He directed a level stare at O’Rourke, 
who sat up and faced him suddenly.

“I’ll be damned!” the Irishman 
prophesied, admiringly. “D’ye mean 
it?”

“I do, most certainly.”
“Why?” gasped O’Rourke, aston

ished.
“Because we need you, monsieur. 

More particularly, because madame 
needs you. My personal feelings can 
—wait, I presume.”

“Upon me word, I’m disposed to 
apologize to you!”

“You forget that there is no apology 
for a blow. I shall expect my satisfac
tion upon your return.”

“Faith, you can have it then—or

now,” O’Rourke fired up. “I’ll say this 
to ye, for your own good: The next 
time you see that a man’s broke, don’t 
throw it in his face. ’Tis worse than a 
red rag to a bull.”

“An error of judgment, perhaps,” 
agreed Chambret, thoughtfully.

“But as for your satisfaction—-I ’ll 
allow no man to outdo me in generosity, 
sir; I’m at your service when you 
please.”

Chambret put his hand to his face; 
upon his cheek the red weal blazed. His 
brows darkened ominously; and he 
glanced from O’Rourke to the clock.

“We have time,” he debated, “to set
tle our little affair before the return of 
madame.”

“W’hat d’ye mean, monsieur?” asked 
O’Rourke, wide-eyed.

“I’ll take you at your word,” con
cluded Chambret, arising suddenly. 
“You shall give me satisfaction now.” 

“The divvle ye say!”
O’Rourke, too, got upon his feet. 
“Precisely. We can fight here as 

comfortably as anywhere. The room 
was designed for absolute quiet; the 
walls are sound proof.”

“Faith!” cried the Irishman. “D’ye 
mean we’re to duel with pistols—here ?” 

“Just so, monsieur.”
“But—the weapons?”
Chambret pulled open a drawer of the 

desk, peered within and took out a re
volver.

“Here,” he indicated.
“But that’s only one!”
“All that will be necessary, monsieur. 

We will let the cards decide.” He took 
from another drawer a deck of playing 
cards—new.

“We will deal, monsieur,” he con
tinued. “First to me, then to you, card 
by card. He who receives the ace of
spades------  You comprehend?”

“Suicide, d’ye mean ?”
“No. The unlucky one of us stands 

at the farther end of the room; the other 
stands here with the revolver, counts 
three, aims and fires instantly. Are you 
agreeable ?”

O’Rourke whistled.
“You’ve your nerve with you, if 

you’re in earnest,” he protested. “Let’s
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see, this is the proposition: First, we 
play an innocent game of cards; then 
one of ns commits a murder? Is that 
it? Well—since you propose it, I’m 
game. Deal on, monsieur!”

Chambret nodded, stripped the deck, 
and shuffled with care, O’Rourke watch
ing him narrowly. Finally Chambret 
was satisfied, took up the deck, drew 
off the top card.

“One moment, monsieur!” interposed 
O’Rourke. “There’s a man of my race 
that has said, ‘Trust every man, but cut 
the cards.’ Faith, I’m thinking that’s 
good advice.”

The Frenchman ground an impreca
tion between his teeth, and slammed the 
deck upon the desk; O’Rourke cut them 
with care.

“Proceed,” he said, calmly.
Trembling with anger, Chambret 

dealt; a card to himself first—the nine 
of hearts; a card to O’Rourke-------

The Irishman found the room swim
ming about him; he clutched the arms 
of his chair with a grip of steel, his 
gaze transfixed upon the card before 
him; the ace of spades.

He heard Chambret laughing lightly, 
saw the gleam of his white teeth in the 
lamplight, staggered to his feet.

“Very well,” he heard himself saying. 
“ ’Tis the fortune of war. Proceed, 
monsieur.”

He knew that he walked, but as one 
dreaming, to the far wall of the apart
ment ; he remembers turning and facing 
Chambret; he recalls folding his arms, 
holding his head high; but the heart of 
him was like water.

He waited there what seemed an in
terminable time, while Chambret, grin
ning malevolently, tested the revolver, 
assuring himself that it was properly 
loaded.

And then his grin faded; O’Rourke 
saw the weapon slowly swinging at the 
man’s side, heard his voice ringing 
through.the room, reverberating upon 
his tympanums like the thunders of the 
day of judgment.

“One------
“Tivo------” .
The arm ceased to sway; in a mo

ment it would arise, Chambret would 
fire; O’Rourke even heard the begin
ning of the fatal monosyllable.

“Th ----------------”

He closed his eyes-—only to open them 
immediately as the voice of madame 
shrilled, following the opening of the 
door:

“Messieurs!”
Chambret’s half-raised arm fell. 

O’Rourke steadied himself suddenly 
with a hand against the wall. A dim 
mist swam before his eyes, seemingly 
almost palpable. Through it the voices 
of madame and Chambret came to him 
with strange, unfamiliar intonations.

“Monsieur Chambret, what is this?”
“A test of markmanship, merely, 

madame. I am exhibiting my skill to 
Col. O’Rourke; you will observe he 
holds a card in his hand.”

O’Rourke gritted his teeth, brought 
himself to a state of thought, wherein 
he was capable of coherent action. 
Chambret’s concluding words were 
ringing in his ears; he glanced at his 
hand, saw that indeed he was holding 
the fatal ace of spades—which he must 
have picked up and retained uncon
sciously.

He glanced at the woman, at Cham
bret; the latter stood stern and implaca
ble; in his eyes O’Rourke read mur
der, ruthless.

He divined the other’s purpose to turn 
.the farcical situation into a tragedy; 
but within him the instinct of self- 
preservation seemed dormant—or bound 
and helpless, enchained by that thing 
called “honor.”

Mechanically he raised his arm, hold
ing the card in'his hand a little to one 
side.

Chamhret again took careful aim. 
The princess started forward with a cry 
of protest.

She was too late; Monsieur Chambret 
had fired!

( t o  b e  c o n t i n u e d . )



THE ONE VIRTUE
BY FRANK LILLIE POLLOCK

In which a stress of circumstances brought forth the single virtue shared in 
common by two very disreputable characters.

IT was in a not undramatic manner 
that Davy Crockett made his entry 
into White Pine.

There were six of us, all tolerably re
spectable but one, discussing the hor
rible corruption of municipal politics in 
great cities by the hazy lamplight in 
McEwen’s grocery, when the door was 
suddenly thrust open, and from the 
outer darkness emerged a brindled bull
dog, big enough, ugly enough and san
guinary-looking enough to have been 
matched against 'the most terrible of the 
bulls of Bashan.

He was, in fact, almost too tall to be 
pure bred, but he had the wide bow 
legs, the square head, the hanging jowl 
of his kind, and the jaws fit to crunch 
a man’s leg. No one followed him in; 
none of us had even seen him before.

He was dirty and frowzy-looking, 
evidently a waif and a tramp, and half 
starved into the bargain, for most of 
his ribs could be counted through his 
loose hide.

He looked a regular border ruffian- of 
a dog, and he walked unhesitatingly to 
the center of the floor, and glared at us 
sullenly through bloodshot eyes.

Undoubtedly hunger had driven him 
to seek human society, but his spirit 
would not permit him to ask alms or to 
attempt any appeal to our compassion.

This ferocious apparition caused 
some excitement, not to say alarm, in 
all but one of our company. That was 
Silas Chandler, the one who was not 
respectable. *

“Set still, fellows; he won’t hurt ye,” 
he muttered, as the rest of us were won

dering whether we could reach the side 
door in safety.

He leaned forward, and spoke to the 
intruder, using some magic, and holding 
out an amicable hand.

What the spell was I do not know, 
but after a few moments’ hesitation the 
stumpy tail vibrated once or twice in a 
faint and half-ashamed manner, and the 
great brute came slowly to his tamer, 
henceforth to be his comrade and mas
ter, and thrust the Medusa head against 
his knee.

Chandler was jubilant. He bought a 
pound of bologna sausage on the spot, 
which the dog devoured in three gulps, 
with a savage show of ivory.

The animal seemed solely designed to 
inspire terror; a mere fighting machine, 
as destitute of grace or beauty as an 
ironclad.

His jaws and throat were battle 
scarred, and his flank was pitted with 
what looked like recent shot marks.

It was clear that he was a dog with 
a strenuous and shady past.

This was no animal to be regarded 
with approval by the sober and well- 
regulated community of White Pine; 
but Chandler himself was not considered 
much more respectable than the fighting 
dog.

He was a little, dark man, about thir
ty-five, who lived alone in a shack three 
miles down the river, supporting him
self by a little siovgnly farming and a 
great deal of expert hunting and trap
ping-

There was not much game left in the
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neighborhood, but all of it was at his 
mercy.

He could make a bag of partridges 
where no one else could find a single 
feather; he knew where the mink made 
their dens, how the red foxes could be 
trapped, and where the wild geese wrould 
alight from their migratory flights on 
snowy spring days.

When, at long intervals, a deer some
times strayed down from the great 
northern forests, it was usually Chand
ler who shot it.

Like many small men, he was quick
tempered; when he had money he was 
apt to drink too much, and to grow 
quarrelsome in his cups. Under such 
circumstances he had once stabbed a 
man.

The wound was slight, and Chandler 
repented bitterly, but the incident still 
further blackened his reputation, though 
in normal seasons he was good-natured 
and easy-going enough.

He was generally regarded with a 
contemptuous toleration, and a sus
picion that was founded on non-com
prehension. In almost every back- 
country district there is such a charac
ter—a reversion to a more primitive 
type than the shrewd and commercial 
Yankee—the Natty Bumppo of the 
neighborhood, the ideal of the school
boys, wise in the secrets of nature—but 
in no way respectable.'

So these two Bohemians joined 
forces. Chandler christened the dog 
Davy Crockett, after his favorite hero, 
and Davy Crockett transferred all his 
allegiance unquestioningly to his new 
master.

By the more well-regulated neighbors 
the two were regarded with almost equal 
disapprobation, and this attitude, I am 
sorry to say, was not wholly without 
reason. For Chandler’s first proceeding 
was to match his dog against the most 
renowned fighters of the county, win
ning what was, for him, Pactolian 
wealth bv the series of victories through 
which Davy Crockett marched on to
glory-

But this gladiatorial period was of 
necessity a transitory one. In a couple 
of months there were no more an

tagonists ; the bull’s mettle had become 
known for ten miles about.

So, unwillingly, the victors settled 
down to a less scarlet existence of gun
ning and farming at the little shack 
down the river.

Once or twice a week they came into 
the village, where the fierce dog, whose 
reputation as a fighter was spread and 
exaggerated, made himself generally 
feared.

He had mauled a tramp rather badly 
who was raiding Chandler’s patch of 
green corn, and on the strength of this 
exploit it was rumored that he had slain 
more than one man. The desperate and 
aggressive appearance of the brute was 
corroboration enough for any such tale, 
and people stepped off the sidewalk to 
give him way.

When drunk, Chandler occasionally 
maltreated him cruelly, but it made no 
difference to the dog’s loyalty, and no 
one ever cared to resent the man’s ugli
est and drunkest moods while he was 
backed by Davy Crockett’s bloodshot 
glare.

In fact, this Bohemian sort of life, 
made up of savage fights, savage de
bauches, hard outdoor days in wind and 
frost and snow, and long, lazy days in 
the sun suited Davy Crockett’s inclina
tions as exactly as it did those of his 
master, and the two became inseparable.

The farming folk saw them often 
from afar passing from covert to covert, 
the red Irish spaniel ranging ahead, 
then the slight, brown-clad figure bal
ancing the double barrel, and the grim, 
plodding form of Davy Crockett at the 
rear.

But as a hunting animal the bull was 
not a success. It was not in his blood. 
He could have pinned stags or boars, 
but New York State is not the habitat 
of these animals, and he made no figure 
in the expeditions against rabbits and 
ruffed grouse.

But he suppressed his jealousy of the 
spaniel that played a professional part 
in these excursions, and contented him
self with taking his pleasure as a non- 
combatant.

But when they came to the village 
they were not particularly welcome.
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People were too much afraid of the big 
bulldog that respected only the one man 
who was least worthy of it. Moreover, 
it was now necessary to treat Chandler’s 
person with a certain caution; the dog 
had absurd ideas of his master’s dignity.

It was not always safe to punch him 
in the chest or to slap his shoulders; as 
McEwen said, you had to treat him “like 
as if he was a preacher.”

This sort of constraint was doubly 
resented, because Chandler was the last 
man to have any right to such defer
ence. From being merely despised he 
became very actively disliked, and he 
was not a man to try to return good for 
evil.

Still, he came to the village store 
from time to time, and took part in the 
symposiums therein, till the events of 
one evening brought the increasing 
tension to the breaking point.

Chandler had been shooting musk
rats on his way in, and had brought 
his gun to the grocery, where it re
mained under Davy Crockett’s watch
ful eye.

A loafer picked up the weapon care
lessly, and was about to open the breech, 
when a heavy, menacing growl made 
him look up.

The bulldog had arisen to his feet, 
leaning stiffly forward, the hair rising 
on his back, his lips curled upward, and 
his little eyes fixed savagely on the dar
ing offender.

The man dropped the gun, startled 
into panic. It went off as it crashed 
upon the floor, filling the room with blue 
smoke, and perforating a keg of cucum
ber pickles.

Excited by the smoke and racket, the 
dog jumped, bringing his man to the 
floor. Chandler seized the animal by 
the collar and dragged back with all his 
weight. Davy Crockett came away 
with a square foot of cloth in his jaws.

The frightened victim scrambled up 
and fled; the smoke cleared, and we 
realized what had happened. This was 
really passing endurance, and McEwen, 
smarting at the damage to his pickles,' 
told Chandler plainly what we all 
thought of him and his brute, and sug
gested that the sooner the animal was

put out of the way the better for every 
one concerned.

In future, their visits would not be 
tolerated at the store, “unless, of 
course,” he added, with a return of the 
mercantile instinct, “you want to buy 
something------”

“I reckon I won’t,” said Chandler, as 
he picked up his gun and departed to 
his own place. “Any place that ain’t 
good enough for my dog ain’t good 
enough for me.” And from that time 
the grocery knew him not.

After that, he made the hotel bar his 
place of resort, and the results were 
rapidly disastrous. He became even 
less respectable than before, and the 
word went around that Si Chandler was 
going fast to the bad. No one was sur
prised at this, for everybody had fore
seen such an ending of his career.

But, drunk or sober, Davy Crockett 
stood by his master against a hostile 
world. Chandler tippled himself into 
insensibility, and went to sleep in a bar
room chair, and the dog watched over 
him all night and compelled respect for 
his slumbers.

Some days later he very nearly killed 
a huge lumberman from the North, who 
took advantage of Chandler’s size to 
bully him a little. Davy had to be 
forced off with red-hot pokers, for he 
was beyond even his master’s control.

These episodes, being reported and 
exaggerated, intensified the evil odor 
into wdiich the disreputable allies had 
fallen so deeply. It is a lamentable 
fact, however, that Chandler made no 
sort of attempt to whitewash his repu
tation; the opinions he expressed of 
White Pine and its people could only 
be reported by dashes, and he resigned 
himself to outlawry with a sullen con
tempt for the village folk who os
tracized him.

There was talk of a prosecution 
against him for keeping a dangerous 
animal, but a rural community is slow 
to move in legal affairs, and, besides, no 
one would care to serve a warrant on 
this pair of outcasts.

Davy Crockett, however, might be 
expected to fall in private feud at any 
time, for he had enemies everywhere.
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His peril did not lie in open combat, 
for most persons would have hesitated 
about facing the powerful brute even 
with firearms, but in traps and poison 
against which no strength is proof.

Chandler was fully conscious of this 
danger, and he had probably prolonged 
the animal’s life already by swearing 
to have the blood of any man who 
should harm his dog.

So for some months they continued 
to present a defiant front to the world 
and to survive. During the winter we 
saw less of them, but as spring returned 
Chandler came oftener to the village.

He was no less bibulous and offensive 
than before, and sooner or later he 
would certainly have come to serious 
trouble but for the events of one even
ing about the middle of May.

At nine o’clock that night a young 
man from one of the farms to the east 
•came in to the village, and said that, 
as he had walked in along the railway 
track, he had come upon Chandler lying 
dead drunk between the rails, with the 
bulldog standing guard over him. The 
brute had refused to allow him to ap
proach or to pass, and he had been com
pelled to make a wide detour across the 
fields to get past the spot, which was 
about a mile from the village.

At nine forty-five a train was due, the 
fast Buffalo and New York express, 
that did not stop at White Pine except 
on signal.

Unless signaled to-night it would 
probably remove both of our disturbers 
at a single stroke, and a number of us 
went to the depot, and reported the 
case.

The agent was unwilling, however, to 
flag the star train of the road except as 
a last resort, and proposed that we go 
down the line and get the man out of 
danger. There was time enough, 
though none to spare.

In twenty minutes half a dozen of 
us had reached the spot where the man 
was still lying in the darkness, and as 
we approached the bulldog arose to his 
feet above the body, and rumbled 
hoarsely through clinched teeth.

The rescuing party stopped—at a 
distance.

By the light of the lanterns we had 
brought we could see the man lying flat 
on his face between the rails, with the 
dog standing across his shoulders. And 
he would not let us come near.

We tried cajolery, but Davy Crockett 
had known us all for his enemies in time 
past, and would not be seduced from 
what he conceived to be the post of 
duty.

It was a deadlock, and the train might 
be expected in ten minutes. Several 
men in the party would have been glad 
to seize this legitimate opportunity of 
putting an end to the dog, but no one 
had firearms or cared to risk a combat 
with impromptu weapons.

But, in one way or another, we had 
to get the drunken man off the track. 
Shouting his name did not awaken him; 
he was apparently quite insensible.

We hurriedly discussed all sorts of 
projects for removing the stupid ani
mal. The dog was furiously excited; 
his eyes and teeth glistened in the yellow 
lantern rays, and his uninterrupted 
growl arose at intervals to a jarring, 
guttural war cry.

He continually threatened a charge 
which we did not care to provoke, for 
with natural weapons he was a match 
for any three of us.

Of course we might have over
whelmed him by sheer weight, but some 
of us would certainly get badly mauled 
in the melee, and we. preferred less des
perate methods.

Finally a couple of men started for a 
farmhouse half a mile away to get a 
rope to lasso the animal, or perhaps a 
gun. But long before they had time to 
return we heard the double whistle of 
the express, faint and far, for White 
Pine station.

The train would have to be flagged, 
after all. We sent a signal man around 
the curve with a lantern wrapped in a 
red bandana handkerchief, which had 
been prepared for such an emergency.

Again the whistle sounded, much 
nearer, for a road crossing, and scarcely 
a mipute later came the long blast for 
brakes. The headlight burst flamingly 
into view, and the train slid forward 
with squealing brakes and came to a
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stop, black and hissing, not twenty 
yards from the point of blockade.

The conductor hurried forward with 
a couple of brakemen, all primed with 
strong talk, which they used when the 
cause of stoppage was made manifest.

‘Til get him out of that!” exclaimed 
the conductor, drawing his revolver.

The shot flashed, and the dog, howl
ing sharply, rolled over and down the 
embankment to the ditch, where he lay 
struggling.

There was not much disposition to 
sympathize. Three or four men laid 
hold on Chandler rather roughly, and 
hauled him from the track. He groaned 
heavily, and a brakeman suddenly drew 
away his hand dripping with blood.

. “This man ain’t drunk. He’s been 
shot,” he cried.

There was a hasty gathering of lan
terns, and a close inspection showed a 
jagged hole in the back of the supposed 
drunkard’s coat, surrounded by a wide, 
blackish stain.

Several passengers, attracted by the 
shot, had come forward, and one of 
them had a flask. A spoonful of liquor 
went down Chandler’s throat, and he 
revived a little. His eyes opened, and 
then his lips, and every man bent for
ward to listen.

“Stop the express—wreckers—at the
Black Bridge------” he murmured,
drowsily.

The conductor exploded an interjec
tion, staring about rather wildly.

“Get the man into the smoker,” he 
said, after a moment. “You fellows all 
get aboard, too, if you want to. We’ll 
run dead slow down to the bridge and 
see. Bring along that dog, too, if he 
isn’t dead,” he added. “If it turns out 
that he’s kept this train out of a smash 
he’ll have the best dog doctor in the 
State.”

We got Davy Crockett into the smok
ing car, and laid him beside his master, 
not without difficulty, for he was still 
capable of a great deal of self-defense.

We found a doctor aboard the train, 
and Chandler was brought into a dazed 
sort of consciousness.

He told us disconnectedly how he 
had seen the wreckers at work as he 
came up the track toward the village, 
how he had been stopped, chased, shot 
at, but had tried to reach the station in 
time to stop the express. He did not re
member having fallen, and seemed to 
have no clear idea where he was.

The bridge over the Black River was 
a mile or so farther, and we crossed it 
at a snail’s pace, with a brakeman on 
the pilot.

The train stopped suddenly. Ten 
yards ahead a rail had been torn up and 
a pile of ties placed across the track.

The embankment was twenty feet 
high at that point, and, if running at its 
usual speed, the train would assuredly 
have piled itself into a tangle of scrap 
iron on the margin of the river below.

The wreckers had disappeared; no 
doubt our slow approach had given 
them the hint.

Both Davy Crockett and his master 
recovered from their shot wounds un
der the medical attention which the rail
road paid for. It would be pleasant to 
be able to add that they had both re
formed, abandoned Bohemia, become 
devoted to agriculture and the good 
roads movement, and become respect
able.

But I am afraid this was a height of 
virtue unattainable—-perhaps undesired 
—by either. They were heroes for a 
few weeks; that is to say, while they 
were still incapable of going about, and 
Chandler was received back into favor 
at the grocery. He really did lessen his 
potations, otherwise he was as shiftless 
and disreputable as ever, with his gun
ning, and trapping and the slatternly 
farming that brought an ache to the 
hearts of his hard-working neighbors to 
see.

But he remained faithful to his dog, 
and his dog to him. It was their one 
virtue.
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CHAPTER IX.

T W O  S U R P R I S E S .

BUT it was not Ed Wade—not then. 
Quake approached the door on 

tiptoes; he was trembling vio
lently, like a sufferer with ague; and 
yet I saw that, as he stopped and 
brought the shotgun around to bear 
upon the stout oaken panels, the hands 
that held the weapon became as firm 
and motionless as if carven from rock.

“Who’s that?” he called, shrilly, his 
voice quavering either with fear or with 
age. Afterward I knew it was age, not 
fear. • “Who’s that? Speak up, and 
name yo’self, stranger!”

Whoever was without did not com
ply, however; instead I heard a faint

scratching noise, and ■ then three soft 
raps, with a little pause between each.

At this signal, Quake began to unbar 
the door with all speed. He also aban
doned all precautions, setting the shot
gun against the wall ere he began.

I put my revolver back in my breast 
pocket; and the girl slipped hers within 
a fold of her skirt.

She moved a little nearer me, and 
lowered her voice so that Quake might 
not overhear us.

“Please, please go,” she besought me, 
lifting those great, dark eyes to mine in 
an appeal that I could not resist. 
“Don’t—don’t delay. If you persist in 
staying you’ll—there’ll be bloodshed in 
the whole valley.”

“I will go,” I promised her. “I’m 
sorry to be the cause------”

* This s to ry , “T he Man W ith  th e  T h u m b ,” began la s t m onth . T he n u m b er con ta in in g  th e  firs t in stab  
m en t can  be p rocured  th ro u g h  any  n ew sdealer or d irec t from  th e  p u b lish ers  fo r ten  cents.
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“Of so much trouble,” I was going to 
say, but the words never reached her.

By this time Quake had finished un
barring the door, and now he stepped 
back, opening it, and there, framed in 
the blackness of the wilderness night, 
stood the one man of whom each of us 
had been thinking.

Lang McComb—the young mountain 
giant, seeming more tall, now that I saw 
him erect, than I had thought; and 
handsome as a youthful Kentuckian 
only can be handsome; jaunty, careless, 
self-reliant to the final word.

I saw, from the corner of my eye, the 
astonishment with which he viewed our 
group— Beth, his sweetheart, Quake and 
myself. But my attention was centered 
on the girl’s face; it was with a pang, 
sharp and distinct, that I saw the swift 
blood arise to her cheeks—to the very 
roots of her hair—when her eyes fell 
upon her lover.

“Beth!” Lang breathed, quickly; and 
then, without further words, swung on 
his heel and secured the door.

“What brings you here?” he asked 
her, an instant later.

I fancied he seemed angry.
“Mv errand is the same as yours,” 

she said.
“And what do you think mine is ?”
She threw back her head, with a 

laughing sparkle in her eyes.
“Well, Lang,” she told him, “I jist 

didn’t reckon you got up out o’ bed to 
come down and buy a chaw o’ nigger- 
head.”

“No more I didn’t,” he laughed with 
her.

Then he became more serious.
“Is—is Ed Wade,” he asked, bring

ing out the despised name with an ob
vious effort, “is he waiting fo’ ye, 
Beth?”

“No, Lang; he ain’t.”
Her manner indicated a temper noiie 

too long-suffering, and Quake here in
terrupted- to_ prevent further hostilities.

Evidently the Wade-Roan engage
ment was a sore subject on both sides of 
this strange love affair.

“No, he ain’t a-waitin’, Lang Mc
Comb,” cried the old man, furiously; 
“but he hev found out thet this hyeh

stranger’s the man who shot Logan, 
and------”

“And he says he’s coming over to 
burn the store—and Mr. Trent, too,” 
the girl finished.

Lang McComb’s face turned a shade 
or so darker in the lamplight.

“Ed Wade said that,” he muttered, 
as if stating a fact to himself alone. 
“He said that,” he repeated, signifi
cantly. “Wal, now------”

He smiled ironically, contemptuously. 
Evidently in Lang McComb’s mind at 
least there was a vast difference be
tween what Ed Wade said he would do 
and what he would actually accomplish.

“I was fearsome o’ so’thing o’ the 
sort,” he added. “I couldn’t sleep easy 
for tlfinkin’ about hit. That’s why I rid 
down hyeh, Beth. And ye rid over 
from Badalia to tell Mr. Trent, did ye? 
Thank ye, Beth; ye certainly air good to 
my friends.”

His tone implied, that he thought her 
unkind to him.

“Mr. Trent hez thanked me enough,” 
she replied, with a toss of her head. 
“What air ye goin’ to do, Lang?”

“I come over hyeh to ask him to come 
up to we-aH’s house,” he said. “I jest 
reckon Ed Wade won’t bawther him 
’round there, now,” he added, confi
dently.

I thought that, if I were Ed Wade, I 
should be especially careful not to 
bother Lang McComb in any place, or 
at any time. I looked a question at 
Quake.

His hospitality I had accepted, and I 
didn’t want to hurt his feelings by leav
ing now; although Lang’s plan seemed 
the best to me, and I was firmly deter
mined not to be scared out of the valley 
until I had accomplished my errand 
there.

But the mountain code of courtesy is 
a strange thing; I had not yet learned 
it, and would not willingly have of
fended the old man for worlds.

He divined my thought, and shook 
his head at me sorrowfully.

“Ye kin go or stay, stranger,” he said, 
“jist as ye’re a-mind to. If ye want to 
stay hyeh, ye’re as welcome as flowers 
in May, but------”
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“But I don’t want to bring trouble 
to you,” I interposed.

“This hyeh stoah is all I've got in the 
world,” he replied, ambiguously.

“You had better go with Lang, sir,” 
said the girl, pleadingly. “That is, un
less you will accept my horse, and leave 
the valley altogether, as I advise.”

“I have an animal of my own, thank 
you,” I began.

“Then ye saddle hit, suh, and come 
along with me, if ye please,” cried Lang. 
“I tell ye,- Beth, I ain’t going to have 
no friend o’ mine scared out o’ the val
ley bv Ed Wade’s gang—’specially sinct 
he up and saved my life.”

Her eyes leaped to mine in unutter
able gratitude.

“Do as you think best, then,” she said, 
softly. “You will be safe with—with 
Lang.”

Lang himself solved my hesit&nt 
doubts by taking command suddenly.

“Ye wait here, suh,” he said. “I’ll 
slip out and saddle yo’ hawss, suh.”

“I reckon thet’s best,” agreed old man 
Quake.

And I fell into line with this plan, 
which suited me so admirably.

At McComb’s, I figured, I would be 
in perfect safety, and quite at liberty to 
pursue my investigations concerning the 
person whose photograph I had come 
into this peril to get.

Tjpere the Wade gang, thirsting after 
my blood as they professed to, would 
naturally hesitate to come. I knew from 
experience, and from what Lang and 
Quake had hinted at, that the Wade 
method of warfare was opposed to any
thing like a direct attack.

They preferred to lie in hiding and 
shoot their enemies in the back, as they 
passed through the lonely spots which 
are only too common on the mountain 
roads.

Thus private vengeance could be ac
complished without being visited with 
public punishment; and everybody 
would he happy—including the mur
dered man, for all we know.

Whereas at Quake’s I would be at 
the mercy of every ruffian in the valley. 
By the very nature of the place, all the

neighborhood had access to it at all 
hours of the day and ample opportunity 
to shoot me down.

Therefore it would have suited my 
purposes up to the handle under any 
other circumstances; as it was, I could 
not but see that to remain there would 
be the height of folly and foolhardiness.

To understand the state of affairs 
which existed in the Sinful Creek Valley 
at the time of my arrival there—not so 
very long ago, either—yo.u must know 
that, by the peculiar inaccessability of 
the mountainous regions of Kentucky, 
civilization has halted there; progress 
is unknown.

It was settled by people who lived 
under the wild pioneer code of the days 
of 1 7 7 6 ; and since that time they have 
changed but slightly, and that for the 
worse.

Private enmities of slight, personal 
nature have there developed into feuds 
which have involved whole communi
ties in actual civil war—on a small scale, 
of course. And bloodshed is the only 
honorable way of wiping out an insult.

/The law languishes; the mountain 
sheriff is generally helpless, since not 
only his sympathies are with the bellig
erents, but his friends also; so that when 
he attempts to interfere, or to arrest a 
murderer, the chances are two to one 
that he himself will be caught, and 
either man-handled or held down while 
the criminal escapes.

In the store, we three waited in si
lence for the return of Lang with my 
horse.

What thoughts were passing through 
the girl’s mind, I did not know. She 
stood with face averted, and paid no 
further attention to us. But I won
dered greatly.

What was it that led her to promise 
to wed Ed Wade, a man of whom all— 
even she herself—found no good word 
to say; while her every word, her every 
look, her very demeanor in the presence 
of Lang McComb was an open confes
sion that none but he held her heart? t

And why, I marveled, was she, a cul
tivated woman (at least a worffan who 
spoke pure English and purest French 
at will), living here in these mountains,
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among a rough and lawless people, 
speaking their rude, uncouth dialect ?

Lang returned hurriedly.
“Come along,” he said; “I reckon we- 

all ain’t got no time to waste. I heered 
a hawss loping down the road a while 
back, and I dunno—but I reckon thar 
ain’t no danger—if we hurry.”

Quake held the door ajar, nursing his 
shotgun jealously. His mind was 
plainly far from easy.

“Beth!” I heard Lang’s voice behind 
me, infinitely tender.

“Good-by, Lang,” she said, steadily.
“Hev ye thought over what I said 

this evening?” he persisted.
“I have, Lang, and my answer now 

is the same as then: No.”
He bowed his head, and turned away. 

Quake opened the door. In another 
moment we two were in the dim night 
without, under the infinity of eternal, 
peaceful, twinkling stars.

I turned and thanked the girl and 
Quake for their kindness. .1 heard 
Lang bid them a good-night. There 
was a sense of desolation in his tone.

“Good-night, Sim,” he said. “Bleeged 
to ye for yo’ kindness. And Beth, I 
—I—good-by.”

I thought she leaned toward him, 
whispering, when, belled loud upon the 
night air, an angry voice was flung at 
us from somewhere in the darkness:

“Halt, or I fire 1”

CHAPTER X.
BAD MEN FROM BADALIA.

This was our position when this star
tling interruption rang in our ears:

Sim Quake stood holding open the 
store door, in the center of a blaze of 
light from the lamp within.

Beth Roan leaned against the door 
jamb, a trifle in advance of Quake.

Lang was at my side, somewhat in 
the shadow, while I stood in the full 
glare of lamplight—a conspicuous mark 

: for any one-in the road.
To this fact—that his immense 

stature %as not immediately visible in 
the shadow, and so recognizable—and 
to the presence of the girl, right in the

line of fire at Quake and myself,' we 
three men probably owe the mercy that 
we were not incontinently shot down, 
without warning.

As it was, we found our lives in in
stant danger of extinction. Too long 
had I delayed making up my mind to 
clear out, and leave Quake in safety,

We could see nothing, neither horse 
nor man, in the shadow bf the woodland 
before us.

Near at hand the diffused and fading 
glow from the kerosene lamp brought 
out shadowy forms of bushes and shrub
bery, and outlined the backs of Quake’s 
hounds, who, alarmed by the unusual 
bustle about the house at this hour of 
the night, had assembled and now stood, 
motionless and with bristling coats, but 
growling fiercely, in a sort of threaten
ing undertone, at the intruders.

We saw, I say, no one; but, follow-- 
ing’ swiftly at the heels of his warning, 
the invisible man shouted at u s :

“Sim Quake, ye git back thar, and 
shet the door! And you other man, 
move away 1 We ain’t goin’ to harm 
nuther o’ ye, but the ornery cuss that 
shot Logan this afternoon kin step out, 
and git paid for hit 1 Ye kin hear me 
shouting 1”

Except to bring his shotgun to the 
fore, Quake did not move. Lang 
clutched quickly at my arm.

“This way,” he said to me, in an un
dertone, and turned to hoarsely whimper 
to Quake:

“Sim, shet that door. Beth and ye 
kin hold ’em off ontil I git back with the 
boys 1 We’ll gif on—thar ain’t no use 
your riskin’------”

“Did ye hear me?” came the voice 
from the road. There was a disturbance 
out there.

I could plainly hear the ring of hoofs 
as horses were shifting in their posi
tions ; and once or twice I heard a faint, 
unmistakable click! as a gun or re
volver was cocked.

But Beth Roan had her own ideas as 
to the solution of the situation.

She sprang abruptly from the door
way, and dashed in front of us.

“Ed Wade!” she called. “If you 
shoot at this man, you shoot at m e!”
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“Beth!” he roared; and we heard him 
break out in a rage of cursing.

He had not thought to find us fore
warned by his promised wife, I suppose. 
Indeed, I afterward learned that he had 
thought her, all the time, safe at home 
and in bed.

“Git 'way from thar, Beth!” he con
tinued. “Git------”

Pie had no need to say more. With 
one movement in instant accord, Lang 
and I stepped forward.

Lang was the quicker, and first to 
grasp the girl by the arm, and throw 
her to one side—very roughly, I 
thought, and without consideration.

But hrute strength was something of 
a necessity in this case, for she fought 
with him to regain her protecting posi
tion before us.

“Trent/’ I heard Lang say, in a 
rapid, low whisper, “thar’s jist one hope 
for we-all. You slip to one side, and 
I’ll go t’other, like’s if we wuz running 
for the back lot. But don't ye. Our 
hawses is out thar, tethered under the 
big oak in the road. If we kin git to 
them, we’ll be all right. Soon's ye git out 
o’ the light, drap down in the grass and 
crawl for the road. ’Taint fer. If we 
stay hyeh, chances are they’ll fire the 
stoah, and kill me and you and Quake. 
If we go, they’ll chase us and leave him 
to the last.”

“All right,” I replied, gripping my 
revolver.

“Don’t ye shoot, less’n hit’s neces
sary,” he warned me, anxiously. “If 
you do, they’ll fire at the flash.”

With this he lifted his voice, and 
made a remark to Ed Wade which must 
have made that desperado’s blood boil. 
He also mentioned that he, Lang Mc- 
Comb, was there, and prepared to “learn 
him su’thing.”

Wade bellowed with rage, and Lang 
laughed.

“N ow !” he told me, breathlessly.
I found wings, promptly, and hus

tled myself out of the light toward the 
comer of the store. I saw Lang doing 
the same thing, apparently, only in an 
opposite direction, and from that time 
on everything is a sort of hazy recollec
tion to me.

I butted my head against the store, 
running blindly in the darkness, and 
warned by that turned and made my 
way, as best I might, across the clearing 
to a fence by the woodside. There I 
dropped in the grass, according to in
structions, and prone, wormed my way 
toward the road.

Meanwhile, things were happening.
The Wade gang had been taken by 

surprise by the move, evidently, and 
made the interpretation of it that Lang 
had predicted they would.

“They’re makin’ for the wood lot,” I 
heard Ed Wade shout. “Git after ’em!”

Instantly a quartet of horsemen 
started down the clearing on a dead 
run, firing at random with revolvers 
as they urged their horses forward. 
One passed me, but a secofid got no 
more than a few leaps beyond his start
ing point.

There was a roar, and a hail of buck
shot pattered among the leaves in front 
of me; Quake had fired. I thought his 
gun had exploded, from the greatness 
of the sound, but on turning my head 
I saw him standing coolly in that door
way, calmly reloading. At the same 
moment the dark figure of the girl out
lined itself by his side, and she began to 
pop away with her revolver.

But the second horseman had re
ceived his check from that shot. The 
horse stopped midway in a bound, it 
seemed, and I heard it threshing about 
frantically in a group of laurels. Also 
the man screamed profanely, and began 
to pray.

Quake let out a stentorian howl, full 
of the lust of battle, to his dogs:

“Sic ’em, boys!”
And as the brutes leaped forward to

ward the horsemen that they could see 
(how I envied them!) he fired again, 
both barrels  ̂ and another horse 
screamed.

The intermittent roar of the shotgun, 
the cracking of rifles and revolvers ( for 
the Wades kept up a useless fire at Lang 
and myself, apparently for the fun of it; 
they didn’t fire at the house for fear 
of hitting Beth), the joyous -whooping 
of those dogs and the yells of Quake 
as he urged them on, made a pande
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monium, through which I crawled, 
deafened.

After one report of the shotgun I 
heard Ed Wade’s angry cry above the 
din :

“He's done shot ray beast, cuss him!”
And a second later, as I rose at the 

edge of the road and attempted to cross 
it unobserved, I collided with a man, 
who grappled with me. To this day I 
believe it was Ed Wade, unhorsed. I 
hope it was, atiyway; for, being the less 
surprised of the two, I brought my re
volver butt down on his temple, and 
kicked him viciously in the midriff at 
the same time.

He had opened his mouth to give the 
alarm, but the sound died, a mere rattle 
in his throat as he sank back; and I 
glided on toward the oak tree, savagely 
pleased with myself.

Of the others, the majority were cir
cling around the house by this time, en
deavoring to cut off our retreat, artd 
greatly harassed by those blessed 
hounds of Quake’s, who sprang at the 
horses’ throats, snapped at their heels, 
and made them generally unmanage
able; much to our advantage.

Finally I reached the oak and the 
horses. Lang, by some mysterious
means that I have never been able to 
fathom (for I know that I wasted no 
time), had reached them before me, and 
was waiting with one foot in the 
stirrup on the far side of the animals— 
that is, with them between him and the 
house.

“Bully for y e !” he cried, in a low 
tone. “I wuz jist gittin’ anxious for 
ye. Mount and ride, Trent—ride like 
hell was bustin’ open behind ye!”

I did; as we swept down the road a 
brutal yell arose from the horsemen, 
showing that we were discovered, and I 
got my last glimpse of Quake’s for 
some time.

The old man was still erect in the 
doorway, reloading the shotgun. I 
don’t believe he had ever felt fear in his 
life—that is, to have it move him from 
what he considered his duty.

His duty in this case was to stand by 
his friends, and, incidentally, to exter
minate as many of the Wades as he

could by firing at the flames from their 
weapons; and to this code he was living 
up nobly.

At first I did not see the girl, but in a 
moment she came into the light again 
by his side, and with one purposeful 
yank at his arm dragged him within and 
shut the door.

It did not reopen, and within a few 
more bounds our horses had carried us 
out of range of the house.

And then it was nip and tuck for our 
lives. Up to that time the excitement 
had held me cool, I think; but now as 
the pursuit settled into its stride behind 
us, and I heard the hoofs of at least 
half a dozen horses hammering out the 
devil’s tattoo on the country road—and 
not so very far in our rear, at that—I 
was scared stiff.

I dug my knees into my house’s sides, 
and gave him a free rein, bending low 
in the saddle to avoid being punctured 
by a bullet from one of those rifles be
hind me, which would go off occasion
ally with a vicious little spat! for no 
other purpose, I think, than to make me 
remember my sins.

I did; I remember them all,.I think, 
being firmly convinced’ that each in
dividual slug of lead was especially 
aimed for my precious ribs.

Curiously enough, after that, I could 
think of nothing hut that man who had 
fallen under Quake’s fire; the curse with 
which he fell and the strange, incon
gruous, ranting prayer he put up, think
ing, I suppose, that he was dying.

But I guess my specialty isn’t death
bed repentance; I couldn’t pray—I only 
hung on the horse, and told him I loved 
him, and to go on for the love of 
Moses.

Lang, for his part, kept a superbly in
different silence. This was a part of his 
life; he was accustomed to it, as he was 
to the thought of dying with his boots 
on, and he spoke first when we had 
been riding hard for a matter of some 
ten minutes.

“I calc’late we’re losing that outfit,” 
he said, sitting up in his saddle, and 
glancing over his shoulder.

We were, I think. Lang’s horse was a 
splendid animal, though he held it in
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ferior to the one he had had shot un
der him at the ford; and my brute, 
though a vicious one, ill-tempered and 
conditioned, had speed and bottom, and 
kept fairly abreast of the other.

At any rate, the night seemed to fly 
to the rear very swiftly, and the sounds 
af hard riding and senseless shooting to 
begin to fade into the distance and be
come indistinct—all but that of two of 
the pursuers, that is.

They seemed to be almost, if not 
equally, as well mounted as wre were. 
YVhen the ruck fell back I could hear 
their hoofs drawing out of the clamor, 
and coming steadily on at a pace that 
neither increased nor lessened their dis
tance from us.

Lang spoke of them.
“They’ll drap off ’fore long, Trent,” 

he said, with the glimmer of a relieved 
amusement in his voice; “they’re gittin’ 
a leetle too close to my country for their 
own comfort.”

“Thank Heaven!” I said, fervently— 
and a little previously.

Precisely as the words left my lips 
Lang’s horse stumbled—w*e were driv
ing wildly down a hill at the time—upon 
a loose pebble, slid to its knees and 
keeled over on its side, throwing Lang.

For him the fall might well have been 
a nasty one had he been less active. As 
it was he was on his feet before the ani
mal had fairly struck the ground—on 
his feet and moved to profound pro: 
fanity. .

He was not scared now; there w'as a 
humorous tinge to his w’ords, as if he 
appreciated some rare joke upon .him- 

, self.
“ list my luck!” he grunted, striving 

vainly to get the prostrate animal on its 
feet.

I, of course, had promptly reined in 
to keep him company.

“Jist my doated McComb luck! Hyeh 
we air w'ithin five minutes’ ride o’ 
safety, and the fool hawTss breaks his 
dern laig!”

The horse writhed with the pain, and 
Lang, groaning writh sympathy for the 
beast, put an end to its sufferings with 
a shot.

“Get up behind me,” I suggested, un

pleasantly* conscious that the following 
hoofs were drawing uncomfortably 
near us.

“No,” he said. “Ye go on—hit ain’t 
fer. I kin jump into the bresh hyeh, 
and be home in no time.”

Goodness knows wdiy, but I suspected 
him of a desire to sacrifice himself to 
save me, and spake accordingly.

“Get up behind,” I said, firmly, “or 
I don’t go another step.”

Clumpetty-clump, clumpetty-clmnp! 
said the hoofs behind us.

“Oh, go on, w'ill ye------”
“I won’t. You get up!”
“But,” he expostulated, “the blame 

hawss won’t carry tw o!”
“He’ll carry two or none!” 
Clumpetty-clump!
“Hurry,” I cried, growing frightened 

again.
“Won’t I tell y e !”
Crack!
Our pursuers had rounded a bend, 

and emerged upon the brow of the hill, 
some distance above us and about three 
hundred yards in our rear. One rifle 
spoke.

“Oh,” said Lang, suddenly, “if I hev 
to— ”

I gave him a free stirrup, and he 
stuck his foot in it. In the rear the rifle 
cracked again, and the horse jumped 
and dancdd across the road, snorting 
madly.

CHAPTER XI.
B A C K  T O B A C K .

Lang gritted his teeth as he hopped 
along on one leg, trying to get a pur
chase by w’hicli to sw'ing himself up.

“Drat the beast!” he cried; adding: 
“That w'as a shore close shave, stranger. 
1  felt the wind o’ hit ’tween me and 
the hawss.”

What it w'as I began to say I don’t 
know. Something gave me pause and 
made me gasp .suddenly—something 
that seemed to enter beneath my right 
shoulder blade and dart with lightning- 
like swiftness up toward my collar bone 
—something that was like the blade of a
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white-hot knife, slipped smoothly into 
■ my flesh, searing, burning—an agoniz
ing pain.

I sighed (I remembered hearing the 
sound indistinctly, as of some one at a 
distance), and seemed to fall forward 
for 3  long time, ever down, down, 
down, into a black void that presently 
was no longer black, but filled with 
writhing, seething flames that lapped 
and coiled at my slow-descending form.

And eventually I found that I was 
holding myself in the saddle by a hand 
that gripped the pommel until it hurt, 
while the other hand, still holding the 
reins, was clutching at my throat.

We were moving. I comprehended 
in some way that Lang had succeeded at 
last in climbing up behind me, and now, 
by some marvel of horsemanship, was 
seated with his back to me, his face to 
the horse’s tail. My feet, I found, were 
beating madly on the beast’s ribs, which 
distracted him and made him move for
ward at a halting gallop—the best pace 
he could muster under the double load.

The sweet, fragrant coolness of the 
night air was like a soft caress upon my 
brow; and this, I conceive, was what 
had brought me out of my pain-racked 
stupor.

I could not move without agony. My 
position, as I found it, I managed to 
hold with some difficulty.

There was sound behind us—sounds 
of men shouting, and flying reports of 
rifles; and now and again Lang would 
clutch at my side for support, raise his 
arm, and his revolver would speak.

After some time I made out that he 
was calling to me—had been for good
ness knows howlong.

“Trent------ Trent------  Revolver------
Trent------”

I subdued my selfish pain with an 
effort, and tried to understand what he 
was saying; while the motion of the 
horse shook and thrilled that bullet 
wound and made everything seem un
real, illusive and incoherent.

Yet I had -sense enough to know that 
it was real—terribly and most danger
ously real.

“What?” I gasped.
“What’s the matter with ye?” he de
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manded, sharply, and bang! went that 
pistol in response to a shot.

“They’ve shot me,” I said, as loudly 
as 1  might, “in the chest.”

He groaned.
“Hand me yo’ gun,” he said, “if ye 

can. By God 1 Ed Wade’ll sweat blood 
for this night’s work, or my name’s not 
Lang McComb !’r

The night was again swaying and 
leaping about me . madly, the road—a 
white glow under the starlight—rising 
up to and falling away from me with 
sickening irregularity; and I heard my 
own groans from a long ways off.

But I finally was able to pass him 
the gun. He gripped it, and pressed 
my hand at the same time.

“Hold out as long’s ye kin,” he said. 
“Don’t be afeerd—I’ll pull ye through. 
And when I yell pull this hyeh beast in 
if ye kin.”

For reply he got a grunt which seemed 
to answer all purposes. I chewed at my 
lips, in an effort to retain consciousness, 
till they bled. Fie was now reloading 
his own revolver.

“Don’t see why I can’t hit neither o’ 
them,” he muttered to himself; and 
then:

“There’s that sycamore at last!”
I wondered if my ears were failing 

m e; there was a certain roaring in them 
through which outside sounds pene
trated fairly distinctly, as the thin treble 
of a child will rise clear above the in
cessant clamor of heavy seas upon a 
sandy shore.

I could no longer make out the hoof 
beats of our pursuers. I hoped they 
might have given up the chase; we 
seemed to iiave come a long way, and 
should be near the McComb place now 
if ever.

But no! Again I heard the rattle of 
those confounded Winchesters and the 
shrilling of the leaden pellets around our 
ears. I shivered, and then, all at once, 
Lang burst out into the most horrible 
series of screeches I have ever been 
unfortunate enough to have to listen to.

It startled my senses out of a sort of 
dreamy lethargy they were slipping into 
—a sensation of helplessness like that we 
feel under the influence of a nightmare;
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and I remembered that I was to stop 
the horse.

Pulling in on the reins, I brought 
him to a willing halt, and felt the ab
sence of Lang’s bulk from his haunches. 
I was fully conscious now—in pain, but 
clear of eye and brain—and I wanted 
to see.

My mount helped me in this desire. 
I fancy he had enjoyed the flight and 
fight as well as had the pursuers. Any
how, he veered around now until his 
head was again toward Roan’s, and 
stood gazing down the road with - an 
expression of great intelligence and in
terest on his pricked-forward ears.

Lang I saw dismounted—of course— 
and running back, a spitting revolver 
in either hand. He was still giving vent 
to his ear-splitting war whoops between 
shots, and appeared to be having a bully 
good time.

A little distance from him I saw two 
horses at a halt and half turned, so that 
they presented a broadside, so to speak, 
to us.

One I thought riderless, but after
wards made out a man clinging help
lessly about his neck. The second ani
mal bore a rider, erect, who was just 
at that moment aiming at Langwmth his 
rifle.

His peril seemed so great, his daring 
of death so maniacal, that I rose, 
wounded though I was, in my stirrups, 
and sent a thin, feeble cry down the 
road after Lang’s retreating figure.

‘It was an effort wasted. Lang knew 
what he was about, even if I could not 
see the method in his madness.

For hardly had my cry spent its slim 
strength against the hills when it was 
taken up and echoed and re-echoed from 
half a dozen throats, and, with a scurry 
of hoofs and a rattle of pistols, men 
bore down upon me, and; dividing, 
swept past to the rescue.

They were the McCombs in force, 
roused from their beds by Lang’s hide
ous screeching. They were half dressed 
and wholly mad, riding bareback and 
ludicrous to the eye—but welcome.

The man with the Winchester paused 
in surprise. I fancy he had not thought 
he had- ventured so near the McComb

home, with his companion. He looked 
up from his sighting along the barrel, 
and—I could not see his face, but im
agined the chagrined expression.—pulled 
the trigger aimlessly. The shot spent 
itself in all outdoors.

Nor did he pause to observe its effect. 
Wheeling both horses, he let out a 
frightened yell, and lashed them into a 
dead run on the back route, A few of 
the McComb contingent pursued, and, 
like Kim, vanished promptly into the 
dark shadows of the wooded road.

The rest gathered about Lang. I 
heard him talking loudly, pointing, ges
ticulating in my direction; a breeze 
sprang up, and carried to my ears angry 
murmurs from the group.

One man’s voice rose clear and 
threatening:

“Kill every whelp in the litter------”
And then they turned and came to

ward me. I saw them, sitting tight and 
gripping the pommel to retain my con
sciousness.

CHAPTER XII.
THE HAND.UPON MY SHOULDER.

For many, many days I seemed to 
have been blundering hither and thither, 
weary and aching, in a dense fog. It 
was everywhere, on all sides, of me, en
veloping my world in a shroud of blind
ness, thick, deep, mysterious, impervious 
to sight, but not to sound.

Through this, I knew not why, I was 
doomed to wander for always, in some 
strange, anguished search for I knew 
not what. I was only sentient to this: 
that I must go on, on, ever on.

But, gradually, the fog began to lift, 
and ere long I could see somewhat; and 
the world stopped its reeling and stood 
still, with me in the center of it, lying 
on my back on a rude, clean‘couch in a 
small, close, sweet-scented room.

People went in. and out, speaking in 
low tones; one stopped to gaze at me, 
or to smooth my pillow, and another 
brought me food in a bowl—some thin 
gruel, which I lapped at greedily.

And presently I understood.
I was in a room in the McComb
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homestead, in the mountains. I knew 
this, hearing Lang calling cheerily to 
his dogs outside, beyond the little, open 
window at the foot of my bed. And a 
woman came and looked in at me—a 
woman with kind eyes singularly like 
Lang’s in expression, and with a ripe, 
round, pink-cheeked face, homely and 
honest.

She smiled, and went away. I closed 
my eyes and waited. I was weak and 
light-headed—felt a good deal as if I 
did not weigh more than about a pound 
or a pound and a half, or say two 
pounds for a limit.

I heard Lang’s voice again, and the 
scrambling of hoofs. He was saying 
good-by to some one, and explaining 
that he would be back soon. I felt sud
denly ill-used, as if he were deserting 
me.

But I lay on. At intervals horses 
passed the house, thumping slowly along 
the mountain road. One stopped and 
entered. I hoped it was Lang re
turning.

It was not—it was better; it was Beth, 
calling to ask after me.

She came upstairs, after a while, and 
entered my room, and sat down on a 
clumsy, old-fashioned chair by the head 
of my bed.

I thought I had never seen anything 
so heavenly as her face,' so I smiled at 
her, and was rewarded with a smile that 
made the blood pulse in my temples.

Yet, always, I knew that it was but a 
friendly feeling, no more, that brought 
her to my side.

She sat there, talking in a low, calm 
tone, telling me the news of the days 
past. It seemed that I had been un
conscious for a matter of over half a 
week, but that I would be all right with 
a day or so more of rest.

“Logan?” I asked, thinking of the 
man whom I had shot down at the ford.

He would live, she said; his wound 
had been more serious than mine, but 
he was slowly recovering.

She had pulled' Quake back into the 
house, when she found that we had 
made good our effort at escape, and 
the attacking- party had all streamed 
out in pursuit of us, leaving them in

safety for a brief time, which they had 
improved at once. ~ ...

Quake had saddled his horse and rid
den up into the mountains, to wait until 
things would be quieted down some
what, and it would be safe for him to 
return.

She— Beth—had ridden back to—she 
hesitated here, and at length brought 
out the word with an effort—to her 
home.

Meanwhile, the Wade gang, pursuing 
us, had divided into two parties, as I 
kn'ew. The ruck had kept doggedly on, 
in hope of being in at our death; but 
when the McComb party sallied out, 
and drove back the two foremost men, 
they had also gone farther and had 
chased the remainder of the gang half
way back to Badalia.

Quake’s store was therefore saved 
from burning.

Singularly enough (but justly, I 
thought), all the casualties, except my 
own wound, had been on the Wade side 
of the argument.

Ed Wade himself was nursing a 
broken head; his horse had been shot, 
he said, and in falling had thrown him 
so that his forehead came in contact 
with aH3ck.

I thought that I could have given a 
better and more picturesque and true ac
count of this accident than Ed Wade 
had seen fit to ; but said nothing.

Two others had been wounded among 
Wade’s retainers. So it appeared that 
we three—Lang, old Quake and I—had 
repaid amply Ed Wade for the loss of 
two horses and my bullet wound.

This knowledge made me feel rather 
happy and contented; the strange com
bination of adventures l had blundered 
into since my arrival in the Sinful Creek 
community, had aroused in me a feeling 
of intense animosity to the Wade outfit 
(not unnaturally, perhaps), and quite 
as distinct a sense of loyalty to the 
McCombs.

I felt that, having been of service in 
saving Lang McComb from assassina
tion, I had conferred a signal benefit 
upon the whole valley; he was the sort 
of man that humanity there could not 
afford to do without.
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Beth left me after a while, and I 
turned over, contentedly, to sleep, when 
I overheard (I could not help it) Lang’s 
mother waylay her in the hall.

“Beth,” she said, affectionately, as if 
she knew well and loved the girl, “air 
ye coinin’ back liyeh to-morrow.”

There was a pause before I heard 
the girl’s reply.

“I don’t think so. No,” she added, 
with sudden decision. “I mustn’t—I 
dassent. Ed would—if he knew------”

Her voice broke here, and she did not 
finish.

I fancied she was running away, but 
the old woman detained her; for when 
they spoke again their voices were more 
distant.

“Beth, Beth!” said Mrs. McComb, in 
a tone of gentle reproach. “What for 
air ye treatin’ Lang so? Ain’t he good 
’nuff for ye, gal ? D’ye think that vaga- 
bone Ed Wade’s as good’s my boy ?”

“No,” responded the girl, brokenly. 
“You know I don’t—he isn’t------”

“Then why'n goodness’ name don’t ye 
marry Lang, ’stid o’------”

“I can’t—I can’t ! Oh, mother, don’t 
ask me.”

“But I will ax ye. I want to 
know.”

“I can’t tell you. I’ve promised, and 
—oh, I don’t love Ed, but I must, I 
must!”

With this she must have broken sud
denly away; for a moment or two after
wards I heard her mount and go kiting 
down the road. From the pace she 
lashed her horse into, she must have 
thought herself in a hurry—or have 
been wanting to leave behind her dis
turbing thoughts.

During the following afternoon I was 
permitted to get up, dress, and take the 
mountain air from the veranda in front 
of the house. I found Lang McComb 
there with a rifle across his knees; he 
was tilted back in his chair, serenely 
gazing at the misty purple sky line of 
the distant Cumberlands.

A second rifle, a repeating Winches
ter, was leaning against the wall by the 
chair. Lang explained this armed 
peace, characteristically.

“I hev sent word to Ed Wade,” he

said, smiling, “that, if he hankers after 
shootin’ me up any mo’, he kin find me 
liyeh. I ain’t gwine to cross the valley 
on pu’pose to git shot.”

We talked for a few moments. One 
subject was uppermost in my mind, and 
presently I found a chance to turn the 
conversation in that direction. I felt 
my way delicately, but finally managed 
to give him the substance of what I 
had heard pass between his mother and 
the girl. Why would she not marry 
him ?

“Look hyeh, Mr. Trent,” said Lang 
suddenly (hitherto he had been calling 
me “Trent”), “don’t ye worry ’ bout 
Beth marryin’ Ed Wade. She only 
thinks she will. She ain’t goin’ to,’ hon
est! Say, d’ye reckon I’d let her? 
That hound-pup, Ed Wade! I allow 
not.”

I felt uneasily that I had been re
buked for interfering. I squirmed in 
my chair for a while, and then, finding 
that I was considered perfectly cured, 
now that I was at last -up and about, an
nounced my intention of riding down 
to Quake’s, to get my camera and 
satchel.

Lang gravely permitted me leave of „ 
absence, and caught and saddled my 
horse himself. He advised, however, 
that I rid® in the shade as much as pos
sible; the sun, striking my still con
valescent wounds in shoulder and 
throat, would do them no good.

This was good counsel, I felt; and I 
improved upon it by riding slowly. The 
day was exceptionally fine, the air de
licious to my city-bred lungs. ,1 loitered 
along, drinking it in in great chestfuls.

Again I found myself on an erratic, 
irresponsible road—a continuation, in 
fact, of the one I had traveled on from 
Milan to Roan’s.

I was content to take the rest of the 
afternoon—though that was not much 
—for my ride; but after a while my 
journey began to seem quite long. I 
had had no notion that Lang and I had 
covered so much ground in our break 
for life, that night,

In time, I became weary, and, coming 
to a cool, inviting glade in the woods 
by the roadside, I alighted, tethered my
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horse, and sat down at some distance 
from the highway, with a clump of lau
rels at my back.

Lighting my pipe, I prepared to puz
zle ou t! something that was troubling 
me mofe than a little—how I was to 
find my man— “the man with the 
thumb”—without wandering too far 
from safety at McComb’s, without fall
ing into the hands of the Wades. And 
it seemed as if I, by the totally unfor- 
seen manner in which I had involved 
myself in the feud, was faced by a task 
extremely difficult of accomplishment.

Yet I felt undismayed. Really, I was 
enjoying myself, and felt that I should 
win out somehow or other; for Lang 
had assured me that I was entirely safe 
if I confined myself to the Roan side of 
the valley and did not stray over to 
Badalia. And I had a habit, those days, 
of believing in myself, in my eventual 
success.

The afternoon dragged on drowsily, 
the sun slanting slowly toward the west. 
Myself, I drowsed, nodding over my 
problem—thinking for the most part, it 
may be, of Beth Roan and the beauty of 
her as I had seen it.

Somehow it seemed queer to me that 
when I had met the girl but twice, I 
should find the charm of her appealing 
so strongly to my imagination. I had 
but to close my eyes, I found, to see 
her sweet face hovering before me. So 
I kept my eyes closed, for the most part.

And yet I was to open them suddenly 
with a cry, to sit bolt upright, gasping 
with . astonishment. For, in some 
strange reversion of thought, while my 
mind was centered upon Beth Roan, it 
had suddenly struck off at the most di
rect of tangents and—side by side with 
the girl’s, I saw in my fancy the features 
of a man.

Now the resemblance between them 
both was too marked to be passed over. 
It was striking, as I thought—a natal 
likeness. And.the man was one >vhom 
I had never seen. He was none other 
than he whose photograph had been 
handed me by Gray Eyes, on the train— 
so long ago; he whose face I was to 
carry in my memory, he of whose thumb 
I was to get an impression.

It was clear to me, abruptly, that I 
must find Beth Roan. If there were 
a feeling of pity in her heart for me, 
I thought, if she held me in any grati
tude for saving the life of the man she 
loved—Lang McComb—then I would 
be safe in taking her into my confidence, 
in asking her aid. Surely she would not 
refuse me.

Having some vague thought of going 
directly to Badalia to find the girl—for 
she had said she would not return to 
McComb’s—I was about to rise; had 
even swung myself up on my knee, 
when a hand glided out of the bushes 
behind me and settled firmly upon my 
shoulder with a grip whose might I 
was unable to deny, in my enfeebled 
state.

And, too, without delay, a second 
large, horny palm closed over my 
mouth. I was dragged, struggling and 
terrified, into the cool shadows and se
clusion of the forest behind me.

CHAPTER XIII.

I TAKE BIG CHANCES.

“Don’t ye whimper, suh! Don’t ye 
do i t ! Ef ye do, I’ll—well----- ”

A pistol’s butt hung in the air above 
me, threateningly, at which I gazed with 
an apprehension strangely tempered by 
the tone of the speaker. It was not 
unkindly; there was nothing of malice 
in the tones—rather an humorous ap
preciation of my fright.

Moreover, the hand which had so 
lovingly attached itself to my coat col
lar, and that which had closed so firmly 
upon my opening lips—opening to let 
out a screech for help—had not been 
ungentle. They had had a duty to per
form, and that they had done with thor
oughness, but with consideration, also.

For my part, I was too weak to make 
any resistance worth mentioning. I 
wriggled feebly, it’s true, and tried to 
call out—but to no purpose. I found I 
was neatly trapped, so lay submissive, 
but waiting for the chance to draw my 
revolver. I was convinced that I would 
stand no show for my life in Ed Wade’s
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power—— And it’s more fun to die 
fighting than any other way I can im
agine. But not yet had it come to that 
extremity.

“That's bettah, suh,” said the voice. 
“Jes’ rest yo’self, an’ don’t fret. Ed 
Wade ain’t got ye yit. Don’t ye re
number me, suh ?”

Remember him? I could almost have 
kissed him, so relieved was I to'find that 
it was Quake.

Still, a glance at his face was enough 
to assure me that the time was not one 
for frivolity. 'He was livid under the 
action of some strong emotion, and his 
hands, the moment he released me, be
gan their fitful vibration of nervousness. 
His eyes wore a worried, anxious gleam 
which told me that no good boded for 
him—or possibly, for his friends, the 
McCombs.

“What’s the matter?” I asked at once, 
unconsciously whispering hoarsely, as 
one who fears a listener.

“S-sh!” he told me, lifting a warn
ing hand, and cocking his ear to the 
breeze. Evidently he heard nothing, 
for presently he seemed less agitated.

“Be ye fr’m Lang’s?” he demanded, 
promptly, disregarding my query.

“Yes------”
“Is thet yo’ hawSs out thar?”
“Yes, but-— ”
“Then fo’ Gawd’s sake, suh,” he in

terrupted, appealingly, “mount and 
hump yo’self fo’ safety. Get back, to 
Lang ez quick ez ye kin, an’-tell------”

He paused, again listening.
“Why?” I whispered. “What’s the 

trouble ?”
“Trebble enough, suh. Wade’s gang 

be on the wahpath. Mos’ likely they- 
alls cornin’ this hyehaways now——• 
S-sh------”

He rose suddenly and slipped 
through the bushes. I stood up, watch
ing him approach my horse, pat the 
beast soothingly, grip her nostrils to 
prevent a neigh, and finally, with infinite 
stealthy precautions, untether and lead 
her back into the brush.

He passed me, leading the animal, 
with a cautioning gesture for silence, 
and retied her in a spot screened from 
the roadway. Then he stood at gaze,

like a statue, holding the horse’s nostrils 
and watching the road.

Following his example, I saw, after 
some dragging moments, two men, un
known to me and of rough aspect, ride 
slowly past us, talking together in low 
tones. Both carried heavy Winchesteas 
across their saddle bows, and both were 
keenly scrutinizing each inch of the 
woodland.

Fortunately they missed, us and rode 
on. Quake waited a length of time'that- 
seemed exaggerated to me before he 
ventured to release the horse’s head, and 
make an explanation.

“Some o’ Wade’s oufit, suh,” he said, 
briefly. “They-all lit down on me this 
arternoon. I heerd ’em cornin’ asd 
scooted. I’m gwine to warn Lang.”

“What does it mean?” I demanded-
“Beth Roan tole me, jist afore they 

come to my stoah, suh. Hit ’pears like 
Ed Wade went over yon, into Breathitt 
County, las’ week, an’ to-day, jist at 
no.on, suh, he comes gallivantin’ back 
with twenty rapscallions fr’m Breathitt. 
He ’lows ez he’s gwine wipe ary sign o’ 
McComb out’r Sinful Crick Val
ley, suh. They-alls gwine burn Lang 
out t’-night.”

I stood motionless, staring at him, 
horrified, hardly able to believe my ears. 
In a moment he went on, smiling 
slightly.

“Thet is, ef no one don’t go an’- tell 
Lang they-alls cornin’. I’m gwine to, 
suh, and Wade’s gang’ll find a mighty 
hot welcome at Roan’s, suh—ef I know 
anything about Lang. Ye better leave 
yo’ hawss hyeh, suh, an’ come with me 
to Lang’s. What?”
‘ A sudden light,bad burst upon m e; a 
scheme to outwit Ed Wade.

With “Wade’s gang” out for the 
night, bent on battle, murder and sud
den death for all McCombs and all that 
family’s adherents, Badalia, naturally, 
would be deserted save for the women 
and children.

Beth Roan, too, would be there— 
perhaps unwillingly. I knew enough to 
guess that Ed Wade had some unusually 
strong hold upon the girl, to compel her 
to his will as he had; and the matter of 
the resemblance which had just struck
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me so forcibly, completed a chain of 
reasoning.

“Look here,” I said, “is there any one 
in the valley that looks like Miss Roan, 
Mr. Quake?”

“No, suh.” He shook his head, star- 
ihg at me as if he thought I had sud
denly taken leave of my senses. “Least- 
ways, thar ain’t been no one sinst her 
father died—ol’ Maj. Roan.”

“But,” I persisted, "is he dead?” 
Again he gave me the answer that I 

had received from him the night of my 
entry into the valley: “Some say as he 
is, suh; I dunno.”

“You’re not sure?”
He hesitated. “I’ve heerd some say

a# his ha’nt hed been seen, suh------”
I proceeded to mystify him still more. 
“Who'll be at Badalia to-night?”
“No one, ’cept’n th’ women and chil- 

iern an’ dawgs, suh.”
“And Beth Roan?”
“Yes, suh—she tole me she hed to go 

back, suh. I dunno why.” . .
Rapidly I outlined to him my sus

picions, trusting him perhaps recklessly 
because I knew that he adored the 
young girl and opposed her marriage 
with Wade. And the verdict, when I 
had detailed my scheme, was an enthusi
astic old man frantically wringing me 
by the hand.

“Go on, suh!” he cried. “Go on an’ 
win; Gawd bless ye, suh!”

“There’s no danger,” I said, more to 
reassure myself than to him; “even if 
I’m seen before I find Miss Roan, no 
one in Badalia knows me. True, I’ve 
encountered the Wades twice, but both 
times it ..was too dark for them to see 
me. Personally, I’ll%be safe enough.
And if I win------”

“Ye’ll win, suh. Ye sholy will. An’ 
atter this hyeh hez blowed over, ye kin 
alius call on ol’ man Quajce. He’s with 
ye, suh. Yo’s sholy a man!”

With great caution he got me across 
the highway without our being discov
ered by any of Wade’s lurking men. 
Then, finally, he brought me to a narrow 
footpath.

“Take ye to Badalia, straight,” he 
explained. “Hit ain’t been used fo’ 
years, suh; but thet thar path leads from

Roan’s to Badalia. An’, fo’ safety’s 
sake, I wouldn’t staht ontil dusk.”

Then he left me to go on to warn 
Lang. I waited, impatiently, until 
nightfall, hearing no sounds but the 
forest’s, seeing nothing save the wood
land scenes; no human beings came to 
observe me. And, at nightfall, I started 
for the lion’s month.

I found it a difficult passage that I 
had to make through the bottom lands of 
Sinful Creek Valley. In my enfeebled 
condition, fearful of straining myself, 
and thereby reopening my wounds, so 
proceeding cautiously with frequent 
rests, it was eleven, or after, before I 
stood in the dusty road which formed 
the Main Street of Badalia—and its 
only one.

Along it houses straggled, dark, 
quiet, deserted, mysterious and unreal in 
the moon’s illusive rays. There were 
no sounds, the silence seemed ominous. 
In a few7 scattered windows only, shone 
dull yellow glows, to signify that the 
inmates—the women folk who had 
been left behind—were awake and 
watchful.

Keeping in the shadow as much as 
possible, I cautiously made my way 
along the roadside,  ̂ wondering what 
house I would better enter first, to 
further my ends. ■ Completely ignorant 
of the place as I was, I had no notion, 
now that I was on the scene, as to what 
my best move should be.

And suddenly it came to me, as I 
paused' almost bewildered, that I was 
doing a very foolish and futile thing, 
to no good end.

And even at that same instant my 
straining ears caught, from across the 
valley,'faint and indistinct, the sharp 
crack of a rifle. The dogs of Badalia 
heard it, and at once gave raucous 
tongue, frenzied.

Frightened, fearing that I would be 
discovered, I took to my heels, and ran 
—ran as if every dog in Badalia were 

- snapping at my calves. Perhaps I need 
not have been so timorous—but I took 
no chances. Happily, none of Badalia’s 
human inhabitants noticed m e; pres
ently I seemed to leave the village be
hind, and was about to stop and return,
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more stealthily than before, if that were 
possible, when I saw, through the trees 
ahead, the moonlight shining on the 
corner of a white house.

A painted house—of all things in this 
blowsy neighborhood! I reconnoitered 
quietly, and came to the conclusion that 
this must be Beth’s home. •

It was a place more pretentious than 
anything I had dreamed of finding; 
three stories in height, a veranda and 
side porches, glazed windows, the sem
blance of a neglected lawn in front, and 
a really and truly stand-up board fence 
with a gate at the edge of the road!

It seemed, as far as I could determine 
by close observation, to be deserted. It 
would be dangerous to enter—but that 
was what I had come to brave. Finally 
I decided to risk it, and, with my heart 
in my mouth, canpe boldly up the road, 
opened the gate, and walked to the ve
randa—to halt terrified when a sluggish, 
lack-luster voice rose from its shadows.

“Howdy, stranger? What kin I do 
for ye?”

I looked intently into the darkness; 
and the speaker suddenly drawing upon 
a cigar and causing the ash to fall, I 
made out the glowing butt of it with a 
dim mass behind which might or might 
not be a man.

“I’m looking------” I began, slowly,
trying to think up a good lie, and then 
telling i t : “I’m looking for Mr. Wade 
—Mr. Ed Wade. Does he live here?”

A huge figure erected itself from an 
armchair. It seemed dimly familiar in 
some way. Also the voice smote my 
tympanums reminiscently.

“I reckon he does,” said the man. 
"Come in. What do ye want of me?”

I was completely astonished, for the 
moment speechless.

“Go on,” he cried, with gathering im
patience. “Tell me yo’ business. I’m 
Ed Wade.”

CHAPTER XIV.
T H E  POLTROON.

He frightened me—positively—by the 
great bulk of him. The man was a 
physical giant. Lang McComb was a

big man, but Ed Wade was as tall as 
Lang and twice -as broad and deep, it 
seemed. As' for me, he would have 
made two Dick Tarrions. And yet, for 
all his flesh and greatness, he was not 
unwieldy; he handled his body well, 
carrying himself with a grace that gave 
one the impression of a man never to 
be caught napping.

It remained to be determined whether 
or no he was a giant in intellect as well 
as in build. It was for me to match my 
subtlety against his cunning in a game 
whose stakes were mighty high—for 
me, at least, whose life was included. 
And, realizing this, I stood confused at 
the outset, lacking the straighf-sound- 
ing answer which his plain, straight
forward question demanded.

Casting about for some reply I seized 
upon the primal thought that was in my 
mind, and—told the truth!

"My -business,” I stammered, con
fusedly, “it’s—it’s—I wished to see you 
concerning Maj. Roan!”

“What!” He brought the ejaculation 
out like the report of a pistol shot. He 
walked down to the edge of the porch, 
and stood glowering at me until I felt 
that I wilted under that penetrating 
glare. Finally:

“Majah Roan’s been dead these two 
yeahs,” he observed, quietly.

“I know it,” I agreed, steeling myself. 
“But he left a daughter, I believe?” 

“Yes, suh. What of that?”
Then I began to lie, desperately; for 

I knew not what else to do.
“My name,” I said, “is Richards. I 

am the son of one of Maj. Roan’s old 
friends—a resident of Lexington. My 
father recently died leaving me his prop
erty; but in his will he directed that all 
his debts should be paid, and I find in 
a schedule of them that he owed Maj. 
Roan several thousand dollars. This 
naturally belongs to his daughter, and I 
wish to settle with her.”

“Come inside.”
Wade made the remark suddenly and 

sharply, and, after a considering pause, 
turned on his heel and entered the house. 
I swallowed my heart and followed, 
congratulating myself on the ready 
credence he had given my tale, com
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forting myself with the thought that, 
should worse come to worst and I be 
discovered, we were at least man to man 
—and that there was in the side pocket 
of my coat the heavy, reassuring weight 
of a built-for-business forty-four.

He led the way into a dining-room 
—evidently; a room in the front of the 
house, at one side of the central hall, 
somewhat better furnished than my 
previous experience had led me to ex
pect to find in these mountains.

I found time to wonder at the taste 
displayed while Wade was lighting a 
kerosene lantern. He placed it in a 
bracket, so that the reflector threw a 
strong light upon me as I sat in the 
chair which he politely insisted was the 
easiest in the room. For Wade’s part, 
he remained standing before an open 
fiVeplace, hands behind his back, his 
head pugnaciously forward, two little, 
sinister, black eyes fixed steadily upon 
mine.

“Ye say ye come fr’m Lexington?’’ 
he inquired, pleasantly. “Right smart 
of a journey, suh. Did ye come fr’m 
Nazareth, or Milan ways?”

“From Milan,” I lied, more confi
dently, now that the habit was growing 
upon me; “I just got in this evening.” 

“An’ ye hed to walk? That’s sholy 
too bad, suh. Lernme mix ye a toddy. 
Tek off yo’ coat, an’ melc yo’self com
fortable. Why, ye must be worn to a 
frazzle, walkin’ so fer.”

“I’m quite comfortable, thank you,” 
I lied again; for I was uneasy now, 
vaguely alarmed by the mocking some
thing which I fancied I detected in his 
tone. “I don’t much care to drink.
After business is over, perhaps------ Is
Miss Roan about?”

I was desperately determined to 
brazen it out. Also, I was scared and 
confused. There were several things, 
indeed, which were beyond my compre
hension. For one—why was Ed Wade 
here, when-his men were attacking the 
McCombs ?

I fancied something menacing in his 
attitude toward me, nor was I satisfied 
with the intangible explanation that in 
referring to Maj. Roan I touched upon 
some tender spot. Had Quake proven

false to me, warned Wade of my 
coming? Had I been watched by Wade 
spies, that afternoon ?

Was I in a trap?
“Miss Roan ?” he repeated. “Why, 

yes, suh; I s’pose she oughter be some- 
whar ’round.”

He had turned to a cupboard with his 
offer of a drink, and had taken from it 
a bottle of whiskey. This he fondled as 
he stood, smiling slightly.

“I’d like to see her,” I blundered on. 
“Of course, I want to settle up, and get 
back as soon as I can.”

“Umm—yes. I'll call her------
Mought I ask, Mistah Richards, how 
you knew enough to come to me foh 
Miss Roan?”

“Why—the storekeeper at Milan fold 
me that—that you might know.”

His' arm moved swiftly. . I saw the 
missile coming, out of the tail of my 
eye, and I dodged, but not quickly 
enough. He had thrown the whiskey 
bottle at my head—thrown it with ex
ceeding swiftness and unerring aim. 
Despite my warning I could not evade 
it. I was struck a heavy, glancing blow 
on the temple, knocked from the chair, 
half stunned and just able to see.

Wade laughed aloud, gloatingly.
“Yo’ picayune ass!” he cried, scorn

fully. “What kind of a fool d’ye think 
I am—to walk into my hands with yo’ 
lies, when I know well enough thar ain’t 
no evenin’ train into Milan!”

He considered me, stroking his chin. 
I lay still, scarce daring to breathe, 
knowing that my only chance lay in 
making him believe that I was uncon
scious ; but. I watched through half- 
closed eyes.

“I reckon,” he continued, “ye must 
be this hyeh Mistah Tarrion thet’s been 
raising ructions. Wall, I calculate to 
settle with ye, Tarrion.”

He reached down into the leg of his 
boot. When his hand came out it held 
his revolver—but held it a second too 
late. In that instant I had taken heart, 
and had drawn and covered him with 
my hammerless.

“Just drop that gun!” I besought 
him.

He gaped at me blankly, the trium
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phant sneer fading from his face. His 
hands opened nervously and his weapon 
fell to the floor.

I watched him with growing amaze
ment, as he gazed as one fascinated into 
the muzzle of my gun. His thick, 
sensual lips were trembling; his face, 
that had been red-hued, now ashen- 
green ; his eyes were glinting like hard 
stones struck by fear, throwing off 
sparks of pure terror; his fingers 
twitched and the whole frame of him 
vibrated weakly, as a stricken thing, in
vertebrate.

The sight of him thus made my 
gorge rise. It was horrible, monstrous, 
a pitiful exhibition—and it w;as the ex
planation of his absence from the work 
of the night.

lid Wade teas a cotmrd!
“Don’t shoot,” he whimpered, weakly. 

“Please, suh, don’t shoot! Aw, fo’ 
Gawd’s sake, suh------”

“Oh, shut up!” I snapped, sickened.
But he whined on, abject, cringing, 

fawning, begging me to have melrcy 
upon him, to spare his worthless carcass 
—>until finally I had to silence him with 
the threat direct.

At the muzzle of the revolver, I 
backed him into a corner, as distant as 
possible from either door of the room. 
I placed myself over against the outer 
doorway, facing him, at my ease in a 
chair. And then, by dint of threats 
made potent by the weapon I kept 
trained upon him, I made him answer.

“You called me Tarrion just now,” 
I said. “Now, how did you know that 
was my name?”

“I—uh—I----- ” he stammered, un
able to keep his eyes from the revolver.

“Did you ever,” I continued, “use a 
telephone ?”

“Why, suh ! What d’ye mean, suh ?”
“I mean this': Did you ever tell any

body, over a telephone wire, that if he 
came out here, when you ‘got through 
with Mr. Tarrion, he’d wish he’d never 
been born ?’ ”

I thought the craven’s eyes would 
start from their sockets. But by then I 
had recognized his vgice, was fairly 
sure of him.

“And then,” I continued, gloatingly,

“some one interrupted you, and told 
you not to be too sure? Remember 
that ? I was the fellow who was so 
rude.”

“You, suh?”
Still he stared blankly. But his 

simulated incomprehension failed to de
ceive me. I felt that I had put my fin
ger on the button of this mystery. I 
was putting two and two together.

Now, I was assured, I was come to 
the end of my search; and, as surely, I 
felt that the man I had been sent to seek 
was Maj. Roan, and that Wade knew 
where the major was.

“Where,” I demanded, suddenly, and 
as fiercely as I could, “is Maj. Roan?” 

He gripped his fat fingers together. 
“Dead, suh,” he whispered, hoarsely. 
I raised the revolver.
“Where—is— Maj.—-Roan ?”
“Oh—suh. Oh, oh, don’t, suh! I’ll 

take ye to him, suh ! I will, indeed, suh!
I promise------  Oh, please, suh------”

“Then he isn’t dead?”
“No, suh; indeed he isn’t, suh. He’s 

jist pretendin’ to be dead, suh!”
“Very well. How long will it take 

you to get me to him?”
“Ten minutes, suh—not rnoah, suh!”
“Good !------  H ello!”
The crack of a rifle shot had come to 

my ears—short, sharp at hand. Others 
followed it. I rose, uneasily, and 
walked to the window—careful, how
ever, to keep an eye on Wade.

Before the house the valley lay a well 
of darkness. But at the farther side— 
as nearly as I might judge, at the cross
roads whefe stood Quake’s store—a pil
lar of flame was leaping skywards, toss
ing aloft great clouds of ruddy smoke, 
huge constellations of sparks for the 
night wind to carry Milanwards.

I had forgotten, absorbed in the ex
citement of my adventure, the work that 
was doing in Roan’s that night. Now, 
bitterly indignant as this was brought 
home to me, and I realized what the 
flames meant, I swore aloud.

“The devil!” I cried.
“What is it, suh?” Wade demanded, 

eagerly.
“Quake’s store is being burned!” I
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told him. “The work of your men, you 
cur!”

He said something exultantly toned, 
but I did not hear it well. My ears were 
filled with the thunder of hoofs caused 
by a body of horsemen dashing up the 
road from Quake’s—and already peril
ously near Badalia.

Wade’s men, I deduced, were return
ing, having triumphed over the Mc- 
Comb forces, having carried fire and 
death to Roan’s. If this were so, it be
hooved me to escape. And I dared 
not leave Wade behind.

I leaned out of the window, striving 
to judge by my hearing of the nearness 
of the horsemen.

In that moment Wade was upon my 
shoulders—like a huge, crafty, cowardly 
cat that strikes when its prey is unaware 
of danger.

He got me to the floor. Fortunately, 
my revolver had dropped out of the 
window; and, despite my weakness, I 
managed to keep him too busy to find 
his own. We fought the round of 
the room, rolling, biting, scratching— 
fought like animals, indeed; 'for Wade 
was the larger and the stronger, I the 
more desperate, reading my death war
rant in every individual note of the clat
tering hoofs that neared us.

Abruptly the man jerked himself away, 
and I was free—free to lie limp and ex
hausted upon the floor, free to watch 
him as he ran about the room, terrorized 
again, seeking an exit which, when 
found, he feared to take, while from 
without came the stamping of suddenly 
halted horses and cries, loud and im
perative for:

“Wade! Ed Wade! Come out of 
that, you------”

One voice I knew. It was McComb’s 
—Lang’s. And then I understood that 
Wade’s gang had been defeated, that all 
was well with me. And I watched the 
wretched creature curiously as he circled 
the wall aimlessly, dazedly, like a mouse 
in a trap.

Feet rang upon the veranda, in the 
hallway. Wade, screaming, made a des
perate dash for the rear doorway. A 
flash of flame met him at its threshold, 
and he slumped back heavily to the

floor, groaning, pleading, begging for 
mercy—mortally wounded.

There entered, upon that instant, Beth 
Roan, Lang McComb, Quake, a dozen 
of McComb’s men, and—of all men— 
Peter Michaels, “Gray Eyes!”

CHAPTER XV.
T H E  P R IN T  OF A T H U M B .

Michaels says that when I saw him I 
yelped just one remark, and slid off into 
unconsciousness. I expect that that’s 
about right; for, without my knowing 
it at the time, my wound had been re
opened by my struggle with Ed Wade, 
and the consequent loss of blood had 
knocked from under me the props of 
strength.

At any rate, I woke up the next day, 
back in the little room in the McComb 
homestead. Michaels himself was sit
ting by the window. I murmured 
something and he looked up.

“Howdy, fire eater,’’ he said. 
“Thought you’d wake up in time to as
sist at the ceremony, did you ?’’

“What ceremony?” I said, weakly.
“Marriage ceremony, sir; Miss Eliza

beth Roan is to be married to Lang Mc
Comb at three this afternoon.”

“Say,” I pleaded, “tell me all about 
it, Michaels. If you don’t, right now, 
I’ll talk a blue streak, and myself into a 
fever.”

“That’s a go,” he assented. “After 
you’ve had something to eat, it won’t do 
you a bit of harm to have your eyes' 
opened. Fact of the matter is, I think 
you’d be more likely to shuffle off be
cause of suppressed curiosity than for 
any other reason. But you have to eat 
first.”

I agreed to that, and Beth and Mrs. 
McComb came in and fed me—spoon 
victuals, as if I had been a baby. And 
then I lay back, and bade Michaels fire 
away.

“I’m going to begin at the begin
ning, Tarrion,” said he; “way back, 
twenty years ago, when you and I were 
tadding around iii little Russian blouses, 
or whatever kids wore in those days; 
at any rate, long before either of us ever
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dreamed that there was such a place as 
Sinful Creek Valley on the map of the 
globe.

“Maj. Randolph J. Roan then owned 
about all this neighborhood. He was 
a Southerner of the old school—and is 
now, by the way, but broken. He mar
ried in his middle age, and his young 
wife died at the birth of their only 
child, Elizabeth.

“From that time on, Maj. Roan 
seemed demoralized, without backbone 
or moral conscience. He went down hill 
like a bowlder down a mountain side. 
The most of his time he spent in the 
blue-grass region of this State, risking 
his money on the ponies—and losing it ; 
risking it on cards and the red-and- 
black—and losing i t ; helping to support 
the numerous distilleries of the country 
—in a word, going to the demnition ki- 
oodles.

“Beth—Elizabeth—Miss Roan, I
should say—was left up here in charge 
of the Wades, old tenants of the Roan’s 
estates. She-grew up a half-wild thing 
of the mountains, for the most part; al
though it is true that for a time the 
major put up* ior her education at one 
of the convent schools in the blue grass. 
There she learned the rudiments and a 
little more. For one thing, I happen to 
know, she speaks French like a native 
of Paris—that’s convent training for 
you, Tarrion.

“But the major’s money gave out too 
„ soon; Beth was taken from the convent 

and brought back here, a ward of the 
Wade's again. The major himself re
turned, and staved off ruin for a while by 
securing the appointment as postmaster 
at Milan. But that didn’t last long; the 
salary of a fourth-class post office can’t 
keep a man in expensive cigars and pay 
gaming debts. The major got awfully 
hard up.

“That was about four years ago— 
maybe three. And the devil came and 
whispered in Maj. Roan’s ear—the devil 
in the shape of a card sharper he had 
known in Lexington. This man had 
run down on his luck, and become as
sociated with a gang of New York swin
dlers, whose specialty was the perpetra
tion of insurance frauds.

“It seemed easy, plausible, feasible 
—swindling an insurance company. The 
major, demoralized and needing money 
the worst way in the world, became an 
easy victim. At the suggestion of his 
swindling acquaintance, he went down 
into Lexington and offered himself.,to 
the companies. He was in fairly good 
health, and found no difficulty i» per
suading the companies to take the risk 
on his life to the extent of about 
two hundred thousand dollars—the 
premiums for which of course were to 
be put up, without the companies’ 
knowledge, by the New York swin
dling syndicate, who were to get one- 
half of the swag when the trick was 
finally turned. The other half was to 
go to the major. In order to make ev
erything seem straight, his daughter, 
Beth, was named as beneficiary under 
the various policies.

“But Beth was no party to the swin
dle; she didn’t in the least suspect that 
the major was carrying any insurance 
at all.

“Well—the major waited a decent in
terval after the issuance of the polices— 
about six months—and then went on a 
fishing trip, up the mountains. Ed 
Wade and the gambler accompanied - 
him. When they returned, a week or so 
later, they bore with them a coffin said 
to contain the body of Maj. Randolph 
J. Roan.

“The insurance companies were noti
fied. Their representatives came down 
here, and had the coffin opened, and the 
remains identified by several leading 
citizens—Wade the most prominent, 
some of his tools testifying also. Miss 
Roan did not testify; she was prostrated 
by the shock of her father’s death, un
able to leave her bed.

“But everything seemed straight, and 
the policies were about to be paid, when 
a rumor was noised about the neighbor
hood—a rumor that the major’s ghost 
had been seen in Badalia. The compa
nies heard of it. Now, it is a mighty 
tough job to get a skeptical insurance 
corporation to believe in a specter of 
one of their policy holders. They de
cided to investigate, and held up the 
payment of the policies.

H 5
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“This is where I come upon the scene, 
Tairion. I am, and have been for 
years, an adjuster for the Occidental 
Mutual Life, of New York, which had 
underwritten the major’s life to the tune 
of eighty thousand dollars. I was sent 
here to investigate and report.

“Wade received me with open arms; 
but T mistrusted him. Nevertheless, I 
accepted his hospitality, and remained at 
his house in Badalia—which used to be 
Maj. Roan’s, by the way—while I was 
snooping around. From the first, the 
thing smelled fishy to me. And then, 
suddenly one night, a gang of moun
taineers surrounded the house, de
nounced me as a revenue inspector on 
the lookout for illicit stills, and ran 
me out of the valley in my nightshirt 
—most embarrassing.

“Another man was sent here—Mor- 
risey, of the North River Tontine Com
pany. Morrisey met Wade—and just 
evaporated. He’s never been heard of 
since.

“Then things began to look worse 
than ever. Calhoun, New York man
ager for the Occidental, called me into 
conference. He wanted me to come 
back; I didn’t think it would be healthy 
for me to do so. -

"We had quite a long talk. Finally 
it -was decided to send into the valley 
a man who knew nothing of the precise 
nature of his business—a man of dis
cretion with a plausible errand, such as 
bird hunting, who should know no more 
about his work than that he was to find 
a certain man. Then, if accused of be
ing in the employ of the insurance con
cerns, he copldn’t even look conscious; 
he could deny the charge with a clear 
conscience, for he knew no better.

“Obviously, such a chap would stand 
a better chance of winning out than 
any one known to be in the pay of an 
insurance concern.

“About that time I was running a 
case to earth on the West Side in New 
York. I was half disguised as a rowdy- 
ish sort of a water-front character, and 
used to patronize a cheap restaurant on 
Reade Street, and there, in the morn
ings, I would frequently meet up with 
an old school chum of mine—a fellow

named Tarrion, who seemed pretty hard 
up. I fixed on Tarrion for our man, in
asmuch as I knew him to be true metal 
to the backbone.

“That advertisement to which I called 
your attention, Tarrion, was gotten up 
especially for your benefit; we got a lot 
of other answers, but yours wa§ the only 
one replied to. And that scheme of 
having you call up was also arranged 
especially for the purpose of keeping 
you in the dark, although we fondly 
fancied that would also serve to keep the 
New York gang of swindlers from 
spotting you.

“It failed—in this w ay: You remem
ber the short, stout man who chased you 
all over the streets of New York, the 
morning you received your commission? 
Well, he was the same chap who called 
up Mort Wade, brother of Ed, who was 
in Philadelphia that night, waiting to 
get news, when you blundered onto their 
wire in some mysterious fashion------ ”

“Hold on, Michaels,” I interrupted; 
“this is all very interesting, and I don’t 
want to bother you, but will you be kind 
enough to explain how yqu knew about 
the stout spy, and about my running in 
on the telephone message?”

“That’s simple enough,” he went on. 
“Be quiet and listen.

“We rounded up Mr. Stoutman 
(whose name is Rickett, by the way), 
in Cleveland, day before yesterday, in 
reference to another case entirely. He 
was the head of the gang, whose opera
tions were widespread, embracing the 
whole Eastern section of the United 
States.

“I was instrumental in Rickett’s ap
prehension, and assisted the Cleveland 
police in putting him through the third 
degree. When he found that w’e had 
him, hard and fast, he decided to turn 
State’s evidence, and try to get a lighter 
term in the pen. by confessing, and im
plicating all his pals.

“Among other affairs, he shed a whole 
lot of light on this episode.

“It seems that—as we had surmised 
—Ed Wade had helped to hide Maj. 
Roan in the mountains. After a while 
he began to cast the eye matrimonial on 
Beth Roan, with the additional consid
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eration that he, Ed Wade, could use her 
share of the insurance, two hundred 
thousand dollars, in his business. He 
promptly made Roan his personal pris
oner, told Beth the gist of the whole 
affair, and threatened her that; if she 
refused to marry him, he would kill her 
father. In such case, the girl had but 
one duty; to sacrifice herself and her 
love for Lang McComb to the saving of 
her parent’s life.

“He got his brother, Mort Wade, into 
the scheme. Of coursa»-they were in 
constant communication with the New 
York gang—with Rickett. At the 
proper time they received word that a 
third insurance inspector was on the 
verge of coming out, secretly this time. 
Ed . and Mort went to Philadelphia, in 
order to be near the starting point, and 
to cripple or exterminate you before you 
got far on your way.

“Rickett was'watching us more closely 
than we imagined. Calhoun and I were 
accustomed to hold our confabulations 
in my boarding house. Rickett, under 
another naxne, had the room next to 
mine, and by the simple expedient of 
boring a hole through the wall was en
abled to keep tabs on us. He found 
out that you were the bird and imme
diately telephoned the Wades in Phila
delphia. When you interrupted, they 
didn’t know what to make of i t ; but I, 
by comparing the time of the calls, and 
interviewing the operator on duty at 
central that night, found that the party 
who had called for 2 0 , 0 1 0  Chelsea had 
accidentally been switched onto long 
distance.

“That meant you, of course.
“Well—Ed Wade left Mort to take 

the sleeper in Philadelphia, and attend 
to you. I guess you know what hap
pened to Mort. They found his body 
a few days later—-after you’d thrown 
him from the train—at the bottom of 
the r.avine. Yoti managed to get your
self into Wade’s bad graces on several 
important counts, you see.

“When Rickett confessed, I lost no 
time in taking a train down here. I 
came into the valley by way of 
Nazareth, rather than from Milan, and 
I brought .with me ten United States

deputy sheriffs. We rode direct to Mc- 
Comb’s, intending to enlist his services 
—got there about an hour after you had 
ridden off yesterday afternoon. By the 
time we had explained things, old man 
Quake came into camp, so to speak,''with 
his story of Wade’s contemplated re
venge and of your scatter-brained ex
pedition into Badalia.

“Lang sent out a hurry call to his al
lies, and we—McComb and his men and 
I with my deputy sheriffs—lay in wait 
for the Wade gang and their men from 
Breathitt County. .Somehow I don’t 
believe th&t there was ever a more sur
prised and indignant body of cut
throats on the face of the earth than 
that murderous deputation. They lit 
down upon the McComb homestead 
about eleven last night, and in just about 
two minutes by the clock they were all 
in the air. Most of them never knew 
what hit them. A few got away.

“We chased them down the road, and 
cornered them in Quake’s store. > They 
made a fight for it there, and set fire to 
the place, but we gathered them all in, 
and came on over to get Wade.

“We surrounded the house. When I 
waltzed into the front door, Lang Mc
Comb was attending to the rear en
trance. Wade tried to get by him, and 
was mortally wounded. You, Tarrion, 
cast your eyes up to me with a glad, not 
to say joyous expression, cried,' ‘There’s 
your man, Michaels! He knows where 
Roan is 1’ and keeled over in a dead 
faint.

“We pumped Ed Wade. At first I 
thought he was more scared than hurt, 
but we forced a confession from him; 
he told us where we could find Roan, in 
an abandoned hut a mile or so back in 
the hills, cursed you with melodramatic 
fervor, and died.

“Which ends the McComb-Wa’de feud 
for all time, by the way.

“Lang went up into the mountains, 
and got back this morning with Maj. 
Roan—alive, but downcast. He has 
perked up a bit by now, and is going 
to give his daughter away at the wed
ding this afternoon—the old scoun
drel !

“I think that’s about all.”



TH E PO PULAR M A G A ZIN E

“Not quite,” said I. “You haven’t 
explained about the thumb print. I 
don’t follow you there.”

“That,” said Michaels, cheerfully, “is 
dead easy, my son.

“Maj. Roan, when signing his appli
cations for insurance, was mighty nerv
ous. In some way he managed to smear 
the ball of his thumb with ink, and left 
the print of it On the edge of the ap
plication to our company, the Occi
dental.

“Now, you know an insurance com
pany doesn’t pay the face of a policy 
except upon absolute proof of death. 
But we almost had that. I’m told that 
the body in the coffin—that of a moun
taineer who died just at the right time 
•—resembled Maj. Roan to a remarkable 
degree.

“The sole thing we could bring for
ward as positive proof that the major 
was alive was a second imprint of his 
thumb, taken from the hand of a living 
man. We instructed you to get a photo
graph, of him, but that would hardly be 
legal evidence; supported by the thumb 
print, however, it would have been ab
solute, irrefutable.
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“But that won’t be necessary now. 
Fraud’s proven, anyway. How do 
you feel, okFman ? Strong enough to 
get up and come downstairs for the fes
tivities ?”

“I don’t know------”
I lay still, looking out of the window. 

Golden sunlight bathed a view of the 
valley; the land basked in a shimmer of 
heat. Without bees droned, horses 
pawed in the dusty roadside, dogs 
barked— Beth called aloud to Lang, her 
voice thrilling tvith ineffable happiness.

I raised myself upon my elbow, reach
ing for my clothing.

“Yes,” I panted, “I’ll be in at—at the
wedding. But, Michaels------”

“Well?”
“For God’s mercy, get me away from 

here to-day. I don’t think I can 
stand it—to know that she—•— I 
don’t begrudge Lang his good fortune,
but------” ' '

I broke down. Michaels put his hand 
upon my shoulder. When he spoke it 
was in a tone of infinite compassion.

“Lies the land that way, old man ?” he 
said, softly. “I’m downright sorry, 
Tarrion.”

THE END.

The Wreck That Saved Singleton
BY HUGH A. C. WALKER

The story of an express messenger who found good in an ill wind

FOR a long time he gazed at the 
big, yellow envelope in his hand, 
unable to reach a decision. He 

was not altogether bad, for then 
he should never have been placed 
in such a -responsible position in the 
express service; on the other hand, 
he certainly was not altogether good— 

_ not good enough, at least, to be beyond 
temptation.

But he was sorely in need of money, 
and the opportunity could hardly have 
been more favorable.

Had the amount been fifty thousand, 
instead of five, the very greatness itself 
would undoubtedly have deterred him 
from even the contemplation of such an 
undertaking; but with five thousand the 
risk was slight—to a man of Single
ton’s dramatic ability the role was an 
easy one.

Within an hour’s time his train would 
be creeping over Crooked Creek in the 
gathering night; they always slackened 
speed before reaching the trestle to 
avoid the possibility of an accident.
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Just after the crossing, he would rush 
into the rear cars, and do his melo
dramatic stunt: Believing the knock 
upon his door to be that of the conduc
tor or one of the train crew, he had 
opened the door without dreaming of 
danger, when two masked men had 
sprung inside and covered him with 
their weapons; he had been taken com
pletely by surprise, and was unable to 
make any resistance. They had fprced 
him to turn over what cash he was car
rying—fortunately, only five thousand 
dollars—and his revolver; then had 
jumped from the train just before it 
reached the trestle and had escaped into 
the darkness.

It would all sound reasonable enough 
—such things had happened in that part 
of the country—and, anyhow, who 
would ever suspect Hartwell Singleton 
of stealing a few paltry dollars, and then 
having the audacity to remain quietly 
at his post?

Back and forth within his heart the 
battle wavered, between conscience and 
fear of detection on the one side, and 
greed for the money on the other. In 
the end, Singleton’s weakness con
quered ; he slipped the envelope beneath 
his white overalls into a secret pocket 
on the inside of his heavy flannel shirt, 
and went on with his work with perfect 
unconcern.

Number 7  was almost an hour late, 
and Buttrick, the new engineer, was 
holding the throttle open trying to make 
up the lost time; on and on they tore 
through the thickening dusk, the cars 
lunging recklessly from side to side.

Finally, the .whistle shrieked out two 
long, despairing moans, followed by 
two quick gasps—the signal for the 
road crossing just a quarter of a mile 
from Crooked Creek.

Singleton coolly braced himself for 
his performance. But the train con
tinued* its frantic course.

“What’s wrong with the fool?” he ex
claimed to himself, as without even 
slackening his wild speed Buttrick 
dashed on toward the long trestle.

Scarcely had Singleton gotten the 
words from his lips when he felt his 
car give a sudden leap forward and
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downward, and with a resounding crash 
the whole train plunged headlong 
through a broken trestle.

The knot of loafers at the little rail
way station of Delmar, three miles dis
tant, heard the noise, and easily guessed 
its meaning. At all times greedy for 
some excitement, they at once started off 
down the track toward the scene of the 
disaster.

A few minutes later, a boy came dash
ing into Delmar on horseback, and soon 
the horrible news had been spread all 
over the village. Immediately heroic 
efforts began to be put forth for the re
lief of the sufferers; the women threw 
open their homes and prepared beds, 
bandages and hot water, while the men 
flocked to Crooked Creek in vehicles of 
all kinds.

The spectacle that met their eyes, al
though seen but dimly by the weak light 
of the-stars and the lantern that had been 
brought, was ghastly in the extreme.

At the bottom of the ravine lay Num
ber 7 , torn into ten thousand splinters 
—the engine lying helpless on its side 
moaning and shrieking along with the 
wounded and dying, the steel rails 
twisted and bent like so many pieces of 
wire, the rotten bridge timbers piled up 
in a shattered heap.

The rescuers divided themselves into 
groups of two or three and set to work 
without delay looking for the unfor
tunate victims.

One of these ■ groups stumbled upon 
the body of a man, clad in bloody white 
overalls, lying near a pile of rubbish.

His pallid, boyish face turned toward 
the sky was drawn with suffering. 
Upon examination he was found to be 
still alive, but unconscious; his external 
injuries consisted of a badly crushed 
leg, a broken collar bone, and severe 
bruises on different parts of his body.

After his leg had been bandaged as 
well as possible by the rough, amateur
ish hands, he was carried out carefully, 
placed upon a cot in one of the wagons, 
and sent on at once to Delmar. The 
villagers labored all through the night 
with willing hearts and ready hands.

Within two hours after the accident a 
relief train arrived, and the work erf
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removing the debris was begun vig
orously. From Columbia a special 
came, b. ’”'ging several officials of the 
road ana Dixon, '“the express route 
agent.

Most, of the articles from the express 
car were found missing—either de
stroyed or stolen by sneak thieves. The 
safe, which evidently had been open 
when the wreck occurred, lay upon its 
side with the door torn o ff; the most 
careful and patient searching failed to 
give any light as to the whereabouts of 
the five thousand dollars.
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Late in the afternoon of the day fol
lowing the disaster, the express route 
agent, the physician of the road, and 
several others were seated at Singleton’s 
bedside, watching the sufferer and talk
ing in low tones about the horrors of 
the night before.

Singleton’s clothing had been re
moved, his injuries treated, and every
thing done that might possibly help to 
give him relief; still he remained uncon
scious.

One of the men, happening to pick 
up from the floor the wounded boy’s 
flannel shirt, discovered the express en
velope in an inside pocket; he tossed 
it over to the express official, and Dixon 
was overjoyed at finding that it con
tained the, five thousand dollars, un
touched.

“Well, gentlemen,” fie exclaimed, 
with subdued enthusiasm, “that’s the 
pluckiest express messenger I’ve run 
across yet; I understand the whole busi
ness now. He must have dragged him
self to the safe after he was crippled up 
and got this stuff—likely.as not it was 
the exertion that’s helped to get him in 
this fix. Did you ever hear of presence 
of mind or grit to beat that?”

Just as he finished speaking Singleton 
groaned with- pain, and his eyes slowly

opened—consciousness had returned. 
At first he was struck with wonder at 
his strange surroundings and his su f
fering; then in an instant the awful ex
perience of the night before flashed into 
his mind.

His next thought was of the stolen 
money; sickening terror filled his soul, 
and he turned his eyes upon the men 
beside him in a wild stare of interro
gation.

The physician had risen quickly, and 
was now Sending over him asking ques
tions about his injuries; but Singleton 
did not hear, for in Dixon’s hands he 
beheld the envelope and knew that he 
was ruined.

The next moment Dixon was stand
ing by him holding his hand, and smil
ing down upon him with admiration. 
What could he mean?

“Singleton, old boy, you’re the gam- 
est yet; I found the stuff where you 
hid it—you’ve saved the company five 
thousand, and I’ll see that you get a 
promotion such as your sand and cool
ness of last night deserve. Hurry and 
get straight, and you’ll find a job wait
ing on you.”

Singleton was to have an opportunity 
for some star acting, after all, and even 
in his suffering proved equal to the de
mands. With a queer expression of 
resignation on his pale face he an
swered, steadily:

“You are mistaken, Mr. Dixon. I did 
not try to save that money; I—I meant 
to steal it. I ought to be in prison, not 
here.”

Dixon glanced at his companions. 
The admiration in his vpice was strong
er even than before.

“There’s a chap for you,” he said. 
“He’s as modest as he is brave. And he 
would joke with one foot in the grave. 
Singleton, my boy------”

But the express messenger had merci
fully fainted.
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THE THIRD ADVENTURE—THE LOOT OF THE PRINCESS’ YACHT
\

I ,

M ’CREA leaned back against the 
corner o f the after-deck house 
and moodily watched the face of 

his companion. Against the advice of his 
partners, Chesley and Gravatt, he had 
rescued this man from a watery grave, 
and now Craven was jibing him and 
opening old sores.

There was an enmity of ten years'1 
growth between Craven and himself. 
It had commenced when both were of
ficers—soldiers of fortune—in Admiral 
Mello’s fleet at the capture of Rio 
Janeiro, and had continued without ces
sation until the present moment.

When the two men had mixed up in 
this queer derelict-hunting business, and 
Craven had played a humiliating trick 
on McCrea, the latter had sworn to kill 
him on sight.

Yet he had pulled him from the angry 
maw of the sea at some risk to himself.

He watched the Englishman’s face— 
an evil face it was, lean and grizzled 
and crime scarred—and then his eyes 
wandered down to the great, rough 
hands, lying manacled with steel brace
lets in his lap.

Craven was in his power. If he *

wished he could pick up a belaying pin, 
and put an end to him then and there. 
His partners would applaud the deed, 
and it would be ridding the earth of a 
bit of useless scum.

“I suppose I ought to do it,” he mut
tered to himself, “but if I did I would
be as big,a cur as he. I’ll give------”

“McCrea,” interrupted Craven, with 
a snarl, “you don’t dare knock off these 
irons, and stand up to me. You are a 
cad and a white-livered thief.”

It was the second insult of the kind. 
McCrea’s face went the color of sea 
froth. He held his temper, however. 
Deliberately flecking the ash from his 
cigarette, he yawned, then called out to 
a nearby sailor:

“Jackson, just run down to my room 
and bring up the two Spanish machetes 
you will find fastened to the bulkhead 
over the bed. And I say, Jackson, tell 
Mr. Chesley to have the ho’s’n get up a 
grate bar and a piece of canvas large 
enough to fit Craven here.”

The sailor touched his cap and hur
ried away.

Craven laughed sneeringly. “A piece 
of canvas for me,” he said. “Well, I’ll 
bet you a hundred quid you’ll need the 
burial ceremony first.”

* T h is  s e r ie s  of c o m p le te  s to r ie s  b e g an  in th e  J a n u a ry  is su e . T h e  tw o  b a ck  n u m b e rs  can  be p ro c u re d  
th ro u g h  a n y  n e w sd e a le r  o r d ir e c t  fro m  th e  p u b lis h e rs  fo r  tw e n ty  cen ts.
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McCrea glanced past the Octopus’ 
rail to where a sandy stretch of beach 
gleamed white in the morning sun. Be
yond the beach was a fringe of tropical 
trees and a conical hill crowned by a 
clump of lofty palms.

Circling above the palms were several 
carrion buzzards, their black wings 
beating the ether with long, indolent 
strokes as if anything savoring of en
ergy was not worth while in this region 
of intense heat. A dank odor came 
from the shore, and there was a strange 
murmuring sound in the air—the list
less, dull voice of the surf as it tumbled 
against the edge of the little island.

McCrea yawned again, then strode up 
to the man with the manacled wrists, 
and snapped a quivering finger in his 
face*

“That for your bluff, Craven,’’, he ex
claimed, ' contemptuously. “We’ve got 
you dead this time, and you know it. 
It’s my professional opinion that you’ve 
about reached the end of your tether. 
When that sailor fetches the machetes' 
we’ll have a little run for luck, and then 
I intend to send you where you’ll not 
have time to play any more tricks. You 
have been a thorn in my flesh long 
enough. You—no, just stow your jaw 
until I finish—you had your laugh when 
you fooled us with that fake document 
with the two triangular holes, but I’ll 
have my laugh now. Here comes the 
weapons.”

“Did you fish me from the water for 
this?” asked Craven, sullenly.

McCrea shook his head, and replied, 
sharply:

“No, and you know it, you dog. 
When we rammed the derelict I did not 
know you were on board of it. And 
when I saw you struggling in the water 
I did what you never would do, I low
ered a boat and rescued you. This craft 
was disabled, too, and there was no time 
to spare on such trash as you. Still, I 
had you brought aboard, and we’ve even 
steamed seven hundred miles to find a 
nice lonely little island where you could 
play Robinson Crusoe. Would you do 
that for me? I guess not. I’d been 
food for sharks if the case had been 
reversed.”

McCrea took the machetes from the 
sailor, and slowly felt their edges.

“It’s a pity you had to spoil my gen
erous plan by your insults, Craven,” he 
said. “But you are always nosing in 
where you don’t belong. Look at this 
case of the Paraguayan document. You 
couldn’t keep out of the search, not you. 
Had to butt in simply because the Bra
zilian Government, that seems to be as 
eager as Paraguay to find that queer 
parchment with the two triangular 
apertures, offered you a few measly 
milreis.”

“I’ll earn the money, too,” growled
Craven. “I know------” He brought his
teeth together with a click and slouched 
down in his chair. McCrea regarded 
him curiously.

Two men, one stout, with a round, 
good-natured face, the other tall and 
powerfully built, emerged from the 
companion way hatch and approached 
them. The stout man called out, cheer
fully :

“What’s this about machetes, Angel? 
Jackson tells me you and Craven are 
going to fight.”

“I guess I’ll change my mind, Gra- 
vatt,” replied McCrea, slowly. “Craven 
here seems to know more about that 
Spanish derelict’s present location than 
we do. Probably he’ll be willing to tell 
us for a consideration. What say, old 
chap?”

“I’ll tell you nothing,” replied the 
man in the chair, sullenly. “Jf you in
tend to give me a whack at you, why 
don’t you do it ? I guess you are afraid. 
You always were a miserable coward.”

A line of dull red crept into McCrea’s 
lean, sallow countenance. He turned to 
the tall man, and said, curtly:

“Chesley, you and Gravatt fix things, 
will you? Tucuman style, you know. 
It’ll last longer that way, and I want to 
give this cur a taste of his future abode 
before I finish him. Quick, now.”

“You are foolish, Angel,” protested 
Chesley. “He isn’t worth it.”

McCrea stamped his foot impatiently.
“Will you do as I ask you?”
Chesley strode up to Craven and 

quickly snapped the irons from his 
wrists. Then as the man stood up he
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deftly fastened his left arm behind his 
back with the bight of a long rope. 
Jackson, who was assisting, fastened 
the other end to a brass belaying pin at
tached to the after part of the deck 
house.

Gravatt, obviously excited, performed 
a like service for McCrea, and presently 
the two men faced each other. Each 
grasped a machete in the right hand, and 
both seemed intensely eager for the 
fray.

Where the two combatants stood was 
a clear space extending from the deck 
house to the stern. The ropes had been 
so arranged that McCrea and Craven 
could meet in the center, but if one re
treated the other could not follow.

The crew of the Octopus scurried aft 
and formed a deeply interested group in 
the port gangway. They were a rough 
lot, stalwart, heavily built men, evidently 
selected for their prowess, and not over- 
scrupulous in appearance.

“Are you ready?” called out Chesley, 
gruffly.

McCrea and Craven took a step for
ward with raised machetes. The bright 
blades of. the Spanish knives gleamed 
wickedly in the rays of the sun. The 
half-naked bodies of the two men, 
bathed in perspiration, glistened in the 
bright light.

Craven was tall and massively built. 
His arms were long, and his great hands 
seemed as powerful as those of a gorilla. 
He was a man past middle age, but he 
moved more with the lithe activity of 
twenty years. McCrea also was tall, but 
his frame was gaunt and his shoulders 
stooped. This gave him the appearance 
of one with a weak chest, and a weak 
constitution, but there was that in hi#" 
face and in his quick, catlike actions 
that belied the evidence.

An observer of “form” would have 
long hesitated before judging between 
the two men as they stood facing each 
other on the after deck of the Octopus 
this hot -summer day.

“Git at it,” shouted Chesley.
There was a quick forward spring, a 

clash of steel, and then, with the light
ning speedjaf a panther, McCrea lunged 
out and clipped a piece of flesh the size

of a silver dollar from Craven’s shoul
der. The next second he was out of 
reach, with his antagonist tugging vio
lently to follow him.

An outburst of cheers came from the 
crew.

“First blood for McCrea,” said Ches
ley, grimly. “Now, Angel, get in and 
finish him off next round.”

Craven presented a terrible spectacle. 
The blood from his wound* flowing 
freely, had bedaubed his body until it 
seemed as if he had been gashed in a 
dozen places. He panted frantically, 
and cursed in an inarticulate voice. As 
he strained at his fastening, McCrea 
leaped forward and the two engaged 
again.

This bout was longer in duration.
Back and forth, first one side of the 

deck and then the other, the two men 
swayed, lunging, cutting, thrusting. 
Once McCrea slipped and fell to his 
knees, but he was up again and out of 
reach before Craven could reach him. 
The round lasted ten minutes, and then 
both men retreated, exhausted by their 
fierce efforts.

Chesley, who thought he could detect 
a loss of strength on Craven’s part, gave 
them a scant rest.

“I reckon he’s winded, Angel,” he 
whispered to McCrea. “Now’s your 
time to polish him off. Remember the 
trick he played us in the Sargasso Sea, 
and what he did to you in Rio. You’ve 
been fool enough to give him a chance, 
now settle him. D ’ye hear?”

McCrea heard. He did not require 
further urging. The wrongs recalled 
by his partner acted upon him like a 
spur to a restive horse. He fairly leaped 
into the open space and made such a 
fierce attack upon Craven, who had ad
vanced at the same time, that the latter 
was fairly overwhelmed.

Neither man spoke, but their hoarse 
breathing, their sharp cries, their tramp
ing upon the deck, and the ringing clash 
of knife against knife created a curious 
medley of sound. The audience— Ches
ley, Gravatt and the crew of the Octopus 
—gradually closed in about the com
batants until the ring had grown per
ceptibly smaller. The scorching rays-of
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the tropical sun beat down upon the 
strange scene. There was no wind save 
a gentle eddy that seemed to intensify 
the heat.

McCrea followed up his slight' ad
vantage by forcing Craven almost out 
of reach, giving him a slashing cut in 
the leg as he did so ; but suddenly Cra
ven, with a swift side spring, managed 
to take McCrea off his guard. Then the 
poised njachete landed with a smashing 
thud upon McCrea’s head, and he went 
down like a shot.

As one man, Chesley and Gravatt and 
the more quick-witted members o f the 
crew sprang forward, but they were a 
second too late. Lashing frantically 
at the rope fastening him to the deck 
house, Craven severed it and sprang 
over the side.

“Get a gun,” roared Chesley. “Shoot 
him, somebody.”

Gravatt and Jackson, the sailor, has
tened below, speedily returning each 
with a Winchester rifle. The rest of 
the crew, with the exception of two 
men, who, without orders, had begun 
to lower one of the small cutters, 
crowded to the side.

By this time Craven had regained the 
surface. His left arm was still bound 
behind his back, but this did not prevent 
him from striking out lustily for the 
beach, a bare two. hundred yards distant.

Chesley snatched the rifle from Jack- 
son, and, aiming quickly, fired at the 
fugitive.

“By gad, you’ve missed,” cried Gra
vatt. “Now just watch me.”

Before he could- raise the weapon, 
however, a hand tugged fiercely at his 
elbow?, and McCrea, staggering and 
faint, gasped::

“Stop it, I say. If you shoot that 
man you’ll answer to me. I’m not 
through with him yet. £et him go, 
damn' you.”

“Angel, man,” cried Chesley and 
Gravatt in a breath, “thank goodness 
you are all right.”

“It was only the flat of the machete,” 
replied McCrea, briefly. “It knocked 
me down, that’s all.”

“And are you going to let Craven 
escape?” asked Gravatt, excitedly.

“Yes. Let him get ashore. H e’ll 
stay there right enough until we want 
him. The island is far out of the usual 
track of vessels. It’s uninhabited, as 
you know, -and Craven will have to hus
tle to keep alive. It will do him good. 
Now get up anchor. We’ll take a cruise 
around the island, and see if there’s any
thing in sight.”

While Chesley, who was the mate of 
the Octopus, went forward to carry out 
McCrea’s orders, the latter and Gravatt 
watched Craven laboriously make his 
way to the beach. He took some time 
to accomplish the feat, handicapped as 
he was, but at last he gained the sand, 
and fell prostrate just beyond the line 
of surf.

He laid there as if completely ex
hausted for several minutes, and then 
staggered erect. He raised his arms 
and shook both clinched fists at the 
group on the after deck of the Octopus, 
then he turned and disappeared into the 
brush.

“Farewell until we meet again,” chuc
kled Gravatt.

McCrea went below without a word, 
and when he again appeared on deck 
he was spick and span in a clean suit of 
white linen. All traces of his recent 
desperate battle had vanished. By this 
time the anchor was up, and the trim 
little steamer under way.

The island was small, probably not 
more than ten miles in length and half 
as broad, but the land rose to quite an 
elevation in the center. Toward the 
south this ridge extended almost to the 
water’s edge, forming a pronounced 
bluff.

Steaming at half speed the Octopus 
finally passed this and opened up a little 
bay. It was merely a slight indenta
tion in the shore, but it held something 
that caused the crew to gasp with as
tonishment.

Lying up on the beach with her white 
broadside turned to the sea, and with 
the top-hamper in a snarl of wreckage, 
was a graceful schooner yacht. This was 
not all. Beyond her, riding at anchor, 
was a steamer which McCrea and his 
mates easily recognized as the Shark, 
Craven’s vessel. A boat filled with
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armed men was pulling away from the 
stranded yacht.

“What in thunder does it mean?” 
gasped Chesley. “It looks as if those 
devils on the Shark------”

He was interrupted by a fierce ejacu
lation from McCrea. The latter was 
leaning far over the rail of the bridge 
with his glass leveled at the strange 
craft.

He suddenly closed the glass with a 
snap.

“We are just in time,” he said, from 
between his clinched teeth. “Chesley, 
there’s a woman aboard that yacht!”

II.
“Angel” McCrea, as he was familiarly 

called, was not a ladies’ man. He had 
led a hard life, and had fought in 
three continents, but deep down in his 
queer-warped consciousness was a spark 
of chivalry which had revealed itself on 
several picturesque occasions.

He had killed a Peruvian alcalde for 
an insult to a native woman, and had 
pulled the tongue from the mouth of a 
German, who, in his cups, had voiced 
his doubts as to McCrea’s legitimacy.

And now, when he espied the woman 
aboard the beached yacht, and realized, 
as he did beyond any doubt, that the 
Shark, Craven’s steamer, was up to mis
chief, he pledged his soul to thwart 
their purpose at any cost.

“Chesley,” he said, quietly, “go for
ward, and get the rapid-fire gun ready 
for business. Tell Gravatt what we are 
up against, and stand by for further 
orders.”

The tall, broad-shouldered mate has
tened forward. Within three minutes a 
shapeless object, tarpaulin covered, on 
the forward deck, had' resolved itself 
into a trim, long-barreled, breech
loader, and men were at v/ork nimbly 
bringing up certain significant ammuni
tion cases.

By now the Octopus had steamed into 
full view of the occupants of the little 
bay. Her presence caused the men in 
the Shark’s bott to cease rowing, and 
they sat gaping at the newrcomer. On 
board the Shark' a part of the crew was

seen to scamper about the upper deck 
as if in obedience to some order.

McCrea’s attention was riveted on the 
yacht, however.

“Wonder where her crew is,” he mut
tered to himself. “Not a man in sight 
anywhere.”

He focused his glass upon the flutter
ing white object on the yacht’s quarter
deck, and gave a sigh of surprise. What 
he saw in the narrow field was the face 
of a girl of about eighteen. It was a 
beautiful face with a clear-cut profile, a 
rounded chin and a wealth of dark hair 
clustered in waving masses over a broad 
forehead. The powerful glass held by 
McCrea revealed this to him, then the 
girl’s ’head was turned away.

All the latent chivalry in the man’s 
nature came to life.

“If she has been offered an insult or 
a hair of her pretty head harmed, there 
will be trouble,” he muttered.

He gave a sharp word of command to 
the man at the wheel, and the Octopus, 
which had slowed down to scarcely 
more than steerage way, swung in to
ward the Beach. A few minutes later 
her slender, graceful hull was resting 
in the water between the Shark and the 
yacht, and only a length away from the 
latter.

The girl had come to the rail, where 
she stood with clasped hands and parted 
lips. Her attitude was one of surpris
ing calmness under the circumstances.

McCrea leaned from the end of the 
bridge, and removed his cap with a 
courtly bow.

“Madam,” he called out, politely, 
“can I do anything to help you? You 
may command my services.”

“I am in trouble, and I thank you for 
offering to assist me, sir,” came the re
ply, clearly. There was not the slight
est tremor in the voice. “My yacht has 
been wrecked, and I have no one on 
board. The men on the other steamer 
have robbed me, and I am afraid they 

, will come back.”
McCrea gripped the rail in front of 

him, and gulped down an oath in his 
throat. It was as he had feared. Surely 
the Octopus had arrived at an opportune 
moment.
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He glanced around at Craven’s 
steamer. There was a group of men 
hard at work lowering one of the larger 
boats, and he could catch a glint of steel 
in the rays of the morning sun. The 
boat he had seen midway between the 
Shark and the yacht had pulled to the 
side of the former.

McCrea smiled grimly. fie  was 
pleased to see that the Shark did not 
intend to give up without a struggle. 
He again turned his attention to the soli
tary tenant of the yacht.

“I would suggest that you go below, 
madam,” he said, quietly. “There may 
be a little scrimmage. Your safest place 
will be in----- ”

“I will stay here, thank you,” inter
rupted the girl. “I am not afraid. I 
will be sorry to see any fighting, though, 
and I cannot understand why those men 
should do as they have done. Surely 
there are no pirates in these times.”

“Not pirates, madam,” replied Mc
Crea. “It isn’t called piracy, you know, 
just looting. And looting is another 
way to spell downright thievery. But 
may I ask the name of youi* boat, and 
how you came to be wrecked and alone 
on board ?”

“It is the Fiosshildc. We left Bremen 
five weeks ago, and intended to cruise 
in the West Indies. Day before yester
day we ran into a storm, and—and
------” there was a catch in the girl’s
voice which she bravely tried to check, 
“and a great wave overwhelmed the 
yacht. My brother and three others 
were swept overboard. That night the 
crew abandoned the yacht, thinking that 
she was sinking.”

“And they left you behind?” Mc- 
Crea’s tone was very stern and with an 
odd tinge of sympathy in it.

The girl bowed her head.
“We must not blame them very 

much/’ she said, simply. “There was 
danger and they sought to save their 
lives.”

“Angel,” called out Chesley from 
forward, at this juncture, “look there 
near that clump of trees.”

He pointed ashore as he spoke. Mc
Crea saw a man step out from the shel
ter of the brush and start to run rapidly

toward the beach. It was Craven. Mc
Crea acted with decision.

“Put a shell over there in front of 
him, Chesley,” he ordered. “It will tell 
him that he is not wanted in this little 
affair.”

“I’ll put it where it’ll snuff his can
dle,” muttered the big mate.

With the assistance of one of the men 
he inserted a long brass shell into the 
breech of the rapid-firer, swung the 
muzzle around, took deliberate aim and 
pulled the trigger.

There was a slight click, but no re
port. The gun had missed fire.

Chesley swore angrily. It would be 
necessary to withdraw the cartridge, 
a rather ticklish operation. Standing 
at one side he'gingerly worked the 
breech-block lever and finally threw it 
open. The shell lurked in the aperture, 
quiet but menacing.

At a sign from the mate one of the 
men thrust a ramrod into the muzzle 
of the gun and pushed vigorously, but 
the shell did not move. Several blows 
with a hammer on the end of the rod 
also failed.

Chesley wiped his face, and turned to 
the bridge.

“It’s stuck fast,” he bawled. “It’ll 
have to be pried out and that will take 
time.”

“That’s rather bad,” muttered Mc
Crea, under his breath. “The Shark’s 
crew is larger than ours. They have at 
least six more men, and in a scrap ev
ery man counts.”

The Octopus had not anchored, and 
was maintaining her position near the 
yacht simply by turning the engines 
over slowly. McCrea saw that it would 
not be good policy to await the attack 
which he was certain was coming, so 
he signaled the engine room to go ahead 
at half speed, and quietly directed the 
man at the wheel to steer direct for the 
Shark.

“Chesley,” he called out to that in
dividual, “get all hands on deck, and 
arm them with rifles and swords. I in
tend to run alongside the Shark, and 
probably board her.”

He considered a momeht, then shouted
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down the engine-room tube to Gravatt, 
who was in charge below:

“Be ready to turn hot water on 
through the fire hose, and send all your 
spare men to the deck. We’re going 
to board the Shark.”

An exclamation of joy came through 
the tube, and a moment later the fat en
gineer burst from the hatchway in great 
excitement. His^ round face fairly 
shone. He started toward the bridge, 
but stopped short on catching sight of 
the girl on the yacht.

“What the devil------” he spluttered.
“Madam,” McCrea was calling out, 

“again I beg you to go below. There 
may be bullets flying in a few minutes, 
and "you might get hurt. Won’t you 
please take my advice?”

The girl shook her head.
“I prefer to remain here,” she said, 

simply.
As the Octopus slipped away McCrea 

saw her step to the side, and, leaning 
against the rail, rest her chin upon her 
hands. She presented a pathetic spec
tacle upon the dlbris-strewn deck of the 
wrecked yacht, and McCrea’s rather 
calloused heart throbbed with sympathy. 
It was a novel feeling for him, and he 
relieved his emotion by swearing copi
ously at the man at the wheel.

Gravatt climbed laboriously to the 
bridge, and gaped at the scene spread 
out before him. Things were beginning 
to move. The Shark had succeeded in 
lowering her second#boat, and a puffing 
of steam at the bow indicated that the 
anchor, was being raised.

“What are they going to do ?” asked 
the stout engineer.

“I don’t know, and I don’t care,” 
snapped McCrea. “I know what we 
will do, and that is give them a drub
bing they won’t forget in a hurry. Now 
get your fire hose laid out, and station 
men along the port side. Let tjlem lay 
below the rail. When I sound one blast 
on the steam sirert, they can jump up 
and scald any one within reach on the 
Shark’s -deck.”

Gravatt* hurried away, evidently de
lighted at the part he was to play in the 
coming fracas. In the meantime, Ches- 
ley, the big mate, had been working

breathlessly at the disabled rapid-fire 
gun, but it was apparent that his efforts 
were unsuccessful.'

A boat had put out from the Shark's 
quarter, and was being lustily propelled 
toward the beach, where Craven await
ed its coming, wild with impatience and 
rage, if his actions proved anything.

"You will be late for the ball, old 
chap,” McCrea muttered, grimly.

The Octopus was steaming straight 
toward her opponent during this inter
val. When she had arrived within easy 
hailing distance a hoarse voice'rang out 
from the Shark’s deck forward, where a 
group of men had collected.

“Ahoy, the Octopus!”
“Well?” calmly replied McCrea.
“What ’kre you doing in this bay ?”
McCrea could see the speaker, stand

ing a little apart from the group. He 
knew it was the first mate of the Shark, 
a man named Burke, who was a ruffian 
of the Craven type.

“I don’t see what business it is of 
yours,” retorted McCrea, acidly.

“We’ll show you. I’ll give you five 
minutes to get out of here. Now star
board your helm and be quick about it.”

“Haven’t we as much right here as 
you?” asked McCrea, with suspicious 
mildness.

“No,” roared Burke. “Starboard 
your helm, I say. If you come a length 
nearer I’ll------”

The rest of the threat was lost in a 
most unearthly screech from the steam 
siren. The Octopus, which had gradu
ally increased its speed, swung past the 
Shark at a distance of fifteen yards, and 
with a swish and a sputtering of min
gled water and steam, the former’s fire 
hose came into play.

The boiling liquid struck the group 
on the Shark’s forward deck, almost 
sweeping the astounded men from their 
feet. Howling with pain and. rage they 
broke for the shelter of the deck house 
in a mad scramble.

“Give it to them,” shouted McCrea; 
“give them a bath. Throw them a few 
cakes of soap, too. It will do the dirty 
ruffians, good.”

A rifle cracked from the window of 
the Shark’s pilot house, and a bullet
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whizzed past McCrea’s head. Ches- 
ley, who had armed himself with a 
Winchester, let drive at the spot. There 
was a crash of glass, but the man who 
had fired the shot kept under cover. 
The speed of the Octopus sent her sev
eral hundred yards astern of the other 
steamer before she could swing around, 
and when she finally did so, McCrea 
saw that Burke had rallied his men. 
There were at least twenty of them, and 
they presented an ugly appearance as 
they stood along the railing. Each man 
held a rifle, and Burke himself was 
armed with a brace of revolvers which 
he brandished menacingly.

“Chesley,” called out McCrea, to the 
big mate, “make another attenjpt to clear 
the rapid-firer. If you can’t fix her up 
just aim her anyway, and I’ll try to bluff 
that crowd.”

Chesley began working with the 
breech. The rest of the crew, including 
those who manned the hose, armed 
themselves and prepared to return the 
Shark’s fire. The Octopus, now under 
one bell, slowly neared the other 
steamer.

“You, Burke,” shouted McCrea, 
through a megaphone, “get your steam
boat out of this bay at once. If you are 
here five minutes after Craven boards 
you I’ll open fire with my six-pounder. 
You know what that means.”

Burke laughed derisively, and some 
one on deck fired a shot. Before Mc
Crea could give an order there was a 
deafening report, and the Shark’s rail
ing forward of the deck house resolved 
into a shower of splinters.

An exultant cry came from Chesley, 
and as the smoke drifted away he was 
seen to insert another shell into the 
breech of the gun which he had unex
pectedly succeeded in repairing at the 
last moment. A few seconds later the 
rapid-firer spoke again. The range was 
so short that the report of the gun and 
the crash following the impact of the 
projectile with the steel side of the 
Shark carhe together.

This time Chesley had aimed just be
low the pilot house. A gaping hole, 
with cracks radiating from it, showed 
the result of his marksmanship. Before

he could fire again Burke waved his 
cap. f

“We surrender,” he bellowed, sul
lenly. “If you will let us go we’ll get 
out.”

“Right you are,” replied McCrea. 
“I see that Craven is almost alongside. 
Tell him that I’ll give him a chance. If 
he keeps the Shark in this bay ten min
utes longer I’ll sink her.”

In less than the specified time the 
Shark’s anchor was hanging at the bow, 
and she was steaming out to sea. Cra
ven went below immediately after climb
ing the side, and did not reappear. A 
half hour later the Shark was hull down 
toward the east.

McCrea was speaking.
“Chesley, and you, Gravatt,” he said, 

solemnly, “when you quit your wicked 
careers, if you ever do, and settle down 
to live like white men, just annex a trim 
little woman like the Fraulein Hilde- 
garde, who went ashore to-day. She’s 
as “good as they make them, and after 
she was made they lost the model. She 
is brave, true-hearted and altogether an 
A i article. Look how she acted while 
we were scrapping with the Shark, and 
how she conducted herself during our 
run here to Barbados! I tell you, part
ners, if I was a marrying man I’d------”

“There’s a boat coming alongside,” 
interrupted Chesley. “Look at that flag 
in the bow. It’s a German pennant.” 

“You left the fraulein with the Ger
man consul, didn’t you ?” asked Gravatt.

“Perhaps it’s a messenger with a note 
from her,” suggested Chesley, with a 
wink at the fat engineer. “Ah, Angel, 
it’s a sly dog in love you are. - Corre
sponding already.”

McCrea maintained a dignifjpd si
lence. A man came over the side from 
the small boat, and handed him an of
ficial-looking envelope bearing a por
tentous seal.

As he opened the missive and scanned 
the contents, Chesley and GVavatt saw 
him give a start as if with profound 
amazement, then his face reddened. 

“Well, I'll be damned!” he said, ex



159TH E  P L A Y  OF TH E  J A I-A L A I

plosively. With that he turned on 
his heel and vanished down the nearby 
companion way,.

Chesley picked up the letter which 
had fluttered from McCrea’s grasp. He 
glanced at Gravatt. The fat engineer 
grinned and nodded.

“Capt. McCrea, Steamer Octopus’' 
read Chesley. “It gives me great pleas
ure to request the honor of your pres
ence at dinner to-night at this consulate. 
I desire to extend my sincere thanks as 
a representative of his majesty, the em
peror, for the inestimable service you 
have been able to render her Serene 
Highness the Princess Hildegarde------”

The paper fell from Chestey’s nerve
less fingers.

“Great Gosh!” he whispered, staring 
at Gravatt. “Her Serene Highness the

Princess Hildegarde—the Princess Hil
degarde—the princess—say, Gravatt
and I joked with her last night. The 
princess------”

Gravatt laughed hysterically.
“And McCrea,” he gurgled. “He— 

he—he started to tell us what he would 
do if he was a marrying man. Oh, 
Lord!”

The messenger who had brought the 
invitation stepped up and touched his 
cap.

“Will there be a reply?” he asked, 
respectfully.

A shout came up the companion way 
from the cabin. It was in McCcea’s 
thin, high treble.

“I say you, Chesley,” it said, “get up 
anchor, and be damned quick about it. 
We leave port at once!”

The fourth adventure, “The Pursuit of the French Savant,” will appear in the next issue.

THE PLAY OF THE JAI-ALAI
BY W. BEALL BALDWIN

A uthor o f “ The Dynamo P lot," Etc.

In which an American naval officer, backed by Cupid, fights a stirring duet at petota in the
Havana fronton

I .

A  CORNER table is always a coign 
of vantage. This is peculiarly 
the case at the Cafe del Iris. I 

mean one of the corner tables that en
croaches so nearly upon the sidewalk, 
just within the shelter of the outrageous 
red and yellow awning which adorns 
the facade of that brilliant place of re
freshment on the Prado.

If one is so fortunate as to have se
cured one of these tables, and if one 
is sensible enough to turn one’s back 
upon the cafe’s gorgeous display of elec
tric lights, one commands an unrivaled 
view of the Prado, and can feel reason

ably assured that, in the course of time, 
all of Havana, male and female, will 
promenade itself past for inspection.

Now, this was the first night of Stan
ton’s shore leave; it was also to be the 
very first night he had ever spent in 
Havana; and, furthermore, he had pos
session of a seat at one of the tables 
which has been specified as desirable.

Despite all of which the passing 
show was at liberty to go hang for all 
the attention that Stanton was disposed 
to give it. He was very much pre
occupied.

The reason was not far to seek. She 
also had a chair at the same table; her 
elbow, shining like rare ivory through
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a half sleeve of black lace, was not six 
inches distant from Stanton’s white 
cuff; and her face—she was smiling 
softly—was averted from him at just 
the proper angle to reduce the young 
man to abject adoration of a cameo-like 
profile.

Stanton says that she was darkly 
fair, with great brown- eyes deep shad
owed by soft lashes—eyes that were 
wells of witchery; that, in short, she 
was superbly the Andalusian in spite of 
the fact that her mamma was an Ameri
can girl, and her papa a prominent 
Cuban of Spanish descent.

That—her beauty—accounts in part 
for' what happened, as does the fact that 
she was a fascinating mystery to the 
American, already. For he had been 
her slave for a matter of half a day or 
so, only; having known her just about 
that long.

In those six hours, more or less, En
sign Charlton Stanton, U. S. N., had 
done his level bestj with credit to him
self and to his naval academy training, 
in an attempt to convey to Senorita 
Trinidad del Coro the important in
formation that he was desperately in 
love with her, without saying it right 
out in meeting in so many words.

Apparently the attempt had been in 
vain; the senorita accepted his advances 
calmly, at their face value, and continued 
to bear herself with the outward seem
ing of a self-possessed senorita who is 
mistress of her own heart. She was 
gracious, but no more.

It passed the understanding of the 
American. He had been s]iip-pent for 
many months, during which time he had 
found leisure to plan many an audacious 
campaign, to devise many a beguiling 
phrase—and here he was at a stand
still, baffled and bewildered by a wisp 
of a Cuban-American girl! And that 
within seven hours from the moment 
he had set foot ashore.

He sped a last, desperate shaft at the 
young woman’s imperturbability. His 
delivery was perfection, his tone finely 
modulated to the last degree of ardent 
discretion. And the arrow flew wide 
of the goal, to all appearance.

Ensign Stanton drew himself • up,

chagrined, almost offended. For the 
honor of the United States Navy, in the 
name of the service, he must not fail to 
elicit some manner of response from the 
senorita!

Out of the corner of his eyes he was 
uneasily conscious that Senor and 
Senora del Coro were observing the af
fair entirely without prejudice, vastly 
amused. They were his very good 
friends; they liked Charlton exceed
ingly, having known him for long as 
the son of a close friend. And just 
possibly they had not been without curi
osity as to how speedily the American 
would manage to inveigle himself into 
their daughter’s good graces.

Stanton was mystified and even be
gan to doubt the potency of his charms; 
and—and shore leave is a mighty short 
time for a man. to make love in prop
erly; one should not delay. He set his 
jaw firmly; he was determined to take 
advantage of the very first opportunity 
to press his suit with irresistible 
fervency.

And the opportunity presently prof
fered itself.

They had dined early; the evening 
was' as yet young and entrancing as 
only Cuban evenings can be—balmy 
with bland, cool breezes from the sea; 
with a high firmament of black velvet 
set with blazing jewels. And Havana 
infested the Prado, according to cus
tom, taking the evening air.

Everybody of importance was show
ing himself or herself; and in time there 
was a commotion on the walk near the 
table of the Del Coro’s—a murmur of 
comment that was approving, almost ap
plause, a craning of necks that was both 
admiration and adulation.

Even Senorita Trinidad was stirred 
from her listlessness. She moved in 
her chair to get a better view of the 
passing personage, and her eyes shone 
with a soft light, which the American 
had failed to kindle in their clear depths.

“Who------?” inquired Stanton of
Senor del Coro.

“It’s Amado—Senor Herrara!” the 
girl made answer for her father.

“Amado?” pondered the American'to 
himself. “Herrara ? Now where the
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deuce have I heard that name? Who is 
he?” he asked Senora del Coro.

But the man himself was approaching 
the table. Stanton noticed that the 
crowd surged to either side, respect
fully, to permit his passage.

“The most popular player at the 
fronton,” explained Trinidad’s mother, 
in an undertone. “He won- an im
portant match last night; to-day he is 
the idol of Havana. Why, Trinidad is 
wild about the game!”

“About the game only?” queried 
Stanton jealousy of his inner self as 
the newcomer stopped at their table.

The American found himself on his 
feet, responding to Senor del Coro’s in
troduction, limply shaking the hand of 
a Basque whose name was known in 
two continents as the most skillful 
player of jai-alai in the world.

He was a tall man, and graceful— 
slight, but roundly builded, holding his 
head proudly as befits a hero of the peo
ple. Bold, flashing eyes were his, and 
his upper lip was shaded with a killing 
mustache. He affected a modesty 
which only attracted the more attention 
and ' comment. Beyond denial he was 
handsome, and knew.it; he smiled often 
to show his white teeth.

Stanton he treated with condescen
sion tempered with a coolness which the 
American intuitively analyzed; Herrara 
was jealous of his place with the Del 
Coro’s party.

As for Trinidad, she had become sud
denly, maddeningly vivacious, and so 
maintained herself during the Basque’s 
brief pause. Presently, assuring them 
that he would play at the fronton that 
night, the man took his leave.

Trinidad’s demeanor saddened; she 
sighed wistfully.

“I adore pelotal” she affirmed, in 
response to a remark of Stanton’s.

It was on his lips. “And I adore
------” But he chose discretion as
the wiser course; besides, he had an 
idea, which he proceeded to put into im
mediate execution.

“You will excuse me?” he pleaded, 
rising. “I’ve a commission to execute 
to-night for—for a friend. You won’t 
mind? You are to go to the fronton at

nine, I believe? I will meet you there. 
Adios—till we meet.”

He departed hastily. He had a com
mission for a friend, surely; for is not 
every man his own friend, especially in 
a matter that touches his heart ?

Stanton was about to pledge himself 
to something extremely rash and un
wise; and he was glad of it—if, per
chance it should win him a smile from 
the senorita of his dreams.

H.
The American was true to his word; 

at nine that evening he approached the 
Del Coro box in Havana’s fronton; the 
reception accorded him was cordial 
enough, but he seemed dissatisfied and 
nervous. He sat by the side of the 
Senorita Trinidad, twisting his fingers 
together, gazing with abstracted curi
osity at the scene about him, and lis
tening with a plainly assumed attentive
ness to the senorita’s explanation of 
pelota.

The fronton was a large building, 
roughly rectangular in shape; precisely 
one-half, running the full length of the 
interior, was given over to seats for 
the devotees of jai-alai, or pelota—the 
Spanish national game.

And those seats were crowded with 
as much of Havana as had been able 
to squeeze within the doors—a lively 
crowd, laughing, smoking, chaffing and 
excitedly making bets with the cor- 
redorcs, or betting commissioners of 
the house.

The place was ablaze with sizzling 
arc lamps; and these and the numer
ous spectators managed to manufacture 
a sort of electric heat—such as that in
describably, stimulating wdrmth that 
obtains in, say, a circus tent.

It seemed to annoy the ensign; as 
the minutes advanced his perturbation 
became so evident that it aroused and 
piqued the curiosity of his fair com
panion. For the first time since they 
had met she unbent and began to take 
an active interest in the American—an 
interest that almost distracted her at
tention from the game in progress on 
the concha.
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That half of the building unoccupied 
by the audience was the concha, or 
court, on which pelota is played, and 
the contra-concha, or margin of safety 
between the players and the seats. It 
was a space about two hundred and 
forty feet in depth, and seventy feet 
wide; of which width the contra-concha 
took up nearly half—say, thirty-two 
feet. At one end was a wall about forty 
feet high and as wide as the concha, 
which wall was the fronton proper; at 
the other end of the court was a similar 
wall—la pared de rebote.

Within this sp'ace were the profes
sional players of pelota—the lithe, 
sinewy, dark-skinned Basques, upon 
whose devoted heads the populace was 
heaping frenzied plaudits, upon whose 
skill and fortunes Havana was wager
ing enormous sums of hard cash. For 
pelota as a sport is not surpassed in 
Spanish favor even by bullfighting.

There were four of them on the 
concha—active, supremely self-satisfied 
little men, strutting before the admiring 
gaze of their audience like so many 
blooded horses showing their paces; 
twirling their black mustaches and dart
ing burning glances sidelong at the 
senoritas in the boxes. Two were in 
white from head to toe, but two wore 
light blue shirts; marks which dis
tinguished the sides, the whites from the 
blues, the blancos from the azuls.

Stanton watched them showing off 
with a smile of contempt, the senorita 
at his side—well, quite otherwise, and 
to the American’s disgust. , Her eyes 
were dancing delightedly, her red lips 
smiling or forming bravos to be softly 
uttered, her little hands quietly busy ap
plauding.

At the cl&nging of a gong, the game 
was on; and if Stanton neglected it to 
watch the face of Senorita Trinidad, 
that does not prove that the play was 
not \yorthy of his entire attention.

One of the azuls—the smallest of the 
four—delayed a moment, ‘adjusting his 
cesta securely—a sort of narrow racket 
of wickerwork, in shape approximately 
an arc of a large circle, which was 
strapped firmly to his right hand. This 
being fixed to his satisfaction, he seized

in his left hand a small, lively, hard 
ball, ran a few paces toward the fron
ton, dropped the ball smartly to the 
cement flooring and with his cesta 
caught it on the rebound; it smashed out 
like a bullet from a rifle, smote the 
fronton with a resounding crack and 
shot back with incredible rapidity to
ward the rebound wall.

Halfway down the concha a bianco 
leaped high in air, and caught the ball 
with his cesta. Back it went to the 
fronton, more swiftly if possible than 
before, to be caught on the volley and 
slammed back by an azul.

The game was on indeed. It was 
superbly played, fought out to the last 
gasp by the unfortunate azuls, who were 
in the end defeated by one point only; 
the game is for ten points; they had 
scored nine to their opponents’ ten.

And when the blancos were at length 
victorious, the house rose to them as 
one man and one woman. Bravos rent 
the air, shrill whistles pierced the din, 
feet were stamped, dainty handker
chiefs fluttered, and a hail of coins and 
favors descended into the concha to fall 
about the heads of the winners.

For minutes the uproar continued; 
it was only stilled when the manage
ment requested to make an announce
ment. A slim, dapper little man stepped 
into the contra-concha, and held up his 
hand, begging for silence. This being 
presently accorded him, he proceeded 
to unfold his tale.

It seemed that an important match, a 
duo, was to be played next, between a‘ 
presumptuous Americano and the unde
feated Amado Herrara. The Americano 
incognito had challenged Senor Her
rara; it was a point of honor to the 
latter to take him down for such im
pertinence. The match was to be for 
one hundred dollars a side.

A storm of applause burst forth. The 
patrons of the sport were delighted. It 
would be amusing, it would be comical! 
The idea of an Americano daring to pit 
himself against the mighty Herrara! 
Bets were lavishly placed upon the lat
ter, even at the house’s prohibitive odds.

Senorita Trinidad turned in her 
chair.



“Why, who do you suppose he can 
be?” she inquired, breathlessly, of that 
place where Stanton had been a mo
ment before.

But now he was gone. Whither, 
wondered Trinidad, could he have flown 
so quickly?

But in a moment the house was ring
ing with cheers; the players of the duo 
had appeared in the concha. An Ameri
can in the box next that of the Del 
Coros proceeded to enlighten Senorita 
Trinidad—an American who stood up 
on his chair and waved his hat frantic
ally.

“We-oow!” he howled. “Stanton! 
'.vow! That’s the boy!”

He then sat down, and explained 
loudly to his companion:

“That’s Stanton, a naval officer. I 
knew him in Buenos Ayres, where he 
was stationed for quite a while. He 
can play pelota to make your hair curl 
—practiced at the fronton down there 
until he could beat the crack players of 
the city. My money goes on him, I can 
tell you!”

Trinidad could hardly believe her 
ears; but she looked and beheld the en
sign on the floor of the concha. He was 
posing modestly, deprecating the ap
plause.

And then Senorita Trinidad under
stood, and, understanding—well, she 
blushed.

III.
Stanton, coming out of the dressing- 

room in cotton shirt and trousers and 
with light sandals on his feet, had a 
severe attack of stage fright as he en
tered upon the concha. He hung his 
head, and much wished he hadn’t been 
so confounded hasty—even with the end 
in view. There were undoubtedly 
brother officers of his in the audience, 
and, should they recognize him------!

And that is what they did; and they 
got upon their feet and lifted up their 
voices, so that the fronton became aware 
that they recognized him. Also, the 
red-capped corredores became ex
tremely busy recording the bets which 
the Americanos were placing on their 
compatriot.

TH E  P L A Y  OF

The gong whanged out its preliminary 
warning.

Stanton fumbled with his cesta, long
ing most consumedly to glance up at the 
box of the Del Coros. He was won
dering if She thought he was making 
a fool of himself. But he dared not risk 
a look in Her direction; he felt in his 
bones that he was going to put up an 
exhibition of crass clumsiness.

Herrara brought him back to the 
earth—Herrara, the conqueror, who 
threw out his chest and curled his lip 
at the Americano. Stanton observed 
that look of scornful amusement on his 
antagonist’s face, and he flushed crim
son with resentment. It was like a tonic 
to his lagging spirits; anyway, he’d show 
Herrara what he was up against 1

Again the gong clanged; play was to 
begin at once.

Herrara had the serve. In the midst 
of a dead silence he took the ball lan
guidly in his hand, at the same time 
looking up toward the box wherein sat 
the queen of beauty at this modem 
joust.

What he saw there did not please 
him; the senorita was not feasting her 
eyes upon his captivating person; to the 
contrary, her gaze was all for the de
spised Americano. A swift gust of rage 
shook the Basque; his hot blood went 
to his head; even the back of his neck 
became the color of flame. He seemed 
to see things through an angry haze— 
and he forgot the importance of keep
ing cool.

When he recovered, he tried to calm 
himself, to no avail; he was too strongly 
shaken with jealousy to play with tem
pered judgment—which in part accounts 
for what followed. Besides, he con
sidered, there would be no need to exert 
himself greatly; by rights this Ameri
cano should prove a facile victim.

Comforted by this thought, Herrara 
flipped the pelota to the floor, and as it 
bounced sent it to the wall with careless 
grace and no very great speed.

Crack! the pelota rapped back upon 
the fronton, and------

“Carramba!” cried Herrara, taken 
utterly by surprise. The ball slipped 
past him despite his frantic leap.
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Score one for the Americano! It was 
chalked up on the blackboard at the 
fronton end of the contra-concha, where 
all bets are recorded together with the 
score. Herrara bit his lips with vexa
tion. But then, he assured himself, it 
was no more than a chance shot.
• “Ready?” demanded Stanton, clearly, 
laughing, but cool-headed. It was his 
serve.

He slapped the ball directly in the 
middle of the fronton—between the two 
red painted iron bars which mark the 
service limits. It sailed swiftly back to 
the rebound wall, bounced off lightly. 
Herrara was after it with the speed and 
agility of a panther after its prey, with 
that panther’s surety of killing stroke. 
He caught the pelota on the end of his 
ccsta, and shot it back to the fronton, 
where it landed at full speed directly 
above the lower band, a magnificent re
turn, worthy of the professional.

Stanton was quick, but barely missed 
it with the extreme tip of his cesta. It 
was no fault of his; he had made a 
good try. He smiled as the score was 
chalked up.

One for Herrara!
Again it was the Spaniard’s serve. 

He ran forward with short, swift steps 
that added force to the momentum with 
which he hammered the little ball 
against the fronton. Stanton, anticipa
ting the speed of the rebound, was al
ready tiptoeing watchfully backwards 
toward la pared de rebote. This saved 
him the point. With such force there 
could be no unerring accuracy of 
service; Herrara had sacrificed delicacy 
to might. The pelota had glanced from 
the top of his cesta to the lower limit 
of the fronton, and sailed back over the 
Spaniard’s head in a high arc.

Stanton caught it on his cesta, almost 
with his back against the rebound wall. 
But he got it, and it went back like a 
shot; and again the surprise of Herrara 
had lost him the point; for again he 
missed. And now recognizing the dan
gerousness of his hitherto despised op
ponent, he gathered himself together and 
became one electrified bunch of muscle, 
ginger and judgment.

Thereafter he was, for a time, irre

sistible. Point after point went to him, 
notwithstanding several rpagnificent 
plays on Stanton’s part. Gradually the 
score of the professional crept up. 
From one to two against him, it went 
to six—to seven—to eight to two in the 
Spaniard’s favor.

For a time Stanton had been lost in 
the excitement of the game, given up 
wholly to the joy of the sport, caring 
little for his score. Now, as he rested for 
a few seconds after contesting the tenth 
point and losing it, he looked at the 
blackboard and his heart went to his 
mouth. Then, for the first time, he 
glanced at the box of the Del Coros. 
Senorita Trinidad was leaning out, rapt 
with excitement. She caught Stanton’s 
eye, and nodded with a ravishing smile.

That settled it. After that he sim
ply could not consent to lose. Stanton 
moistened furtively the corners of his 
lips with his tongue, swung his cesta 
vigilantly by his side and kept his gaze 
undeviatingly even for the smallest frac
tion of a second upon that flying ball.

To this day they tell in Havana of the 
rally of the Americano who played 
against the great Herrara. It was mag
nificent, marvelous, it savored of super
natural aid!—if one may believe the ac
counts of the Cubans.

Again it was Herrara’s serve, as the 
winner of the last contested point. But 
now he was playing handicapped; for 
again he had ventured to look for the 
approbation of his senorita, and in do
ing so had detected the glance she had 
given the Americano.

That was bad—very bad for Her
rara’s game. Indeed, it unnerved him; 
he could not think steadily of the play ; 
he was gripped with his insane, para
lyzing jealousy. He forgot.

But Stanton was upon that pelota 
like a cat upon a mouse. It fairly 
whizzed back, scraping the Basque’s 
cheek so barely that he dodged and 
gasped—and lost the point in his agi
tation.

And now it was the Americano’s 
serve. He displayed a nicety of judg
ment, delivering the pelota with great 
swiftness, but with equal sureness. Her
rara got it, sent it back; Stanton re-
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turned it on the volley. It slapped, sing
ing, to the rebound wall, where Herrara 
just managed to scoop it up and return 
it slowly. Whereupon Stanton smashed 
it. '

That round lasted three minutes, to 
the second. Herrara outdid himself; 
never had he played in such form. He 
was the master of every professional 
pelota player in the world, and he 
showed his absolute superiority to them 
all. But the amateur won it.

Likewise the American won the next 
point, and that which followed; he got 
the seventh by slow, careful playing, by 
taking his time and never failing to es
timate the exact requisite force. And 
he won the eighth by pure generalship, 
by placing the dancing pelota in a, dif
ferent part of the concha at every re
turn, which almost exhausted the Span
iard in his desperate dashings from 
right to left, from the fronton to the 
rebound wall. *

The seventeenth round found the 
score a tic, Stanton calm and determined 
with his jaw set, and Herrara visibly 
rattled, on the jump and not knowing 
exactly what next to expect. He fum
bled the ball, eventually, with his cesta, 
and failed to get it above the lower 
metal band on the fronton.

Then he, too, rallied. If the Ameri
cano were permitted to win the next 
point, he would lose the game and get 
Herrara’s one hundred dollars (Ameri
can) into the bargain. Herrara couldn’t 
afford to lose; the money didn’t count 
so much, but think of his prestige!

He snarled an insult at Stanton, 
thereby hoping to make the young man 
lose his head. Stanton merely smiled 
upon him attentively, waiting in all fair
ness until Herrara was quite composed 
and ready, and served.

He had to spring twenty feet in the 
fraction of a second to catch the 
Spaniard’s vicious return. He made it 
—just—slipped, and went to his knees; 
anti he was upon them when Herrara 
slammed in the return. But not for 
long; in a trice he was up and had made 
a wonderful run of fully ten yards and a 
splendid smash at the volleying pelota. 
Herrara was equally vigilant, fighting

rfor his professional reputation as he 
was. His returns were something ter
rific in their speed.

The end came when Herrara, for the 
first time in the game, got in one of his 
favorite plays, and the most difficult of 
all to catch with the clumsy cesta. He 
pounded the pelota against the fronton 
about one foot from the side wall; on 
the rebound it scraped that side wall in 
a fast, gradual curve from the fronton 
almost to la pared dc rebote, about five 
feet from which, still hugging the wall 
jealously, the pelota descended to the 
floor.

In order to get this, Stanton had to 
turn his back to the fronton, to play by 
intuition alone—“with the eyes in the 
back of his head.” He tried it bravely, 
undismayed, unrattled bv Herrara’s 
jeering laugh of triumph. His cesta 
caught the pelota fairly on its center. 
He swung his arm back with tremen
dous force—a long, sure underhand 
swing; the little ball went to the fronton 
with such velocity as to be almost in
visible to the spectators.

Herrara realized too late that it was 
actually coming back. When he did so, 
he turned, quick as a cat, but he had no 
time to calculate where it would land. 
He heard it slap the fronton, saw it 
coming—coming straight for his head. 
He attempted to dodge, to ward it off 
with the cesta—much too late. The 
pelota struck him squarely in the eye.

Which is professional disgrace!
Within the superheated fronton there 

burst out a hurricane of cheers for the 
Americano. Even those who had lost 
considerable money on Herrara united 
in the ovation. His brother officers 
swarmed down over the barriers, howl
ing, and made for him. He stood 
weakly, fagged out, grinning, dripping 
with perspiration. A rain of favors 
was coming toward him; but in it he saw 
but one thing—-a red rose that came 
from the box of the Del Coros.

He looked, laughing, to meet the eyes 
of Senorita Trinidad. And then, be
cause he knew that everybody was too 
excited to see what he did, the American 
dared to press the rose to his lips ere 
slipping it in the bosom of his shirt.



WINNERS, KNIGHT ERRANT*
A S T O R Y  OF RHODES

BY SE W A R D  W . HOPKINS

SYNOPSIS OP CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
At a ball given by his mother, Bob Winners, a typical young American of wealth and energy, meets a 

beautiful woman known as the Princess Mella. With her is Bob’s cousin who had married the supposed 
princess’ father, a Greek. A certain captain in the Turkish service, Karusu, appears on the scene, and 
Madam Dvorolos and the princess leave suddenly for Paris. Madam Dvorolos sends Bob word to follow her, 
w'hich he does at once He learns in Paris that the two women have gone to Rhodes. Meeting Captain 
Karusu he accepts that officer’s invitation to accompany him on his private yacht to Rhodes. During the 
voyage Bob is thrown overboard by the captain, but manages to reach a small island, where he is held for 
ransom by the inhabitants. He is asked to write home for a large sum of .money, but having found a 
revolver, he prepares to resist the demand.

1
CHAPTER VII.

A VERY D IF FE R E N T  STORY.

W INNERS was hungry, but he ig
nored the supper brought by 
his captors. He took a step 

forward, but a significant motion of 
Mushed’s rifle made him halt.

“You write the letter,” said Giarkas. 
“We’ll have no tricks.”

“But I am hungry. Let me eat first.” 
“No. It will not take long to write 

the letter. Do that, and then eat.” 
There was nothing else to do, so Bob 

obeyed. He sat down with the lantern 
before him on the table, and indited 
this letter to Tom Blake:

“Dear Old Tom,” it ran. " I  am in a sort 
of a hole here in Turkey, or at least an island 
belonging to that blessed country, and need 
some money. I bought a large estate, finding 
the climate particularly salubrious, and good 
for my failing health. I must have at once 
twenty thousand pounds. That means, in 
round figures, ninety-seven thousand dollars. 
See Palmer, and draw on my account. I 
inciose authority.”

He stopped here, and turned to 
Giarkas.

“Can you fellows read English?” he 
asked. “How will you know I am writ
ing what you want ?”

“We cannot read English,” was the 
reply, “but we know some one who can. 
And if you do not write what we want 
we will kill you.”

“That is so,” said Mushed.
The lantern was directly in front of 

Winners, and opposite him stood Giar
kas. Mushed was the only onevshowing 
a weapon, Giarkas having carried up the 
tray containing his supper. Mushed 
grew curious as to the English writing, 
and bent over, to view it, the muzzle of 
his rifle being allowed to lie across the 
table. :

Winners noticed that it pointed di
rectly toward Giarkas. A glint came in 
his eyes, but he bent his head, and wrote 
on a separate paper as follows:

“The Palmer Sand Bank, of New York. 
Pay to the order of T. Blake, ninety-seven 
thousand dollars in pennies. Ship by flying 
machine. Nit.”

He attached a signature that was a 
scrawl, and held it out for Giarkas to

* T h is  s t o r y  b e ^ a n  l a s t  m o n th .  T h e  n u m b e r  c o n ta in in g  th e  f i r s t  i n s t a l m e n t  can  b e  o b ta in e d  t h r o u g h  
a n y  n e w s d e a l e r  or d i r e c t  f r o m  th e  p u b l i s h e r s  fo r  t e n  cen t s .
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look at. While Giarkas scanned the 
thing, Mushed waitecTfor his chance.

Winners, by a sudden movement, 
reached back of Mushed, and pulled the 
trigger of his rifle.

With a howl and curse Giarkas fell 
to the floor. Mushed, amazed, but alert 
to his own danger, turned to grapple 
with Winners, but the young athlete had 
him by the throat.

“You’ll hold me for ransom, will 
you !” said Winners, as he pounded with 
his fist on Mushed’s face. “Hold up a 
decent American, will you, you con
founded Turk! How do you like that? 
Take another for luck!”

The eyes of the Turk were sticking 
out from his head, and his color was 
changing. The iron grasp Winners had 
on his throat was strangling him. He 
made peculiar noises as if to try to call 
the woman below. Giarkas writhed in 
agony, cursing and howling, but the 
woman did not hear. Perhaps she 
thought that anything that could make 
Giarkas howl was a good thing to keep 
away from.

Mushed reached and felt feebly for 
his rifle, but Winners yanked him to an
other portion of the room, and drove 
his fist with all his strength time after 
time against the fellow’s skull.

It was a hard head, that of the Turk, 
but the terrible blows began to tell, and 
the throttling process was so success
ful that at last the head drooped, the 
eyes became vacant, and Mushed was 
put to sleep.

“Now you lie there,” said Winners, 
throwing the limp and battered man into 
a corner. “I’ll attend to the rest my
self.”

He gathered up the rifle, and with a 
grin at the writhing Giarkas, walked 
out, barring the door behind him. With 
the lantern in his hand he went down 
the stairs. A small lamp in a room at
tracted him, and the sullen face of 
Mushed’s wife woke into an expression 
of terror as she saw the deadly barrel of 
the gun she knew so well aimed at her.

“Do not shoot!” she cried. “I 
thought they shot vou! Is Mushed 
killed?”

“Mushed is pounded to a jelly, and 
Giarkas has a bullet in his interior de
partment. Now I want something to 
eat.”

He had left his supper in the room 
above, but the woman soon had some 
fish and coffee before him. He ate 
leisurely, keeping, however, his eye on 
the woman and the rifle near his hand. 
Having satisfied his hunger, he rose, 
bowed with a mocking grace, and 
walked out.

He went to the shore, taking his time 
about deciding what to do, for he knew 
that neither Giarkas nor Mushed were 
to be feared that night.

At the shore he found an old boat, 
used to reach those larger ones that re
mained anchored in deeper water. He 
still carried the lantern, and, shoving the 
small boat off, he examined two, chose 
the larger of them, found it dry and 
seaworthy, clambered in, raised the sail, 
and calmly started for a cruise to 
Rhodes, or at least the single light he 
saw, and which he supposed to be a 
lighthouse on that island.

The light burned brightly as a beacon 
for Winners, and as he was no novice 
in the management of a boat, he steered 
directly for"it. The stars seemed to 
twinkle and smile at him as he sailed. 
Fortunately the wind was favoring, and 
was not strong enough to interfere with 
the handling of the boat. Winners, as 
was natural, felt quite well satisfied with 
himself, and chuckled as he thought of 
the opportunity Mushed had given him 
to escape.

Certainly the trip to Rhodes had not 
turned out quite as he had anticipated. 
He now had time to reach a conclusion 
that he had been a fool to trust to Capt. 
Karusu. But, after all, since he had 
not been drowned, perhaps it was bet
ter to know the man’s nature, and pre
pare to meet him with his own tricks.

He thought of Adria Dvorolos, and 
Madam de Saye, or Madam Dvorolos, 
which was her true name, and wondered 
if they were really at Rhodes. Nat
urally, that being their home, he felt that 
Karusu might in that instance have 
spoken the truth.

The light grew nearer and brighter
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hour after hour, and Winners began to 
make out dimly the outline of the island. 
The light was far out at the end of a 
narrow and rugged strip of rocky land, 
and on this he did not wish to land. He 
steered to the north, and, having passed 
the light, was compelled to depend on 
the stars for guidance.

He made slower progress in this di
rection ; but, soon after rounding a turn 
in the shore, had left the light where he 
could no longer see it. Peering toward 
the shore, where he heard the murmur of 
the waves as they lapped up against the 
rocks, he saw what appeared to be an 
opening in the high and rocky shore 
line. Toward this he steered.

Suddenly there was a shock, the bow 
of his boat went upward on a rock, and 
the smashing of wood in the bottom 
could be heard. The boat careened, 
stuck fast, and the water began pour
ing in.

As Winners felt the water rising 
about his feet he realized the immediate 
necessity for action. The boat, weighted 
with the water, rolled a little more, and 
began to slide off the rock. Winners 
knew it would sink.

Gathering his strength, he measured 
the distance to the shore, and with no 
thought of the danger of the under
taking, plunged into the sea. He started 
with the rifle in his hand, but the buffet
ing of the waves in the rockbound 
coast soon compelled him to let it go. 
Without this to hinder him he kept on, 
making good progress, sometimes in 
clear water, and sometimes dangerously 
near to rocks, but always swimming 
with all his might toward the break in 
the wall.

It was a long swim, even longer than 
he had supposed. He became almost 
exhausted, but kept manfully on, until, 
just as his breath was coming with pain 
and difficulty, he felt the rising bottom 
under his feet. Bracing himself, he 
stood upright, and waded ashore.

It was a strange, wild place in which 
he found himself. The rocky coast was 
so forbidding that a landing place for 
a boat was almost impossible. He en
tered a narrow pass and walked perhaps 
a hundred feet, climbed over rocks, and

came out upon a singularly beautiful 
night scene.

In the light of the’ stars he could see 
great gardens of figs and other fruits of 
the region. The undulating ground 
seemed strangely fertile for a place with 
so rude an entrance. Over the treetops 
he espied the towers of a large house.

“Now* then,” said Winners to him
self, “the question to be decfded is 
whether or not to ask for shelter at 
that house. It is long after midnight, 
and my intrusion might not be relished. 
These people have not exhibited any 
great spirit of hospitality, that I know 
of. I’ll wait till morning.”

He shook his wet clothes, and walked 
briskly to and fro to warm his blood.

“Ho, intruder! What are you doing 
here!” came a sudden demand, and 
Winners stopped as he saw three men 
come running toward him.

CHAPTER VIII.

A CHANGE OF CAPTORS.

“I’m drying myself,” he said. They 
had spoken in a peculiar sort of Eng
lish, but Winners had, made out enough 
to understand.

“What do you want here?”
“I don’t know.”
“You are a-spy of the pasha. We 

will kill you.”
“But I am not a spy of the pasha. I 

don’t know the gentleman and don’t 
want to. I am looking for some 
friends.”

“Oh, friends! We’ll show you 
friends. Come with us.”

Two ranged themselves alongside, 
one at his right and the other at his 
left, and Bob noticed that they were 
armed with bayoneted rifles. The third 
got behind him and pricked him in the 
leg with his bayonet.

“March forward,” was the command, 
and Winners perforce obeyed.

He tried to ask questions, but they 
had said all they would, and Winners 
began to study this new problem. He 
had been accused of being a spy of the 
pasha, hence these men could not be
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the pasha’s soldiers. If not, whose were 
they? He knew that Rhodes was ruled 
by a pasha, and that no armed forces 
other than his soldiers were permitted. 
Who, then, were these soldiers who ac
cused him of being the pasha’s spy ?

He tried to make out what they were, 
but the light of the stars was not suf
ficient to enable him to distinguish their 
features. They were not tall men, but 
seemed robust and active.

They turned into a path through an 
olive grove, and from that they passed 
through a vineyard. They were ap
proaching the house he had seen, but 
before they reached it, there was an
other surprise in store for Winners.

Rows and rows of tents were stretched 
from the vineyard across a field so broad 
that he could not see the end of the 
rows. Here and there armed sentries 
were pacing their posts. As they 

' reached the first, a countersign was 
given.

“Pass the word for the officer of the 
guard!” said the man in charge of the 
party that had captured Winners. The 
word was passed, and soon a taller of
ficer was seen approaching. He was a 
dignified fellow, perhaps so much so 
that his stride could be called a strut. 
Rut as he approached more closely Win
ners saw that he was not of the same 
kind as his three captors.

“Who is this?” he asked, in English.
“Excellency, we captured this man 

near the cut on the coast. We thought 
he was a spy of the pasha, and arrested 
him. He denies it.”

“Who are you, then?” asked the of
ficer, turning to Winners.

“I am an American citizen, and am 
thankful to find a man who speaks 
English as you do. I am not a spy of 
the pasha.”

“Then what the devil are you doing 
here at this hour? Explain that?”

“Gladly,” answered Winners. “I 
was—but suppose you take me some- 
wheres to get dry. I’m soaked.”

“Come with me.”
He turned, and Winners, still guarded 

by the three, followed. The officer took 
him to a tent, and pulled open a chest. 
From this he selected some clothing.

Throwing the garments toward Win
ners, he said:

“Take off your wet ones, and put on 
these. Talk while you do it. Who are 
you?”

“Permit me to say,” said Winners, as 
he began peeling off his wet clothes, 
“that I am Robert Winners, of New 
York. A very short time ago I was the 
guest of one Capt. Karusu on his 
yacht.”

“A h ! What did we say ! A spy !” 
said one of his three captors.

“Shut up and let him talk,” said the 
officer, who seemed none too choice of 
language.

“As I said,” continued Winners, “I 
was a guest, but found myself one 
morning lying half conscious on5 the 
shores of an island they call Scartio.” 

“The captain’s island!”
“The people there said it was. They 

showed marked hospitality. They 
seemed to be fishermen, and asked me 
to have breakfast in a house. I had it 
all right, but then they locked me in. 
and demanded a heavy ransom.”

“That must have been Giarkas, the 
pirate,” said one of the soldiers.

“His name was Giarkas, but I shot 
him and escaped. I took a boat to come 
here, but ran on a rock and had to swim. 
Now you know it all.”

“Not quite,” answered the officer. “I 
want to know why you came here. Was 
it to see the captain ?”

“Karusu ? It would not displease me 
to see him in the least, if I was as well 
armed as he.”

“Then you are not friends?”
“There is no overwhelming affection 

between us.”
“But I don’t understand. You must 

have wanted something. Americans do 
not come here for nothing. Especially 
now.”

“Why especially now? If you want 
to know exactly, I will tell you. I came 
to visit my cousin, Madam Dvorolos.” 

“The devil you did 1”
The announcement almost took away 

the officer’s breath. He blurted out his 
short sentence and then stared. The 
three soldiers snorted with suppressed 
laughter.

169
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“I came, as I said, to visit my cousin, 
Madam Dvorolos.”

In the starlight the officer’s eyes 
glared ominously.

“Look here,” he said, with ugly em
phasis. “If you are lying to me I’ll 
have you hung to a tree.”

“Well, find Madam Dvorolos, or 
Madam de Saye, whatever she is, and 
then you’ll know.”

“Find Madam Dvorolos!”
The three soldiers grunted, and the 

captain smiled.
“Are you serious? Do you really 

wish me to take vou to Madam Dvoro
los?”

“I am as serious in asking that as you 
are in asking my business here. I went 
toyParis to see her, and not finding her, 
came here.”

“Who told you she was here?” 
“Karusu.”
"How did he know?”
“I don’t'know that. He seemed, how

ever, to be well informed concerning 
her movements.”

“Look here. I’m a sort of one-horse 
American myself. My mother’s father 
was an American, and settled in Tur
key, marrying a Greek woman; there
fore, my mother was half American, and 
I learned from her to speak the lan
guage. Besides, I’ve been in England. 
My mother married a Greek, so the 
American blood in me is pretty well 
thinned down. I am inclined to believe 
you, but can do nothing to-night. I 
must take you to the guardhouse for the 
night, but promise you that you will be 
well cared for. In the morning I will 
see the colonel, and he can do what he 
likes.” '

At command Winners followed him, 
and was taken to a wooden building that 
looked new, and incomplete.

“You’ll have to stay here till morning. 
Have a pull?”

The officer handed over a flask of 
brandy, and Bob, after his tiresome 
swim, took some of it.

“You won’t be harmed any. Just 
wait till morning. Col. Galapo will set
tle your matter all right.”

With this the officer left, and Win
ners remained again a prisoner with the

guards of the place alert. But he had no 
thought of trying to escape. He found 
a cot and lay down, and was soon 
asleep. This, at least, was better than 
Mushed’s house on Scartio.

CHAPTER IX.

BREAKFAST W ITH MADAM.

In the early morning Winners was 
awakened by a young officer, who was 
so resplendent in a new, unsoiied uni
form that Winners realized that what
ever had caused the concentration of 
troops at that point had also caused the 
enrollment of new men, or the purchase 
of new supplies. The officer was not 
only young, but an intelligent and ener
getic Greek.

“I am directed to conduct you to the 
colonel,” he said. “Will you have 
breakfast now or afterwards?”

“I think I’ll wait,” said Winners. 
“It is possible that I shall breakfast 
with Madam Dvorolos.”

The young Greek’s eyes opened, and 
he at once became, not the jailor or 
keeper, but the subservient friend.

“In that case, permit me to accom
pany you at once to the colonel, who is 
waiting.”

“Madam Dvorolos seems to be some
thing big here,” said Winners.

“You must know, since you expect to 
breakfast with madam.”

They walked through a lane of tents 
where soldiers were preparing their 
breakfasts. There seemed to Winners 
to be no lack of food supplies; nor, in 
fact, of any other. The soldiers were 
happy, and sang as they worked. The 
discipline of camp seemed not severe.

In a larger tent a stern officer sat 
looking at some papers.

“Lieut. Thacko with the prisoner!” 
said the orderly at the flap.

“Admit them.”
The colonel looked up from his pa

pers.
“Well?” .
His keen black eyes studied Winners 

curiously and well.
“I have heard of you,” he said, in a
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quiet, but harsh, voice. He seemed a 
man who could move at a moment’s no
tice, and do things without danger of 
regret.

“I suppose you have,” answered 
Winners. “I seem to be getting into 
difficulties enough for almost anybody 
to hear of me.”

“You were captured during the night 
trying to effect an entrance at the rock 
pass.”

“Scarcely. I was arrested after I had 
effected it.”

“Worse. Much worse. What was it 
you wanted?”

“To reach dry land. My boat struck 
a rock, and I had to swim.”

“But what brought you here?”
“A desire to see my cousin, Madam 

Dvorolos.”
The colonel sprang from his chair, 

and stood as if transfixed.
“Is Madam Dvorolos your cousin? 

Why did you not explain that to the 
officer of the guard?”

“I did; but Madam Dvorolos seems 
to be so great that no one believed me.” 

“Is it true that you wish to be con
ducted to Madam Dvorolos?”

“I wish to see her. I do not know 
where she is.”

The colonel studied a moment. 
“Examine the man, and ascertain if 

he is armed,” he said to the young Greek 
officer.

“You need not do that. I have a re
volver. Here it is.”

“But examine,” said Galapo, taking 
the proffered revolver.

“I find nothing, excellency,” said 
the officer, having made a complete ex
amination of Winners.

“Conduct him to madam—no. I will 
do that myself. If his story is true, an 
apology is quite necessary.”

The colonel rose, and arranged his 
uniform, putting on his sword.

“Be kind enough to accompany me,” 
he said.

He took Bob’s arm, and the two, now 
apparently on equal and friendly foot
ing, left the tent.

They again walked through the lanes 
of tents, and toward the great castle 
Winners had first seen.

Guards were everywhere. They sa
luted the colonel, and he led Winners up 
a flight of marble steps. The castle 
was a splendid building, showing signs 
of age, and bearing inscriptions of an
cient origin.

“Is this Madam Dvorolos you arc 
taking me to the owner of this palace?” 
asked Winners.

“At present. This was a stronghold 
of the Knights of St. John.”

Orderlies came and went with mes
sages from the colonel. One returned 
that Madam Dvorolos would be glad 
to receive him. N

In a gorgeous room, large enough for 
an audience chamber, Madam Dvoro
los sat, clad in a magnificent morning 
costume, with a soldier at either side. 
A table strewn with papers was before 
her. She glanced up as the colonel led 
Winners into the room. • Her expres
sion was stern, and lacking interest in 
the man who had desired admittance. 
But she was beautiful, and her dignity 
made her grand. And when her eyes 
lit on Winners she rose from her chair, 
and an expression of surprise and pleas
ure illuminated her handsome face.

“Bob!” she cried.
Col. Galapo, as he saw the woman 

rush to greet Winners, bowed, and 
seemed at a loss for words.

“And so, after all, you found me,” 
said Madam Dvorolos, as she held 
Bob’s hand in hers.

“I don’t think I did,” he said, with 
a laugh. “Your soldiers found me. 
What am I up against, anyhow?”

“When did you arrive?”
“Last night, by swimming. Was ar

rested, put in the guardhouse, and now 
here I am.”

A ringing and musical laugh burst 
from Madam Dvorolos.

“Poor boy. You have suffered 
ignominy in my service. But you are 
not injured. Have you breakfasted?”

“No. They offered me breakfast, but 
I said I would take my breakfast with 
you.”

“Good! I am glad you did that, for 
breakfast will be ready in a moment. 
Col. Galapo, I thank you for taking such 
good care of my friend and cousin. The
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fact that he was arrested and placed in 
the guardhouse, I see ratfier worries 
you. Fear nothing, for in doing that 
you and your soldiers were but obeying 
my orders. You may retire, and thank 
those who are so faithful in my service. 
And remember, that after this, M. Win
ners at all times represents me, and is 
to be obeyed accordingly.”

“I thank you, madam, and will re
member,” said the colonel, as he bowed 
and retired.

“Now tell us all about it,” said 
Madam Dvorolos, leaning her shapely 
shoulders against the back" of her chair 
and laughing again. “It seems- so droll 
that you should be arrested. I can un
derstand it, of course. But I must learn 
the details.”

At that moment another orderly en
tered.

“Madam’s breakfast is served,” he 
- said.

“Make it for four,” she said, com- 
mandingly.

“It is for four, madam. Col. Galapo 
so ordered it as he left.”

“Oh, that colonel is a jewel,” said 
Madam Dvorolos, as she linked her 
arm in that of Winners, and led him 
from the room. “He is certainly a prize 
among revolutionists. But I notice you 
wear a sort of uniform. You don't look 
quite as natty as usual.”

“I got this rig from an officer. Mine 
was soaked with Mediterranean juice.”

“Oh, I see. Well, here is breakfast. 
Now, eat heartily, Bob; for there is 
much for you to do.”

Winners began to wonder if he had 
chanced to land in a madhouse or 
fairy land. Servants and orderlies 
moved about without noise or confu
sion. Madam sat down at one side of 
a table, and told Winners to sit at the 
other.

Immediately there entered through 
another door a tall, handsome and dig
nified man. He was like a picture from 
the old masters. His great, white beard, 
well trimmed, his massive shoulders, his 
keen black eyes, all formed a picture 
that held Winners captive.

“My husband, M. Dvorolos; my 
cousin, Bob Winners.”

M. Dvorolos sat down at one side of 
the table, and breakfast was served.

“My cousin had a strange experi
ence,” said madam, to her husband. 
“Before we explain anything to him, I 
wish him to tell us that, more for your 
diversion than anything else. I see you 
have had a trying night.”

“I have traveled far. The roads are 
bad, and the pasha’s men everywhere. 
Karusu is back.”

“I feared it,” said madam, her teeth 
snapping together.

“Blit not him.”
“No, I fear nothing now.”
“Perhaps M. Winners will proceed 

with his story,” said Dvorolos.
“Oh, it isn't so much,” said Bob. He 

then started with his ffirst note at New 
York, continued with his trip to Paris, 
and his meeting with Karusu. His tale 
of his capture on Scartio made madam 
roar with laughter, but brought a frown 
to the brow of her husband.

“It is no joking matter,” he said, 
“when travelers are not safe in our 
kingdom.”

Bob immediately came to the conclu
sion that M. Dvorolos was a harmless 
lunatic.

“My men are faithful,” said madam, 
“and we must not blame them for obey
ing orders. Of course it was incon
venient, and, in a way, humiliating. I 
wonder why Adria has not come.”

As if in answer to the question, 
through the door came Adria, known 
once as the Princess Mella, and when 
she saw Bob she bowed coldly, but with 
extreme courtesy.

“I am pleased to see you again, M. 
Winners,” she said.

Bob felt the chill of her reception, 
and wondered still more what sort of a 
game he was up against. The girl was 
as lovely as ever, and clad as she was, 
in a habit half national and half Pa
risian, she was what Bob termed “stun
ning.”

She sat down, and the breakfast pro
ceeded. Adria had but little to say, an
swering her stepmother in few words. 
But madam seemed indifferent to all 
the emotions displayed by others. It 
was soon patent to Bob that she, and
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she alone, swayed the destinies of this 
family. Before the ball at his mother’s 
house he had never heard of her. And 
now here she was entertaining him, and 
giving instructions to a military force. 
He could not understand if, and waited 
for her to begin the explanation.

“It is rumored,” said Dvorolos, “that 
the pasha will start troops to-day.”

“Let him do so,” said madam, de
fiantly. “We can take care of them. 
Are you going so soon, Adria?”

“I must be excused. I have much to 
do,” she said, coldly.

“I shall expect you to be with us at 
noon.”

“Without fail. Perhaps my weari
ness and headache will have worn off 
by then.”
• She swept from the room, Dvorolos ' 
drank his coffee and rose to go, and 
madam, offering Winners a perfumed 
cigar, drew him into a small and cozy 
room, where he was pushed gently into 
a rich upholstered seat.

“Now,” said Madam Dvorolos, “I 
will tell you what this is all about.”

CHAPTER X.

A GIGANTIC PROJECT.

Madam Dvorolos was certainly a 
fascinating woman. There was a charm 
about her that made Winners like her 
at once.

“Of course, I know that you are sur
prised at all this,” she said. “And some 
of the surprises will bear explaining. 
In the first place, you were surprised 
when your mother told you that I was 
her cousin. Were you not?”

“Yes, I was surprised—not that you 
were my mother’s cousin, but that I had 
never seen nor heard of you.”

“Explanation number one. Your 
mother, as you know, is a proud woman. 
She belongs to the proud half of our 
family. Formerly, as girls, we were 
friends. My father was a stern old 
man, and—well—I ran away, and mar
ried the man of my choice. Not M. 
Dvorolos—this was years ago. My 
father forbade the mention of my name,

and I was almost forgotten. My hus
band rose in European politics, and I 
plunged in with him. He died at 
Vienna. I, having become identified 
writh certain political organizations, re
mained so, and have had a finger in al
most every great movement in Europe.

“My life did not bring me closer to 
my family, although there was no good 
reason why we should not all be on the 
friendliest terms. In Paris I met M. 
Dvorolos. Adria, his daughter, was at
tending the school at the Convent of the 
Sacred Heart, and he visited her there. 
M. Dvorolos, while a Greek, is a Catho
lic. Pie wished his daughter to be well 
educated. We met several times, and 
finally he asked me to marry him. I 
did so, and that ends the story so far as 
my own poor individu&ity is con
cerned.”

“I don’t see any poor individuality 
about it,” said Bob.

Madam Dvorolos laughed. Her laugh 
was as rich as music, and infectious. 
Winners laughed with her.

“You are such a boy!” she said. “But 
I am glad you like me, because I like 
you. I am sure I did not make a mis
take when I picked you out.”

“Oh, then you picked me out. May 
I ask for what purpose?”

Again the ringing laugh of Madam 
Dvorolos compelled him to follow suit.

“Oh, for a number of things. You 
saw soldiers here. Now we get to an
other explanation. You have noticed, 
of course, that Adria is a most beautiful 
girl. I do believe that she is the most 
perfect specimen of womanhood in the 
world.”

“You are still in the world, you 
know,” said Winners.

“N ow ! You are not such a boy, after 
all. But Adria is lovely. M. Dvorolos 
and I remained in Paris after our mar
riage, until Adria had completed her ed
ucation, and then came here. My hus
band owns large plantations here, and 
this is our home. Now to plunge deeper 
into that subject; you know that Rhodes 
is a Turkish pashalic. That is, Rhodes, 
together with many smaller islands, is 
governed by a pasha. The word pasha 
may mean nothing particular to you,
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but to us who know, it stands for un
limited power, cunning and cruelty. 
The Pasha of Rhodes is almost a king.

The Governor of Rhodes is Mulie- 
man Pasha. His name is almost un
known to the world at large. Here we 
curse it. He is cruel, cunning, ava
ricious and absolutely unscrupulous. 
The number of Mulieman’s wives 
changes with each moon. Nobody 
knows what becomes of those of whom 
he tires, but we have a saying here that 
the sea is deep.

“Mulieman heard of Adria, and made 
a way to see her. He at once demanded 
her of M. Dvorolos. Of course, my 
husband being a Christian, objected 
strongly to any such alliance. Adria 
objected herself. Then the pasha grew 
angry, and raised our taxes. He made 
another demand for Adria, and was 
again refused. Our taxes were raised 
again. He threatened to impoverish us 
unless Adria became his wife.

“During this time I was carefully 
studying the condition of the island. 
Here was a place of about thirty thou
sand inhabitants, with the finest of cli
mates, excellent soil, and with over 
twenty thousand Greeks, ruled by the 
Turks. Most of the Turks were either 
in the army or navy, or holding office. 
The Greeks are the tillers of the soil 
and the merchants, although there are 
about a thousand Jews.

“I Peached a conclusion that the pros
perity that should be ours was kept back 
by the pasha’s rule. The ignorance, the 
cupidity and the cruelty of Turkish 
rulers is scarcely understood by those in 
other lands. I at once took up the ques
tion of making Rhodes independent. 
There was no reason why it should re
main a Turkish province.”

“I am beginning to feel uncom
fortable,” said Winners.

“You’ll get over that. To continue, 
the first great need was money. Ours 
was about gone, and the taxes were be
ing constantly increased. I was com
pelled to raise finances if I wished to in
cite the Greeks to revolution. I took 
Adria with me and went to Paris. I 
was partially successful there, the story 
of Adria being an argument that made

several well-known bankers back my 
scheme. Then Capt. Karusu, who is 
the pasha’s representative in all his evil 
schemes, followed us there, and discov
ered what we were doing. I then went 
to New York, and changed my name to 
Madam de Saye, and Adria’s to the 
Princess Mella. I hoped thus to escape 
detection by Karusu. But that gentle
man is very shrewd, and he did dis
cover us. I left New York at once, 
leaving a note for you to follow when I 
told you where I was. You went to 
Paris in response to my personal in the 
Herald. But before you came, I re
ceived word that the pasha was increas
ing his guards, and having sufficient 
money for a beginning I could not wait 
for you. I knew you would follow me 

•here—or anywhere I might be.”
“Plow did you know that ?”
“Because you fell in love with Adria 

at sight. This suited my views and am
bitions nicely. You are here, and that 
proves how well I judged you.” ,

“But what part am I to play in this 
thing? It seems to me you have under
taken a stupendous job. You will have 
the entire army and navy against 
you.”

“No, we will not. We may have a 
few warships here, but I hope soon to 
have as good. You see the troubles in 
Macedonia, the threatened revolt of 
Bulgaria, and the troubles on the Black 
Sea, necessitate keeping the bulk of the 
army in European Turkey. You must 
remember that most of these Greeks are 
ignorant. Many of them are simply 
mercenaries. I wanted some one in 
whom I could repose the utmost confi
dence. I went to that ball at your house 
merely to make your acquaintance. I 
spoke to your mother about the proj
ect, and at first she objected. But when 
she saw Adria she said you could choose 
for yourself.”

“I usually do so. But that doesn’t 
explain what my part is to be. Am I 
supposed to be a soldier, too ?”

“Not unless you wish to take a com
mand. My plans are to turn this island 
into a republic, with my husband as 
president. He will want educated and 
courageous men around him, and you, I
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thought, should have first choice. More 
than that, I want you to marry Adria.” 

“That’s all very well. Nothing would 
please me'better. But it occurs to me 
that perhaps Adria would like to have 
something to say on that matter. Sup
pose she does not wish to marry me?” 

“You must make her want to marry 
you. You are big, and strong, and 
handsome, and rich. Why should she 
not marry you ?”

Winners looked at the ceiling, and 
thought hard.

“Rather a cold proceeding, sitting 
here and planning the marriage of a 
young lady without asking her permis
sion. However, I understand that to 
be the rule in some countries. But 
judging from her reception to-day she 
does not seem to be overwhelmingly in 
love with me.”

“Oh, you must manage that. There 
is a great future for you in Rhodes. I 
might tell you another secret— I never 
thought of you at first. I went to Paris 
and London to pick out a husband for 
Adria. But when I saw you I knew at 
once that you were the man. Now you 
know my wishes, and you like Adria, the 
game is in your own hands.”

Winners shifted uneasily, and was 
about to reply. But an brderly came in 
with a message, and Madam Dvorolos 
left him alone. As she did not return, 
he began stirring about. He passed out 
into a broad hallway, and came face to 
face with Adria. When she saw him, 
her lovely face flushed and her eyes 
blazed with anger.

“Please bear in mind, M. Winners,” 
she said, coldly, “that I hate you.”

“Hate me? I hope not. What have 
I done to merit your dislike?”

“You have purchased me just as you 
would a horse or piece of land. I will 
not submit. I will not marry you.”

She turned and walked away with a 
graceful dignity.

Winners softly whistled to himself. 
“Pm in for a devil of a row no mat

ter what I do,” he said. “I suppose the 
next thing madam will ask will be for 
me to fight the pasha. Gosh! Wasn’t 
the beauty mad!”

CHAPTER XL

AN ERRAND OF DOUBTFUL USEFULNESS.

The choice of action was not left for 
Winners. He had not been fully in
formed as to how far the matter had 
gone, and was, therefore, about an hour 
after his conversation with Madam 
Dvorolos and the meeting with Adria, 
surprised at the sound of martial music.

Col. Galapo, undoubtedly excited and 
panting, came rushing through the halls. 
Winners was on his way then to take 
another look at the camp. But the 
flushed face of the colonel stopped him.

“What is the matter?” he asked. “I 
hear music.”

“You’ll hear more music soon!” 
gasped the colonel, who seemed to have 
lost his self-control. “They are com
ing, and our forces haven’t been heard 
from.”

“Why, I thought they were all 
camped on the estate.”

“All we have here. But there are 
several regiments to come. We tried to 
keep the matter secret, but these men 
talked, and now we are to be attacked.”

Madam Dvorolos heard the loud 
talking, and soon joined them.

“Is that a Turkish advance?” she 
asked, sharply.

“It is, madam,” answered the col
onel. “And our regiments have not ar
rived.”

“Well, we must defend the castle,” 
she said, promptly. “What have you 
done ?”

“There is nothing to be done! What 
men I have here will fight, of course. 
But can we get word to the others?”

“Let me see—the nearest recruiting 
place is Makry. That is right across 
the strait on the Asiatic shore. Ban- 
dararia is there with at least two thou
sand men. We must get a messenger 
off at once.”

“Shall I send Lieut. Styrio?”
“Will you go, Bob?” asked madam, 

turning suddenly to Winners.
“How do I get to the place ?”
“Oh, we have boats enough. The col

onel will see to that.”
“But anybody could do that. I’d pre
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fer to remain, and help defend the 
place.”

“But you might get killed.”
“So might you. So might Adria. 

Now, look here, this thing is nothing 
but a farce. You can’t carry on a suc
cessful revolution in Rhodes. You have 
undertaken a thing that cannot be done. 
I will stay with you and fight, or go to 
Makry, just as you prefer. But I make 
one stipulation.”

“Name it.”
“If I go to Makry, you and Adria 

must leave here and find a safe hiding 
place. Why not come with me to 
Makry, and return with your troops?” 

“Oh, that is nonsense! If I left here 
there would be no defense. Heavens! 
I’ve raised ten millions to carry on this 
war, and now you want me to abandon 
it.”

“It was a crazy undertaking in the 
first place. Could your husband not see 
that?”

“M. Dvorolos!” cried madam, laugh
ing, “why he is a born conspirator. He 
has started more revolutions than I 
could tell.” .

“In Rhodes?”
“No, not many here. But we are 

wasting time. The Turks will be here, 
and then you can’t get away. Will you 
go to Makry?”

“If you insist.”
“Then go; and if when you return 

you cannot find us here, look for us in 
the big caves.”

“Where are they?”
“About three miles from here, to the 

east, on the coast. They are called the 
Caves , of the Seven Charms.”

“I heard Adria speak of them in New 
York. What are their charms?”

“For Heaven’s sake, don’t stand here 
asking questions about superstitions of 
ignorant peasants. Get out of here 
while you can.”

“All right, I’m off. By the way, I 
must tell you that I met Adria, and 
she informs me that she hates me. She 
thinks I have purchased her.”

“Nonsense! That will be all right. 
Now go, and tell Bandararia to hurry.” 

“Who is he?”

“He is a colonel at Makry, where the 
forces are gathering to join us here.” 

“Come—there is no more time,” said 
Col. Galapo.

With considerable misgiving as to the 
successful outcome of his adventure, 
and very decided doubts as to his jus
tifiability in taking any part in the ri
diculous affair, Winners followed the 
excited colonel. He found the entire 
camp on the move, and the castle sur
rounded with soldiers. Some were 
marching in at a side entrance, and they 
seemed to really offer some hope that 
the Turks could be held back for a time. 
He was conducted by Galapo to the sta
bles and provided with a horse.

“Ride like the wind along this road,” 
said the colonel. “It is not difficult. It 
takes you to a place where you will find 
a small inlet and some fishermen’s huts. 
Ask for George Theopolous. Tell him 
I sent you, and that you are to be taken 
to Makry for the madam.”

The sudden sound of a rifle startled 
the colonel, and he rushed away.

“Things are done with little plan
ning,” grumbled Winners, as he 
mounted his horse. “How the devil do 
I know that this George Populous, or 
whatever his name is, will not kill me.” 

But, having promised Madam Dvoro
los, something he could not resist do
ing while she was looking at him, he 
kicked his horse and started. The road 
indicated by Galapo was a mere wagon 
track through the estate. But, after 
riding out beyond the confines of the es
tate proper, Bob found it to be a hard, 
shell road. He beat the horse into a 
racing speed, and the firing, which had 
now become continuous, was left 
gradually behind.

Two hours hard riding brought him 
to a place where the road ran near the 
coast, and he saw that the rugged char
acter of the shore was gone, and now 
sandy beaches permitted an easy land
ing. And before him, on a little bay, 
he saw a collection of about a dozen 
huts. In the bay were several boats.

Dismounting at the village, he became 
the center of observation. The women 
came from the huts, and the Children 
shouted to the men who were either in
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the boats or mending nets on the shore. 
The men came in response to the call.

“I want to find George Theopolous,” 
said Winners. “I come from Col. 
Galapo.”

“I am the man you seek,” said the 
taller and heavier of two who stood near 
him. ‘‘What is wanted?”

“I must go to Makry at once.”
The fisherman scratched his head for 

a moment.
“Makry? You are to go to that mis

erable place? You are not a Turk.” 
“I’m worse. I’m an ass,” said Bob. 

“Nevertheless, I’ve got to go.”
“Did Madam Dvorolos say so ?”
“Yes, I represent her.”
“Then I will take you. That is my 

vessel, the large one out there with two 
sails.”

“That looks safe enough. Can we 
start at once?”

“Certainly. Come.”
Beckoning to four who were stand

ing near listening, Theopolous led the 
way to the landing where a smaller boat 
was moored. They got into this, and 
went out to the lugger. It did not take 
the fishermen long to get under way, 
and then Theopolous had time to talk. 

“Has the fighting began?” be asked. 
“It started just as I came away. I 

am going for reinforcements.”
“To Makry?”
“Yes. I thought from the way Gala

po spoke you were in his confidence.” 
“Oh, as to that, I do his bidding.” 
Theopolous was rather an intelligent 

fellow, and his English, while full of 
faulty grammar and peculiar accent, 
could be easily understood. But Win
ners found that none of the others spoke 
any English at all.

He composed himself for a long sail, 
and as the lugger gathered headway, 
studied the shore line of the island he 
was leaving.

“Where are the Caves of the Seven 
Charms?” he asked Theopolous.

“Elver there where you see the high 
rocks and hills,” said the Greek, point
ing to a spot more rugged even than at 
the place Winners had landed.

“Why is it called that? What are 
the charms ?”

Theopolous shrugged his shoulders.
“It is a legend,” he said. “I do not 

know if any of it is true. But these 
caves were once called the pasha’s 
caves. They are large chambers in the 
rocks. In one there is a little lake of 
sweet water. The charm connected with 
this cave'is that any person bathing in 
that lake becomes at once very beau
tiful.”

‘“Now I understand something bet
ter than I did,” said Winners. “Any 
other charms ?”

“Yes, there are six more. Any one 
calling upon God, in any of the cham
bers, through Mahomet his prophet, re
ceives an answer to his prayer. There is 
a cavern the Mohammedans call the 
temple.”

“You don’t believe that legend, do 
you ?”

“I am a Christian,” said the Greek.
“Number three?”
“It is said that any person who wishes 

to destroy an enemy, and not be known 
in the matter, may go to the temple, in
voke the wrath of God upon his enemy, 
and wherever that enemy is he will he 
killed by accident.” '

“Pleasant, indeed,” said Winners. 
“Number four?”

“It is said that any man and woman, 
meeting in the innermost chamber, at 
once hate each other, no matter if they 
had loved before. But in the other 
chambers it is quite the other way, and 
they love each other.”

“Guess I’ll take Adria for a stroll,” 
mused Winners. “Number five?”

“A handful of stones from the inner 
cavern will turn to rubies and make you 
rich; but only if you believe in Ma
homet.”

“Good! I’ll try to believe in him if I 
get there. Six ?”

“It is said that no enemy of the pasha 
who enters the caves is ever seen again.”

“Madam Dvorolos evidently does not 
believe in that,” said Winners, remem
bering that she had told him to search 
there if the castle was lost.

“And the seventh charm is that any 
person drinking of a certain spring be
comes invincible in battle.”

“Good thing for Galapo,” said Win
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ners, “Wish I had known that. It 
would have saved me this job.”

CHAPTER XII.
THE RENEWAL OF AN ACQUAINTANCE.

Amidships in the lugger there was a 
small and gloomy cabin, and in this 

’ Winners tried to get some sleep. It was 
dark when he crawled into the bunk 
that Theopolous indicated, and, wearied 
by his varied experiences of the past 
few days, he soon fell asleep. He slept 
heavily, and did not feel the lugger be
gin to pitch and roll. But after about 
four hours of this sleep he was rudely 
awakened by being hurled bodily from 
the bunk.

Gathering himself up and wondering 
what had happened, he fell against the 
side of the cabin.

It was very apparent that the lugger 
was under difficulties. He could hear 
the wind whistling through the shrouds, 
and he could feel the pounding of waves 
against her sides. He rushed from the 
cabin to see if anything was wrong.

Evidently everything was wrong. He 
was alone on the vessel. She was roll
ing and groaning with the roughness of 
the sea. The forward mast was down 
and lay across the deck, and this heeled 
the vessel to that side, but now and then 
the wind catching the other sail would 
hurl her over, and the end of the 

' fallen mast would rise from the water.
Not a soul save himself was on board. 

The only boat was gone.
“Have those Dagoes left me alone to 

drown ?” he asked himself, as he scanned 
the wave-swept deck. It was evident 
that that was just what they had done.

It was still dark, and the rain came 
down in torrents. The wind was seem
ingly increasing in force, and the angry 
waves dashed completely over the lug
ger’s decks.

Winners was not a man to become 
suddenly afraid, but his surprise at the 
change in the situation for a time de
prived him of all power of action. 
Then, collecting his wits, he tried to 
steer. Without the broken mast this 
might have been possible, but the tiller
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seemed to have little effect on the dis
abled vessel.

“There’s one thing certain,” said 
Winners to himself, “if I don’t get down 
that sail I’ll be in the water soon.”

He crawled around the vessel, and 
after searching in all the quarters of 
the crew he discovered an ax. With 
this he started in to cut away all the 
debris of the fallen mast, and this gave 
way. With the loss of this incubus the 
vessel righted some, but the wind was 
still too powerful for the remaining sail. 
He could not, alone, handle it, and so 
with the utmost effort he managed to 
get that sail down.

Even now the lugger, at the mercy of 
the waves, was hurled this way and that.

Then Winners made a discovery. The 
lugger was leaking badly and sinking.

“No wonder they went,” he said, “but 
why didn’t they tell me ?”

His anger at the desertion was almost 
greater than his fear of sinking. He 
set to work to prepare for the time when 
he would no longer be able to remain 
on board. From the cabin he brought 
some ropes, and with these he fastened 
together some empty casks. It was a 
rude and inefficient affair, but it was the 
best he could do with the conveniences 
on board. The only thing remaining 
was to wait.

Waiting for a disaster is no pleasant 
method of spending time, and Winners 
began to grow angry with himself for 
entering into the absurd plan. He had 
not the slightest idea that Madam 
Dvorolos would succeed in wresting the 
control of the island from the Turks. 
It was a revolution that had no stand
ing among the nations. With the other 
controversies in which Turkey was en
gaged he could see no hope of foreign 
interference with this mad scheme. But 
—then again there was Adria. Her 
beautiful face was ever before him, and 
the winning smiles of Madam Dvorolos 
held him captive.

Hour after hour he clung to the sink
ing vessel, and wondered what kept it 
afloat so long. He had so much time to 
think that he could have planned a bet
ter revolution than Madam Dvorolos. 
But he cared nothing about revolutions,
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save the revolution of the earth, and he 
wished morning would come. As the 
dawn appeared, the lugger settled at the 
bow, where she had sprung a seam, and 
Winners, launching his improvised life 
raft, leaped after it. He struggled to 
get away from the lugger, and managed 
to do so before she sank. He was alone 
then on the Mediterranean, or rather in 
it, with two water casks to keep him 
from sinking.

Hunger began to assail him, and his 
courage began to fail. But it was now 
light, and the hope that some passing 
vessel would rescue him kept up his 
strength.

He was in the water perhaps an hour, 
perhaps more, for he never knew, when 
he saw the smoke of a small steamer. 
This gave him renewed strength, and 
he fought the elements again. The 
waves were high, and the wind had not

subsided, but the rain had ceased. This 
made little difference to Winners, and 
he would gladly’ have exchanged the 
waves or the wind for the rain. He 
watched the approaching smoke, and 
soon the low hull of a Turkish gunboat 
hove into view.

Now, had the lugger been safe and 
above water, a Turkish gunboat would 
have been about the last thing Winners 
would have cared to see. But now, with 
his two casks as his 6 nly support, even 
the gunboat of an enemy was welcome.

It was difficult to determine what the 
gunboat was trying to do. She did not 
come on in a straight course, but zig- 
zagged this way and that as if searching 
for something. Winners waved his 
hand, hoping that the lookout ^vould 
discover his miserable plight. And, af
ter a time, the gunboat did turn in his 
direction, and came straight for him.

[ t o  b e  c o n c l u d e d  i n  t h e  n e x t  n u m b e r .]

IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT

In  the next number w ill appear the 
firs t instalment o f a new story by M ax  
Pemberton, zvhose work as a writer 
adventure fiction has won fo r  him an 
enviable place in literature. The title 
o f the story is “Beatrice o f Venice ” and 
it is considered by the critics who have 
read it to be the culmination o f his best 
efforts. The story is strong' in action 
and has as a scene Venice in the early 
part o f the i  gth century, a most stormy 
period in the romantic history o f the 
“Queen o f the Adriatic.”



THE MYSTERIOUS TUBE
BY PAUL C. SCHAEFFER

The queer experience of a tenant who heard a voice
room

in the wall of his

(HIRED the room for the summer, 
and for two reasons. It was very 
cool and very cheap, and those two 

blessing's coming into juxtaposition are 
very hard to get in this great city of 
New York.

The house was high stooped and old. 
Once it had been the residence of some 
man then famous in the burg, but now 
long since turned to dust, and the abode 
in which he had once taken such pride, 
had fallen into the hands of an agent 
who let it, as the sign read, “for busi
ness purposes, and studios.”

There were several odd industries 
carried on in the rooms of the ground 
floor and first story; above that the 
house was like a rabbit warren, and all 
sorts and conditions of people seemed 
to inhabit the rooms.

Mine was in the basement, right be
side the high stoop, with barred win
dows which the sun kissed for a mo
ment in the morning and then left un
disturbed for the rest of the day. No 
matter how hot and glaring the sun 
might be, when I stepped into my room 
there was grateful coolness and shadow.

And this without being damp. Both 
floor and walls were of small tiles, 
and there was never a drop of moisture 
on either. The room had once been the 
butler’s office, I presume, for from it 
one could see all who came in or went 
out of the house, not alone by the base
ment door under the stoop, but by the 
stoop itself.

And I found my fellow-tenants well 
worth watching. In the evening I sat 
at the window, and saw the workmen

and girls from the tailor shop, the paper 
flower manufactory, and the other shops 
on the lower floors, going home to their 
evening meal, and the lodgers in the up
per stories coming in fjom their day’s 
work.

The artist and magazine illustrator, 
whose name was a famous one in a 
small way, and who occupied the front 
room on the top floor—that facing the 
north—came out each- day at a certain 
hour, and wended his way down the 
street toward the avenue. I could see 
him a long way because of his tall 
hat.

Then I learned that the German, who 
was forever smoking his China pipe on 
the stoop in the evening, did wood
carving in the little front room on the 
first floor directly over mine. He slept 
there, too, on a pallet which stood 
against the wMl during the day.

But the people in whom I became the 
most interested, and that as soon as I 
saw them, were the two who occupied 
the rear rooms on the top floor, divid
ing that story, indeed, with the artist 
before mentioned.

These two w'ere a tall, dark-com
plexioned, lank-haired man, whether 
young or old I could not make out, and 
one of the prettiest, daintiest little girls 
I had ever seen.

I call her little, because of her slight 
figure and the curls which she shook 
back from her face most charmingly; 
but her age must have been quite my 
own, and I felt pretty old myself. A 
fellow is likely to feel that way after he 
has been living alone and depending
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upon himself entirely for two long 
years.

However, she was a most graceful, 
charming little figure as she tripped, 
down the stoop on her way to the green
grocer’s at the corner in the morning, 
or went out in the evening with the tall 
man, looking as trim and cool as one 
could wish.

Once as I was coming in myself, I 
met her at the foot of the high stoop. 
She had been shopping (she carried the 
cutest little market basket), and with 
the basket and some packages her hands 
were full. One of the packages slipped 
from among its fellows, and fell to the 
walk.

I picked it up for her, and stood in 
doubt, while she smiled most enga
gingly at me.

“I don’t just see where I shall put 
this,” I said, growing bold. “You look 
overburdened. May I not relieve you 
of some of the others and carry them 
upstairs for you?”

“No, indeed! You’re very kind, but 
I don’t need any boy to help m e,” she 
responded, saucily, and I couldn’t really 
be angry despite this blow to my pride.

So I replaced the parcel, and she ran 
up the steps and whisked in at the door. 
Had I been a really bright fellow I 
know I could have found something 
else to have said to her.

But after that she bowed to me when 
we passed, although she gave me no 
chance to become further acquainted. 
Her companion, whom the janitor told 
me once was her brother, never seemed 
to see me. He walked like a man with 
his head in the clouds.

Now, these matters took up my atten
tion during perhaps the first week of 
my sojourn in the tiled room. By that 
time I had catalogued about all my 
fellow-tenants, and knew what they 
did. Excepting the occupants of the top 
floor back.

One evening I sat in my accustomed 
chair, after coming in from diftner, my 
back against the wall and my slippered 
feet in a very comfortable, if ungrace
ful, position on the window seat. The 
noises of the street had died away. 
Even the Street piano, that always came

along the block in the evening, and to 
the music of which the children danced, 
had gone.

Only a voice now and then, or a shrill 
peal of laughter, with the slow shuffle 
of feet as incidental couples wandered 
by on the walk, and the occasional clang 
of the street-car bell at the corner, 
reached my half-dulled senses. It had 
been a very warm day, and I was al
most in a doze.

Suddenly I awoke. I started upright 
in my seat to listen. Seemingly in my 
very ear a voice had sounded, and I 
glanced swiftly out of the window 
where there was not a soul in sight, and 
then into the dusky corners of my room, 
expecting to see, in one place or the 
other, the speaker.

“You villain!”
The words were spoken over and 

over again, in a tone betraying horror 
and seeming astonishment. Now the 
inflection was lighter, now heavier, the 
voice itself having that strained quality 
—that hoarseness, possibly of fear— 
which made it impossible for me to 
easily decide the sex of the speaker.

“You villain!”
I started from my chair, and gazed 

sharply about the room. The words 
seemed to have been spoken fairly within 
my apartment; yet there was not a soul 
there but myself— I could swear to 
that.

I continued to listen, half expecting 
a shriek to follow the words, or the 
sound of a blow. The speaker’s tone 
seemed to imply that, if a woman, she 
would shriek for assistance the next in
stant; if a man, he would attack the 
creature which had brought the accusa
tion to life..

My pen cannot reveal the depth of 
scorn, horror and shocked astonishment 
disclosed by those repeated words. 
Over and over again they were said.

I opened the door into the darkened 
hall, which ran back to the janitor’s liv
ing apartments. Not a soul was there; 
there was not a movement in the 
shadows under the stairs.

I went back into my room. The voice 
had ceased. I heard it no more that 
night, although I sat in my chair until
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the small hours, wondering' first seri
ously, then in scornful mood, at the 
effect the words had upon my nerves.

In the morning as I tidied up my room 
before going out, I found, behind the 
chair in which I usually sat at ease, 
some bits of plaster. I glanced up at 
the ceiling; there was no break in it.

Then I caught sight of a broken 
place in the wall, directly behind my 
chair. I moved the seat out. There 
was a round hole in one of the gray 
tiles, and bits of plaster clinging to the 
edge of this hole proved where that on 
the floor had come from.

I stooped down, and placed my eye at 
the aperture. There wa,s nothing to be 
seen. I thrust in my finger. The hole 
was the mouth of a metal tube in the 
wall, and a little further examination 
assured me that it was a speaking tube.

In leaning back in my chair the back 
of the seat had struck against the plas
ter, which had been smoothed over the 

• hole, until, cracked and broken by the 
contact, the plaster had fallen out alto
gether.

Quite evidently the speaking tube was 
closed when the old house had fallen 
into use as lodgings, and I wondered to 
what room, or rooms, the tube extended.

But I swear it was not until several 
hours thereafter that I thought of the 
mysterious voice which had the evening 
before disturbed me, and connected it 
with the open tube. Then did I indeed 
laugh at my fears, and when I went 
home at night I told the janitor about 
the tube, and asked him with which 
room it connected. I suspected some of 
my fellow-lodgers of playing a joke 
upon me.

But the janitor was evidently as sur
prised as myself to find a tube in the 
wall. He had known nothing of its ex
istence, and he was aw'are of no other 
room in the house that had a similar 
opening.

He was so much interested, in fact, 
that he made inquiries and even looked 
himself during the next two or three 
days, and finally told me that if the 
thing really had been a speaking tube, 
its other end had long since been closed 
up. There was no sign of an outlet in

the rooms over me, nor in any other 
room in the house.

Nor did I hear the mysterious voice 
again within that time. I sat night after 
night, with my chair tipped back beside 
the tube; but all I heard within the 
house was now and then a distant door 
close, or the clatter of rats chasing each 
other behind the walls.

Then a night came when, as I was 
about to go to bed, I heard the voice 
again. The words I could not dis
tinguish this time; but that the sound 
came from the mysterious tube there 
could be no doubt.

I fitted my ear to the hole in the wall, 
straining to distinguish what was said; 
but all I could catch was an indistinct 
monologue—not a word was clear.

After that it occurred frequently, the 
mystery deepening to my mind at every 
repetition. I spoke about .the voices, 
mind you, to nobody—not even to the 
janitor. And I knew none of the 
tenants—not even the girl on the top 
floor—well enough to take them into 
my~ confidence.

As I went in and out, and the Ger
man was sitting on the steps with his 
China pipe, he said, “Guten morgen,” or 
“Gute nacht,” in a friendly way. Once 
he said to m e: “Deni rats, dey not ledt 
me shleep last night. Dey vas trouble 
you yet, alretty?”

But it wasn’t the rats that troubled 
me. I could hear them race across the 
ceiling, or behind the tiles, without be
ing disturbed in my mind.

The voice from the tube was a dif
ferent matter. Sometimes it murmured 
indistinctly; again it spoke out so that 
I could catch the very words, which 
were, on most occasions, exclamatory 
and accusing.

I think I am pretty sensible, and not 
at all superstitious; but I began to won
der if this voice I heard proceeded from 
a tangible being? Did it belong to any 
living body? If it did, where did the 
body hide itself, and what did the cries, 
and accusations, and pleadings wafted 
to me through that tube mean ? -

I finally tnade some inquiries of the 
agent, and learned of two or three peo
ple still living in the neighborhood who



TH E M YSTE R IO U S TUBE 183

remembered when the old house was 
occupied by its original owner.

1 1  got at these people and asked them, 
in apparent curiosity merely, if anything 
“queer” had happened in the old house. 
You may laugh if you wish, but this 
thing had taken a firm grip upon me.

The information I gathered, however, 
assured me that the first owner of the 
house and his family had lived a per
fectly humdrum existence in it, and 
that nothing out of the ordinary was 
ever known to have happened there.

Of course, in broad daylight, I was 
ashamed of myself for making these in
quiries ; but at night, when the murmur- 
ings from the tube recommenced, the 
glamour of the mystery held me captive 
again. Nevertheless, if the house zvas 
haunted, I did not propose to allow 
the haunt to drive me out of a com
fortable atj^ cheap room for that sum
mer, at least.
— One night, as I sat reading beside 
my student lamp, the mysterious voice 
from the tube began, and I dropped my 
book to listen to the uncanny sound. 
Sometimes I could distinguish entire 
sentences, usually in the nature of a 
monologue; but occasionally two voices 
seemed conversing. But usually, de
spite the peculiar tone the tube lent the 
voice, it seemed a female who spoke. 
The other voice, when it occurred, was 
an indistinguishable growl.

This night it was only the thin voice 
I heard, and it continued longer than 
usual. I could not read, although I 
tried again and again. On and on the 
voice went, finally becoming broken as 
though with tears, then shaking with 
horror. It seemed to be pleading, then 
threatening, then cajoling.

It got upon my nerves so that I could 
not keep still. I arose and walked the 
floor, my aural senses strained to catch 
the faintest sound from the mysterious 
tube.

During the pauses in the ghostly 
monologue I could hear the rats scurry
ing behind the wall and over my head. 
No other sound broke the silence of 
the old house, for it was late.

Suddenly the voice burst out afresh. 
It rose to a smothered shriek:

“You villain! you villain!” it cried, 
distinctly. “Would you do murder?”

And then, on the trail of these awful 
words, came the dull, muffled report of 
a pistol. The voice ceased. Not an
other sound in all that great house 
shook the silence.

Even the rats seemed to have been 
frightened away. Not the scratch of a 
claw came from behind the tiles. I re
mained, I suppose, for several minutes, 
as though carved of marble, the cold 
drops standing upon my forehead, my 
breath laboring from my lungs.

In springing up I had jostled the 
shade upon my reading lamp. This 
shade, acting as a reflector, cast -all the 
power of the argand upon the gray, glis
tening tiles of the wall at the point 
where the mysterious tube opened. And 
my gaze was fixed upon this point, too, 
as I waited for the voice again.

But the silence continued. Not a 
whisper came from the hole in the wall. 
There was something showing upon the 
tile just below the mouth of the tube 
which attracted my attention, and, when 
my legs became able to bear me up 
without trembling, I stepped across the 
room to obtain a closer view of the 
place.

There was a stain upon the tile—a 
mark that had not been there before.

I went back for the light and brought 
it close to the mouth of the tube. Then 
the horror which gripped me froze my 
clasp upon the lamp, or I should have 
dropped it.

Trickling out of the tube were several 
drops of blood, which flowed down 
upon the tile and stained it crimson!

I crept back to the table at last and 
set down the lamp. How long I had 
stood there, gazing fascinated upon the 
fast drying blood, I could not have told. 
But never before had my soul been so 
shaken by fear.

Had something! happened in this 
house which the old neighbors knew 
nothing about ? Could it be possible 
that uneasy spirits repeated again, and 
over again, the words they uttered and 
the deeds they performed while still in 
life ?

Then I called myself all kinds of an

)
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idiot. Whoever heard of real blood 
flowing from a ghost ?

And it was real blood, all right. In 
the morning, after passing a restless and 
unsatisfactory night, I convinced m yself. 
on that score. Only a few drops had 
run from the tube; but its nature could 
not be mistaken.

Before I went out to work I asked 
the janitor, in quite a casual tone, if he 
had heard a pistol shot somewhere in 
the house the previous night. But he 
disclaimed any knowledge of the shot, 
and I went away in a frame of mind 
easily imagined.

My nerves had really received a shock 
that they did not at once recover from.
I was not much good in the store all 
day long, and even the fact that the 
senior partner called me into his office 
late in the afternoon, and told me some
thing which I had been hoping and 
waiting for during many months, did 
not raise my spirits appreciably.

“There, Cummerford!” exclaimed the 
good old gentleman, smiling upon me, 
“I know you will want to be by your
self the rest of the day. Take the af
ternoon off. Go somewhere and have a 
good dinner—on me. Take a friend 
with you,” and he passed me a crisp 
bank note.

“You’ll come in to-morrow as head 
of your department, with double your 
present salary. Don’t let ’em haze you 
because you’re young. You’ll get along. 
And you should celebrate on that,” 
and he smiled again as he saw 
me mechanically tuck the bill away in 
my pocket.

I thanked him, and did as he advised' 
—as far as leaving the store for the day 
was concerned. But when I got home 
to my room all the horror of the past 
night flooded back upon my mind, and 
I could not stay there.

I hurried into mv better garments, 
and went out again, intent upon follow
ing another part of my employer’s ad
vice. I would go out for dinner—at 
some nice restaurant; but I did not 
know a soul whom I felt like asking to 
accompany me.

But at the moment I appeared on the 
street, my fair neighbor from above

tripped down the steps. She was alone, 
and she bowed and smiled upon me, 
turning her steps toward the avenue, as 
I did: As we walked together we could 
do no less than speak.

“You do not often go out in the 
evening, Mr. Cummerford?” she said, 
questioning!}', and favoring me with an 
approving glance. “I see you always 
sitting at your window when I go out 
with my brother to dine. You and Herr 
Goldfogle seem most exemplary young 
men.’’

“I thought you considered me a boy,” 
I said, though I really don’t know how 
I plucked up the courage to utter the 
retort.

She laughed, and seemed to like me 
better. “You do not look so much of a 
boy with that suit on.”

“I am going out to dine to-night,” I 
said, in explanation. “I am to find a 
nice restaurant, and order a fine din
ner. It is a celebration.”

“Your birthday ?”
“No. The firm I work for has ad

vanced me and doubled my salary. The 
senior partner told me to celebrate, and 
he is paying for it 1”

“Isn’t that nice!”
“But he told me to take a friend with 

me,” I added, with a sudden accession 
of boldness; “but I know of nobody to 
ask, unless------”

I lost courage again there, but my 
silence must have been eloquent. She 
laughed unfeignedly, and shook her 
curls at me.

“Is that the best you can do when 
you wfish a girl to dine with you?” she 
cried. “Now, to punish you, and to see 
that you sit up and behave, perhaps I 
will go! My brother could not go out 
himself to-night.”

“Will you really come?" I cried, and 
I recklessly led her to the nicest place 
on the avenue, and spent every penny 
of the senior’s bank note upon our 
dinner.

In the course of which meal we be
came very well acquainted indeed. At 
least, she must have learned all about 
me and my affairs, and I discovered that 
her name was Josie Lettelle—which
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seemed, at the time, a great deal for 
her to divulge.

“Now I must go back home,” she 
said, when we arose. “I fear my broth
er will not be pleased when I tell him 
I have dined out with a young man.”

I wanted to ask her something about 
her brother, for he had appeared to me 
to be not a very attractive person. I 
judged that Miss Josie stood in some 
fear of him. But she was not a girl 
that one could question.

The dinner had been so pleasant that 
my spirits were at top notch when I re
entered my room. I did not give the 
tube a thought, nor the blood spot on 
the wall, until, as I opened my book 
after getting into a more comfortable 
costume, there suddenly broke upon my 
ear the mysterious voice, hoarse and 
strained as ever:

“You villain! you villain! Would 
you do murder ?”

Then followed a smothered, choking 
shriek. That was more than I could 
bear. I flung open the door into the 
passage, I fear with the intention of 
running out of thfc house altogether. 
But there was the janitor outside his 
door, too.

“What was that, Mr. Cummerford?” 
he cried. “Did you hear it? It was in 
the house somewhere.”

“What did you hear?” I gasped, my 
hand shaking on the knob.

“I thought it was a woman crying 
out—a reg’lar hair-raisin’ sort of a cry. 
Did you hear it?”

“Yes,” I breathed.
“Well, I’m goin’ to look into this,” 

exclaimed the unaffrighted and practical 
man, and he started for the back stair
way. I followed him. I swear I could 
not have remained alone in my room.

We went up flight after flight, and 
the janitor routed out every tenant 
who was at home to ask if they had 
heard the shriek, or knew anything 
about it. Herr Goldfogle, the wood- 
carver, denied hearing anything but the 
rats.

“Ach!” he exclaimed, “but I fix dem, 
shanitor! I puy me a lot of rat poison, 
alretty.”

The janitor grunted some reply

which I did not catch and went on, with 
me close on his heels. The next floor 
was empty at that hour; the third-floor 
tenants denied all knowledge of the cry 
which had startled us.

“Ain’t nobody upstairs but them 
Lettelles,” said the man. “The artist 
had gone out as usual. I don’t be
lieve------”

He stopped. I clutched his arm, all 
of a tremor. A voice, sounding muffled 
and very indistinct, reached our strain
ing ears. It was a feminine voice cry
ing for help!

“It’s her!” exclaimed the janitor, and 
I thought there was some disgust, as 
well as a lack of grammar, in the words.

But I stopped for nothing further. I 
leaped up the stairs three steps at a time. 
I thought I recognized Miss Josie’s 
voice, and all the suspicions I had of 
her brother’s character came instantly 
to the surface. Without waiting to 
knock I burst in the door.

I was conscious that the janitor was 
calling after me and chasing me up the 
last flight; but I did not know why. 
The voice stopped abruptly as the door 
sprang open, revealing the Lettelles’ 
living-room.

“Mr. Cummerford!” I heard Josie’s 
voice exclaim, in quite a natural tone. 
But it was the tall, dark man—her 
brother—who faced me.

I had time to note that Mr. Lettelle 
looked greatly astonished as well as 
somewhat vexed at my sudden entrance. 
He had a book in his hand, and Josie, 
whom I saw after a moment sitting be
fore a little dressing table at one side, 
held another.

I could do nothing but stand there,, 
gasping like an expiring fish, while the 
janitor bustled up.

“It’s all a mistake, sir!” that func
tionary said to Lettelle. “Mr. Cum
merford heard you recitin’ clear ’way 
downstairs, an’ neither of us thought 
what it could be.”

Then he grinned, noting my flushing 
countenance. “I reckon he thought you 
was really murderin’ of the young lady, 
instead of only play-actin’.”

A great light shone in upon my be
numbed brain. “I—I really thought
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so,” I stammered, speaking to her broth
er, but looking appealingly at Miss 
Josie. “You see, I ’ve heard the voice 
so often that it—it has come to worry 
me. Then its coming so mysteriously 
through that tube------”

“What tube ?” both sister and brother 
demanded.

“The speaking tube which opens into 
my room.”

“Why, how can you possibly hear us 
'way down in your room, Mr. Cummer- 
ford?” demanded Josie. “We are at 
the back of the house, and you are in the 
front. I usually sit right here before 
my glass while we rehearse, so as to 
practice the facial expression as well as 
the text.”

She indicated the chair before the 
dressing table. I stepped nearer and 
began tapping the wall paper with my 
fingers.

Suddenly my index finger poked 
through the paper. There was a hole 
in the wall similar to the one in my 
room, and right beside the mirror.

This opening may have once been 
filled with plaster, too, but it had disap
peared, and nothing but the thin paper 
had covered the mouth of the tube. Sit
ting before her mirror, it was not 
strange that Miss Josie’s voice was car
ried to my room in the basement.

“Quite remarkable! quite remark
able!” declared Mr. Lettelle, in whose 
deep, resonant tones I recognized the 
voice of the other “ghostly” speaker 
that had troubled me.

He didn’t appear half such a bad fel
low as I thought, when one came to get 
acquainted with him. The janitor told 
me, in a confidential whisper which the 
lodgers on the floor below might have 
heard, and which seemed to please Mr. 
Lettelle not a little, that he was “quite 
a famous actor.”

Later my little friend admitted to me 
that her brother had been a good actor 
in his day, and now had a good en
gagement‘for the fall. She was to play 
a small part in the same company, and 
had rehearsed with him all summer.

But on this occasion of my first call 
at the top floor back apartments, I was

anxious only to get away and hide my 
blushes. For Miss Josie did laugh at 
me most heartily, and even her solemn 
brother cracked a smile.

As we descended the stairs, and be
held the phlegmatic Herr Goldfogle on 
the stoop, the janitor said :

“I guess that Dutch chump had bet
ter buy rat poison. Know what he did 
last night? He laid abed and shot at a 
rat that was gnawing in the wall, and 
made a big hole in the plastering.”

“Shot at a rat?” I exclaimed.
“Yes; that was the pistol shot you 

thought you heard. He killed the beast, 
too, it’s likely, and it will make a nice 
mess in the wall.”

I had a sudden thought. “Let me 
see where the bullet struck,” I said.

We called in the German, and I 
viewed the break in the plastering. It 
was directly over the mouth of the tube 
in my room. The mystery of the blood 
drops was explained.

The pistol ball killed the rat, which 
had perhaps been gnawing the speaking 
tube. At least, a hole was made in the 
tube, possibly by the bullet, and through 
this passage trickled a little of the rat’s 
blood. ■

“I reckon you’ll want that speaking 
tube choked up with something, won’t 
you, Mr. Cummerford?” asked the 
janitor. >

But I thought not. It seemed sort of 
companionable after that to sit with my 
book in my room and listen to Josie 
and her brother rehearsing their parts 
in the new play, overhead, for she did 
not have her end of the speaking tube 
stopped up, either.

It was rather handy for them to call 
down and invite me up of an evening, 
or for me to call up and invite Miss Josie 
for a car ride, or to go to a roof garden. 
In fact, we grew so friendly that when 
the play opened in the fall I had the 
right-hand box, next the stage; and the 
handsome bunch of roses that were 
handed over the footlights to the win
some little ingenue, who took the house 
by storm at the first performance, had 
my card attached to it!



A BRUSH WITH THE NATIVES
BY ARNOLD J. WARREN

The long chances taken by a lover to protect the interests of the girl of
his choice

^  IF  poor Mary had the least experi-
|  ence,” Laura Bates told her 

brother, with the wisdom of two 
seasons “out,” “she would see what sort 
of a man that Baker is. Because he was 
brought up right here in the neighbor
hood, and their fathers were friends, 
she believes he must be all right. I am 
afraid she doesn’t like city men, Arnold 
—not your kind.”

“I guess that’s right,” responded 
Arnold, moodily.

Now, when Arnold Bates had first 
met Mary Hastings, he would have 
laughed mightily had any one sug
gested that he could have a rival in the 
character of the “horsy”-looking Jim 
Baker, whom he occasionally saw stop 
at the Hastings’ gate, and speak to Mary 
from the seat of his runabout, while he 
held in his lean, long-legged pacer.

Somebody told him who Jim was, 
and Arnold shrugged his shoulders. He 
could not understand a nice girl liking 
such a fellow at a ll; but he failed to 
take into consideration the fact that 
Mary had known Jim during his boy
hood, they had played together and at
tended the same school; and Mary 
Blastings was very faithful in her 
friendships.

Baker had gone away from Hazard- 
ville “to seek his fortune,” worked for 
several years for a brokerage firm, and 
was now reported to be in business for 
himself. After one little passage at 
arms with Mary, Arnold was too wise 
to ever again speak of Baker; but when 
he learned quite casually one day that 
Mary’s father, old Dr. Hastings, had 
left his daughter a very snug fortune, 
which Jim Baker was now reinvesting,

young Bates began to feel an increased 
interest in Baker’s business and financial 
experience.

Arnold and his mother and sister had 
only recently moved into their new home 
next to the modest Blastings’ cottage, 
and the young man had just been ad
mitted to a junior partnership in a well- 
known Wall Street firm. Mary’s vague 
remarks about stock and investments 
suggested to Arnold that she was (to 
use an inelegant expression) being 
“filled up” by her old friend, Baker, re
garding the market.

“Mr. Baker writes me that he expects 
a great jump in values—especially in 
some stocks of which I have holdings 
—within a few days,” Mary told Arnold 
one evening when he was sitting on her 
porch. “Hazardville is so far from 
town, I really suppose I should give 
Jim a power of attorney, so that he could 
handle my stock without my signature. 
The market fluctuates so.”

Arnold gazed up into her sweet face 
seriously. She was about as capable of 
handling matters of this kind as a kitten.

“What stocks, if I may be so bold as 
to ask?” he inquired.

She named a solid corporation whose 
price had not fluctuated two points in 
as many years, and was not likely to do 
so for two more to come! The old doc
tor had evidently wisely invested Jiis 
money for Mary.

“I am a broker myself, Miss Mary,” 
he said; “but I advise you to give no 
man such a power. You have a great 
deal of money tied up in stocks now ?”

“Everything, excepting this little 
place,” she returned, smiling confident
ly. “Jim has invested some of it where
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the returns are sure to be enormous. I 
may be as wealthy as some of my neigh
bors yet.”

‘‘Or as poor,” muttered Arnold, 
with clouded brow.

“I should hate to lose what you 
slangy men call ‘a good thing,’ ” she 
continued, “just because Jim couldn’t 
get my signature in time.”

“I beg of you to think twice of that, 
Miss Mary,” he urged. “Think of the 
temptation it puts in a broker’s way.”

“Oh, but Jim is an old friend as well 
as a broker,” she cried, loyally, and he 
saw her eyes flash in the dusk.

Arnold realized that he was treading 
on thin crust, so he hastened to say: 
“That docs make a difference, Miss 
Mary.

“By the way,” he added, “did Laura 
tell you I had bought a racer? Fitch 
is going to send it out for me to try to
morrow. Would you like a spin in it? 
I expect Laura will be anxious to go.”

“I couldn’t possibly go to-morrow,” 
Mary said, stiffly. “I expect Mr. Baker 
out on business.”

Arnold left soon after that, and the 
grinding of his heels on the gravel be
trayed his inward feelings. “The fel
low’s got the girl bewitched, I swear 
he has!” muttered young Bates, and he 
paced the country road, smoking 
thoughtfully, until he reached a deter
mination which, on the following morn
ing, he put into effect.

He went to a man who knew things, 
and asked: “Who is Jim Baker? What 
does he do? What’s his graft?”

“What Jim Baker? The one of 
Hazardville, on the Sound ? Let’s see, 
that’s near where you’ve built your 
hungalow.”

“That’s the man. They think him 
something of a financial wonder out 
there. Sort of a Napoleon of Finance. 
He wears rather a loud tie, much too 
glossy a hat, and drives a fast horse.”

“And some day he’ll be driving that 
same fast horse over the State line— 
perhaps. He’s running pretty near the 
limit with this scheme he’s working 
now.”

“What is it?” queried the anxious 
Arnold.
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“Well, it’s one of those things in 
which the innocent lamb exchanges his 
good coin for experience which will last 
him a lifetime. Jim Baker learned his 
trade with one of the trickiest brokers 
that ever insulted the Street by his 
presence. Fie hasn’t missed any chances 
for learning things—not h e! That’s 
all.”

But urged further, the man who knew 
told Arnold Bates several things that 
made that young man so worried for the 
safety of Mary Hastings’ funds that he 
went back to his office and telephoned 
his sister.

“Go over and see Mary, and try to 
get her to promise not to give Jim Baker 
any power of attorney, or to let him 
handle her funds, until she has seen me 
again,” he instructed Laura. “The mat
ter is serious. That fellow would not 
be surprising those who know, if he 
left town between days.”

“All right, Mr. Jealousy,” Laura re
plied over the wire. “I don’t like the 
man, but I think you are foolishly sus
picious. Are you going to bring out the 
new automobile when you come this 
afternoon ?”

Now, Arnold had well-nigh forgotten 
the machine he was to try that day. 
Fitch had promised to have it at the 
Arraway station at two o’clock.

It was a thirty mile run from that 
point to Hazardville, and young Bates 
thought he could tell something about 
the machine, traveling that distance, and, 
if it suited him, Laura should have her 
spin afterward. As Miss Hastings had 
refused to accompany them, however, 
the young man had rather lost interest 
in the new acquisition. „

“Hang the auto, aqyway 1” muttered 
Arnold.

His mind was just then troubled re
garding Mary and Jim Baker. Sup
pose the fellow should obtain the unsus
picious girl’s signature, sell her out, and 
decamp with the proceeds? What his 
knowing friend had told him earlier in 
the day made this look very possible.

And before he left his office to catch 
a train for Arraway station, a message 
over the wire from his previous in
formant increased Arnold’s suspicions.
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“Our friend has just arranged the 
sale of about one hundred thousand dol
lars’ worth of B. X. & Y., and Eastern 
Midland preferred. There will be a 
flitting.”

That was Mary’s stock! She had told 
Arnold about it the night before. It 
wasn’t likely that Jim Baker had that 
amount of stock of his own to sell. He 
was counting on getting Mary’s sig
nature.

“By Jove! I’ll go right to her and 
put it plain,” decided the young man. 
“I’ll tell her the truth about the fellow 
—even if it does seem like ‘throwing 
mud.’ She mustn’t lose her money just 
because of any squeamishness on my 
part. Hang that auto, anyway!” 
was the burden of his thought as he left 
the office.

Still, a thirty mile run across 
country would not take long, and Fitch’s 
man would be waiting at Arraway. But 
when he reached the latter place he re
ceived a shock that was unexpected.

He was well known there, and had 
hardly left the train and observed the 
black automobile with the broad, crim
son stripes, standing back of the station 
with the crowd of curious villagers 
about it, when the druggist across the 
square ran out of his store and fran
tically beckoned to him.

“Your sister’s been calling me every 
few minutes for half an hour, Mr. 
Bates,” he cjeclared. “She’s very anx
ious to speak to you. Hope there’s no
body ill at the house.”

Arnold stepped quickly into the 
booth, and called his house number. He 
knew it was something about Mary 
Hastings’ affairs, even before he heard 
Laura’s voice through the instrument.

“Dear m e! is that you at last, Ar
nold?” she cried. “I’ve been trying to 
get you for the longest while. They 
said at the office you had gone.”

“Well, what is it?” demanded Ar
nold, cutting in.

“It’s that horrid Jim Baker. He’s 
been at Mary’s. I was there and had 
just got her to promise to go with us 
this afternoon to try the new machine, 
when who should drive up but that 
villain!”

“Do be quick, Laura!” urged her 
brother.

“Ain’t I?” returned the girl, in in
jured tone and ungrammatical speech. 
“You just listen. I wasn’t going at all, 
though I hate that fellow; but I found 
he wanted to talk business.

“I heard enough to know that she’s 
done just what you said she ought not 
to do—signed a ‘power’ of some kind, 
so that Baker can sell her stock with
out her signature. I thought if we 
could get her away in the auto before 
he came it would be all right; and 
now------”

“Are you sure?” gasped Arnold.
“Positive. I hope I have ears. And 

now he’s just driven off again. Mary 
thinks she’s going to make a pot of 
money.”

Arnold dropped the receiver without 
ringing off, and ran out of the store. 
He didn’t pause to reply to the drug
gist’s consoling remarks regarding the 
supposed illness at the Bates’ villa.

But Arnold’s haste was not inspired 
by ahy well-defined plan of procedure. 
Plis only idea was to get to Hazardville 
in a really hopeless attempt to warn 
Mary, and stop Jim Baker before he 
could do any harm with the power of 
attorney he had obtained from the 
young girl. He was convinced that the 
fellow would use that paper without 
compunction.

When he reached the car he saw that 
Fitch had sent out Cummings with the 
machine. Now Cummings was not 
alone an excellent chauffeur; he was a 
safe man, and in the instant of his dis
covery of the chauffeur’s identity, Ar
nold Bates came to a determination.

“Give me that coat and cap!” he com
manded, breaking through the ring 
about the machine. “I’m in a hurry, 
Cummings. How fast does Fitch say 
she can go?”

“She can be geared up for seventy 
miles an hour, Mr. Bates,” was the 
reply.

“You wanter be mighty careful how 
you travel over our town roads, Mr. 
Bates,” said a pompous little man in the 
group, whom the young fellow knew 
to be one of the council. “We’ve had

189
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too many accidents of late, and we’ve 
instructed our police to arrest anybody 
who speeds over the limit.”

“What’s the limit?” demanded Ar
nold, shortly, adjusting the “blinders” 
Cummings handed him.

“Wal, fifteen mile an hour is the 
maximum speed outside the villages; 
eight miles in town.”

“And suppose we should break that 
rule, Mr. Sleeper?” asked Arnold, leap
ing to the seat. “I’m in a terrible 
hurry.”

“Wal, young man, you’d better------”
The rest of the warning was lost to 

Arnold. He started the car quickly, 
the spectators dodged, and they shot 
easily along the street. Arnold looked 
back and saw Sleeper steering a course 
for the drug store.

“He’ll telephone ahead for his men 
to look out for us. We’ll have trouble 
yet,” he said to Cummings.

“We can run into the old race course, 
and work her there at top speed, if you 
want to try her paces, sir,” suggested 
Cummings. “No need to get into trou
ble with these natives. They can be 
very nasty.” '■

“Cummings,” said Bates, firmly, “I’ve 
got to make the deep gully on the Pike 
Road in the quickest time that this old 
machine can travel. I expect to meet 
somebody there, and I mustn’t lose ’em. 
If we get into trouble, you won’t lose 

, anything by it.”
The chauffeur grinned. “Oh, sir, if 

you don’t mind a brush with the natives, 
I’m sure I don’t,” and he steered quickly 
around a farm wagon which half 
blocked the road.

“Then here goes!” exclaimed young 
Bates, and he “let • her out” several 
notches. Hie big machine fairly leaped 
ahead. They went past the “Eight 
Miles an Hour” sign in a cloud of dust 
that made the auto’s passage look like 
that of a whirlwind.

The big machine was beginning to 
hum. The cloud of dust-settled slowly 
in their wake, and the click of the motor 
beat upon their ears with'the regularity 
of clockwork. She gathered speed 
with every revolution of her wheels.

The black and crimson racer, with her

low front like the “plow” of a loco
motive, her high back, and the two 
capped and spectacled figures behind the 
valves and steering gear, looked not un
like- a huge dragon coming down the 
sunlit road. Chickens squawked and 
flew to cover; dogs barked, but scurried 
out of the way; and the country people 
in their doorways gazed in scowling 
wonder at the whirring monster as it 
dashed past.

But Arnold Bates scarcely noted 
these things. His thoughts were upon 
a man jogging along toward town be
hind his easy-going pacer, with a paper 
in his pocket that would perhaps quite 
ruin Mary Hastings. He was firmly 
convinced that Jim Baker meant ill by 
the girl.

The bogus investment company at 
the head of which Jim stood was about 
ready to fall to pieces. As his informant 
in town had said, “there would soon be 
a flitting.” And Bate? was confident 
that Baker’s securing the power of at
torney, combined with the report that 
he had arranged to sell B. X. & Y. and 
Eastern Midland, meant that the broker 
was about to accomplish a coup that 
would leave Mary penniless.

It would be a difficult matter to 
prove this, however, until the thing it
self was accomplished. Mere suspicion 
would not be sufficient to base an ac
cusation upon. Bates’ personal belief 
that the broker was a scoundrel would 
not stand for much in court of law, and 
therefore the young fellow was bent 
upon a drastic measure.

He reduced the speed of the machine 
a trifle, and turned so that he could 
speak to Cummings. “How far can 
I trust you, old man?” he asked, seri
ously.

“Why—I guess up to the limit, sir,” 
returned the surprised chauffeur.

“Suppose you should see me flagrant
ly violate the law, would you stand for 
it? Keep it to yourself for a few days 
until I could show you that my crime 
only made a far more terrible one im
possible ?”

Cummings looked rather startled *?or 
a moment; then he grinned behind his 
mask. “I’m takin’ chances on the law
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every time I run one of these machines 
in a jay town,” he said. “Go ahead, 
Mr. Bates, I’m with you.”

“Right, then!” exclaimed Arnold, 
and once more the machine leaped 
ahead. “We’re going to reach that 
particular spot on tire Pike Road as 
quick as this thing can get us there. I 
trust to your driving—and that you’ll 
keep your mouth shut afterward.”

Little time had been lost during this 
dialogue. The auto gathered speed 
again, and rounding an abrupt turn in 
the roac at a pace that threatened an
nihilation to any obstruction in its 
path, they saw the Halfway House just 
ahead.

Out into the road ran an excited in
dividual who waved them command- 
ingly to halt. The omniscient country 
policeman was easily recognized.

“How high do you s’pose he’ll go 
when we hit him?” asked Cummings, 
shouting into Arnold’s ear.

“Have a care! You don’t know 
which w'ay he’ll run,” cried the young 
man, nervously.

“He won’t jump the way I’m going 
to steer,” declared the other.

The constable’s face suddenly 
changed. He saw that the flying car 
was not slowing down in the least. 
From an expression of wrathful majes
ty his countenance changed to one of 
abject terror.

Arnold heard his shriek as he leaped 
across the road. But he really would 
have been too late had not Cummings 
turned out. The heavy car took a curve 
halfway up the roadside bank, coming 
back again upon hard pan with a 
jounce that made the springs creak. 
They passed the roadhouse in a whirl 
of dust.

“How far to the town line, sir?” 
asked Cummings, between his teeth.

“Five miles yet. That was a near 
chance. Great Scott! look at that 
horse!”

Afound another turn in the road 
they suddenly shot into the view of the 
animal in question, which was tackled 
to a. well-filled democrat wagon. It was 
too late to stop the charging automo
bile.

There was a chorus of shrieks, while 
the poor horse stood stiffly upon its hind 
legs and pawed the air! The wagon 
was backed halfway across the road as 
the maddened animal strove to turn 
away from the flying monster.

“Full speed!” yelled the chauffeur, as 
he observed Bates trying to slow down 

vtlie machine. “It’s our only chance, 
sir!”

Arnold obeyed, and, unchecked, the 
auto shot down upon the wagon. The 
road was narrow at best, and the back
ing vehicle nearly filled it. There was 
no side hill to run up here; instead, a 
well-built fence defended the roadway 
from a drop into a ditch that would 
have been fatal to the auto.

Arnold bent low and shielded his 
face. His heart throbbed violently. He 
expected to see the air in an instant 
filled with flying splinters.

But the trained eye of the chauffeur 
saw the proper angle of collision. A 
twist of Cummings’ wrist, and the auto 
shot by the rear of the lighter vehicle.

The latter was caught slantingly, and 
was driven around in the roadway, 
snapping the shafts short off, but not 
overturning the wagon nor spilling its 
occupants.

Arnold glanced back, and observed 
the freed horse tearing up the road with 
the broken harness and splintered shafts 
trailing behind it; but he was positive 
nobody had been seriously hurt.

“Heaven deliver us from another 
such escape!” gasped the young man.

“That was a near one. But don’t 
reduce the speed. If they stop us now 
it will be the police station for ours, 
sir. That cop back there will telephone 
ahead.

“These jay towns are fairly over
run w'ith police now; they get a per
centage of the fines, you know. It 
pays them better than raising turnips.”

“They must not stop us now!” ex
claimed Arnold, with excitement.

“I don’t think they will unless they 
build a brick wall across the road,” mut
tered Cummings, grimly.

Conversation lagged. The pace was 
not conducive to further remarks, any
way. And back in the young fellow’s
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troubled mind was the insistent thought 
perhaps, after all, they would not reach 
that particular point on the Pike Road in 
time.

“If he once gets to the city, he’s lost 
to me,” thought Arnold. “It would be 
like hunting a needle in a haystack to 
find him there.

“If this deal of his is really ready for 
bringing to a head—as I am informed 
it is—he won’t have to wait for the 
market to open to-morrow. It will be 
done in the lobby of some hotel this 
evening, and to-morrow—well, like 
enough Jim Baker will be a minus 
quantity and Mary Hastings’ fortune 
will have accompanied him to greener 
fields and pastures new.

“We’ve just got to catch him, and_ 
that’s all there is about it !

“Talk about Claude Duval, Sixteen 
String Jack, and their ilk—they weren’t 
in it with the modern prince of the 
road,” and Arnold chuckled nervously. 
“The present-day highwayman goes out 
in an automobile, and------”

His train of thought was snapped. 
Flashing out of a bit of woods they saw 
a group of figures not far ahead. A 
heavy farm wagon stood at one side, 
and the men were busy tearing down 
the roadside fence.

Cummings turned a meaning look 
upon his companion. “They’re ready 
for us, sir!” he exclaimed.

But Arnold made no reply. He saw 
now that the men were building a hasty 
barricade across the highway. The 
warning had gone ahead, and the na
tives had determined to stop the pi
ratical car at all hazards!

“We’re in too great a hurry to stop, 
sir,” cried Cummings, as the young 
man’s grip tightened upon the control
ler. “We’ve got to go through that 
thing—or over i t !”

There wasn’t a moment for discus
sion of the point. The great black and 
crimson machine was traveling like the 
wind. Cummings squeezed a blast out 
of the horn that startled the echoes.

The overconfident constables looked 
up, and observed no intention on the 
part of the lawbreakers to stop. Some 
of them ran to the heads of the horses,

while the others dropped their burdens 
of fence rails and scattered to places of 
safety.

At top speed the auto charged the ob
struction. The jolt was scarcely felt by 
the men in the machine, but the air was 
full of broken rails for a moment.

One timber struck Arnold Bates 
across the forehead, knocking his cap 
into the back of the vehicle, and making 
his head ring again. It was not until the 
shouting mob of angry natives was out 
of sight that the young man realized he 
had been severely cut.

The blood ran into his eyes, and for 
the first time Cummings looked at the 
matter seriously. “Great heavens, sir! 
That is a bad wound. You must stop, 
and see a doctor------”

“Stop now !” cried Bates. “Not on 
your life! Take that handkerchief of 
mine. That’s it. Now tie it tightly 
about my head. It must do until------”

He did not finish his sentence, but 
stared ahead with bloodshot eyes as the 
auto spun along the track.

They reached the top of the hill, and 
as the machine pitched over the summit 
and started to coast down the incline, 
Arnold caught a glimpse of a horse and 
carriage just starting down the oppo
site slope toward them.

“We’re in time!” breathed the young 
man, with devout satisfaction.

Just at the foot of this slope a road 
branched off toward the city, and on 
that road houses were frequent, and 
there was no sheltering wood. But in 
the hollow was a thick patch of forest 
and no house for a mile or more in 
either direction.

Once at the foot of the hill Arnold 
stopped the auto, dead. “We’re out of 
the town, anyway, now; so they can’t 
bother us,” he said, with satisfaction.

“What now, sir?” asked Cummings. 
“Doesn’t that cut hurt you? It’s bleed
ing yet. You should see a surgeon.”

“In time—in time, Cummings. Some
thing more important now. You will 
please be dumb and blind. Take my 
place, and shut off the machine. There! 
do you hear that carriage coming?”-

Cummings nodded.
“I’m going to stop it. No matter
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what happens, you sit where you are 
now and pay no attention.” He was in 
the road himself, and reaching into the 
tool box secured a shiny wrench which 
he half hid in the palm of his hand.

"Be ready to get away in a hurry 
when I give the word,” was the young 
man's final command, walking ahead to 
meet the approaching carriage.

The pacer pattered down into the 
gullv, and the carriage wheels rolled 
swiftly over the bridge. In his long 
dust coat, goggles and the bandage 
shrouding the upper part of his face, 
nobody would have recognized Arnold 
Bates.

When the vehicle came into view, 
Baker was lolling back comfortably in 
his seat, smoking the cigar of content. 
The mare pricked up her ears when 
she saw the auto standing in the road
way. She was more startled when the 
shrouded figure beside the path leaped 
out and caught her bridle.

Baker sat up with an oath. “Shut up, 
and get down out of that!” commanded 
the begoggled figure.

There was something so uncom
promising in the command, and the 
thing in the man’s hand glinted in the 
sunlight so suggestively, that Jim Baker 
complied with alacrity.

“There's two of you,” he grumbled. 
“I’ll see about this. If there’s any law 
in this land------”

The other made no reply. He mo
tioned Jim’s hands up, and up they went 
•—as high as the broker could reach 
them.

Then the highwayman went through 
his pockets with a dispatch which 
seemed to show much practice in rob
bing the innocent traveler upon the pub
lic road. Everything was dropped into 
the capacious pockets of the long dust 
coat.

“Climb back again!” was the com
mand, and Baker failed to notice the 
tremor in the voice. He was too greatly 
shaken himself.

With one eye still upon the victim, 
this modern road agent whipped out a 
knife and slashed the harness in a 
dozen places. “Keep your eyes straight 
ahead!" he commanded.

He beckoned the motionless chauffeur 
to bring up the machine, and, stepping 
behind Baker, rapidly examined the 
various articles he had taken from him.

Selecting several papers he dropped 
everything else—wallet, watch and 
chain, rings and all—into the back of 
the victim's carriage. He was just able 
to stagger to the side of the automobile, 
into which Cummings fairly dragged 
him, and the next moment the machine 
was ofif in a cloud of dust, while the 
erstwhile highway robber was lying 
back in a dead faint on the seat.

The financial columns of the papers 
two days later mentioned briefly the top
pling of another investment company 
and the disappearance of its manager, 
James Baker.

“Funny thing. Baker didn’t deliver 
those securities he agreed to sell before 
the smash came,” Arnold’s informant, 
the "man who knew it all,” told him, 
when that young man got into town 
again in the guise of rather an interest
ing-looking invalid. “He couldn't have 
got away with so much ready cash, af
ter all.”

“No, Providence—er—interposed,”
responded Arnold, calmly, and not long 
after the facts regarding Baker’s defec
tion came out and Bates went over, his 
head still in a sling, to reassure the tear
ful Mary Hastings.

When he had explained to her that 
she had lost comparatively a small sum 
through her “old friend,” after all, and 
had confessed his own part in the mat
ter, Arnold observed:

"I’m paying a pretty penny in fines 
for fast driving, and for smashing that 
wagon. I don’t think Baker will have 
me up for highway robbery; but if he 
does, will you go my bail, Mary?”

Then seeing that the tears were im
minent again, he laughed. “Don’t you 
mind. It’s all right. But let me tell 
you, despite ancient saws to the con
trary, new friends are sometimes better 
than old.

“Forget the whole business, my dear. 
I’m going to take Laura out in that 
blessed automobile this afternoon. Will 
you go, too?”



A  C H A T  W ITH  
OUR R E A D E R S

THE mission of THE POPULAR 
MAGAZINE is to give pleasant 
relaxation from the sordid routine of 

existence. We particularly wish to see it in 
the hands of the tired man of business, and 
in the hands of those who feel constrained to 
seek an hour’s relief from the cares of their 
daily life. We would have you understand 
that we select our stories with that purpote 
in view. We will be satisfied when the time 
comes—we think it will be soon—that our 
magazine is looked upon in the same spirit 
as the modern theater is regarded—as a 
place of entertainment or the source whence 
comes amusement and diversion and thor
ough enjoyment. There are magazines of 
other kinds, publications intended to in
struct, and periodicals that try to cover the 
whole gamut of life, but our mission is more 
simple. If we have given you entertain
ment we are repaid.

IN another part of this number you doubt
less have found—and have read—the 
first instalment of Mr. Marchmont's 

fascinating serial, “The Eternal Snare.” 
It is hardly necessary to say that this is 
the latest and by far the best story written 
by this well-known author. It shows to a 
degree the extreme care in preparation for 
which Mr. Marchmont is famous. Before 
writing the story the author lived for several 
months in and about Constantinople, and 
made a close personal study of his characters 
and of the environments. Mr. March- 
mont’s method of work is characteristic of 
the man. He does not touch pen to paper 
before the story is clearly outlined, even to 
the minor details, in his mind. Then he 
does his writing at fever heat, permitting 
nothing to interfere with the work which is 
to him, for the time being, the one absorbing 
occupation of every available hour.

NOT long ago a self-confessed admirer 
of this magazine suggested that we 
either reproduce a number of Edgar 

Allen Poe’s short stories or run a series after 
the same style. We are thankful for the 
suggestion; in fact, we are always grateful 
for words of advice or suggestions from our 
readers, but in this particular instance we 
must firmly, if gently, decline to accede. We 
greatly admire Poe, and we think his work 
worthy of a very prominent niche in the 
halls of fame, but we do not believe the 
Poesque class of literature is what our read
ers want. And we will say, further, that 
the grewsome, the grotesque, the repellent, 
the blood-creeping tragic, will not find a 
place in these columns. Life is far too short 
to be able to spare any part of it for the peru
sal of gloomy stories.

.Jt

WHILE we are on this subject we 
would like to say a word or two 
to our many contributors. There 

is nothing like starting fair, nothing like a 
clear understanding at the beginning. 
Much postage and heartburning will be 
spared if the prospective contributor has a 
clear conception of our needs. We have 
just told what we do not want. We might 
add to that the fact that we cannot use 
poems, special articles or essays of any kind. 
Available stories must be well written, not 
too complicated, and, above all, interesting. 
Just mark that word—interesting. The
best plot ever concocted, the best literary 
“ style” ever set upon paper would fail of 
acceptance if the personal, human interest is 
missing. And we would say again, and 
with emphasis, do not send us morbid sto
ries, or ghost stories, or stories dealing with 
sickly sentimentalities. We are not the 
official organ of any literary morgue.
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THIS outfit includes the new style Graphophone, with 
Japanned Horn, three-song super-hard black moulded Columbia 
Record. I t is guaranteed to give as good results as any high-priced 

Graphophone made. New super-hard Columbia black moulded Records a t 25c. each. Not a job 
lot; not odds and ends, but strictly new Records tha t have never before been on sale. The list 
includes compositions for Band, Orchestra, Songs, Quartets, Comic Recitations, Cornet Solos, etc. 
Enormous quantities; plenty of every kind. This machine will reproduce all cylinder records, 
the diaphragm being the same as tha t used in  the larger and more expensive type. I t has a 
spring motor, simple and of solid construction ; a governor which admits of quick and accurate 
adjustment to any desired speed ; a positive feed for carrying the reproducer and horn across the 
cylinder without the aid of the record groove. We want to introduce our SPECIALTIES into 
every home in America, and in order to do so quickly we will give this latest improved COLUM
BIA GRAPHOPHONE to any one who will sell 36 of our fast-selling articles at 10c. each. They 
sell at sight, being no trash but costly and meritorious goods. Send us your name and address 
and we will send you the 36 articles at once. Sell them to your friends and remit us our money 
($3.60) and we will immediately send you this Talking Machine, exactly as illustrated, with 
spring motor, key wind, positive feed for carrying reproducer across record ; large metal amplifi- 
ing horn ; all handsomely enameled, gold trimmed and nickel plated. With each machine we 
send a list of choice records, including a humorous three-song selection. There is no other 
machine or instrum ent made a t any price that will afford so varied, so instructive and so delightful 
an entertainment. W ith this machine you can listen at will, and without expense, to the latest 
operas as rendered by the world’s greatest artists, or hear the voices of the famous comedians in 
laughter-provoking monologues ; or you can give concerts in any size of hall or room, as it  is as 
loud and clear as any $50.00 Talking Machine made. You can sell the 36 articles in a few hours. 
This offer is made by a reputable company with capital. Think of it. This is a marvelous bar
gain. This Graphophone can be seen at our office any day. We send a genuine, guaranteed, 
clock motor Columbia Graphophone with three-song record, or give you your choice of other 
presents just as desirable. In  case you are not pleased send it back to us and we will allow you $3.50 
on the purchase of any other machine you may select—a guarantee no other concern offers. We 
will forfeit $1,000.00 to any one proving any trick or catch about our offer, or tha t this is a toy 
machine, or one that must be turned by hand. Our machine is a key-winding, self-playing Columbia 
Graphophone, and with the three-song record, is the greatest premium ever offered. The New 
Process Columbia High-Speed Moulded Records for cylinder talking machines of any make are 
far superior to anything in this line ever before manufactured. New price, 25c. each. Send for/ 
free list of cylinder records and talking machines. Address your letter plainly to Dept. No. 7.

S A F E  J E W E L R Y  C O .
(Dept. No. 7) 19 Warren St., New YorK

NOTE.—D on ’t  w aste  your tim e try in g  to  sell tra sh . O ur goods have m erit and  people w an t them . I t  co sts  
you no th ing  to  h a v e  us p rove  this. W e will send a  G raphophone, sam e day  y o u r m oney is received. You r e 
q u ire  no cap ita l w h ile  w ork ing  fo r us. Satisfaction  guaran teed .
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