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CHAPTER I. 
"WE.LCOME, HOWEVER YOU COME!" 

roN an enamel�d iron bed in a 
smaJl, plainly furnish� room 
v.rhich dawn bad just begun 

grayly to illuminate, a man lay uncon-
• 

SCtOUS. 
His thin face, indefinably boyish for 

an its gauntness, \\·ore that placid , un
caring look \\·hich death �hares with 
complete insensibility. lTnd�r him his 
right arm was doubled in an uncom
f ortable, strained position, \\·llil� the left 
hand, bare, slender, and well cared for, 

trail�d, litnp to the floor, by the bed�ide. 
On his right tetnp!e there showed an 
ugly wound, evidently made by some 
blunt, heavy instrument, £or the skin 
\Vas burst rather than cut. His fair 
hair was plastered with blood from it, 
and a good deal of blood had also run 
down over the side of the face, lending 
a sinister and tragic aspect to his other ... 

wise not unpleasant countenance. Fully 
dressed in a rather shabb�,. blue scr�e, 

� ' 

both appearance and attitude sugge�t�d 
that the man had been flung do"'" here 
and left brutally to die or revive, as he 
might. 
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The dawn light grew bright�r, and, 
as if in sympathy with its brightening, 
the face of the man on the bed began 
to take on a look more akin to that of 
life. That alien, waxlike placidity of 
one who is done with pain slowly sof
tened and changed. The features 
twitched; the lips, which had fallen 
s)ipht1y apart, closed firmly. With a 
sudden contraction of the brows the 
man opened his eyes. 

For several minutes he lay quiet, star
ing upward. Then he atternpted to 
withdraw his right hand from beneath 
him, groaned, and hy a considerable 
effort at last raised himself on one el
bow. Gazing about the room with be
wildered, pain-strick�n eyes, he raised 
his hand to his head and afterward 
stared stupidly at the blood on his fin
rers. He seemed lik� one who, having 
fallen victim to some powerful drug, 
awakens in unfamiliar and inexplicable 
surroundings. 

As he again looked about him, how
ever, the expres�ion changed. What he 
saw, it seerned, had revived some ment
ory that mingled with a n�w and dif
ferent bewildennent. 

In a corner of the room, near the one 
uncurtained window, stood a small, old
fa�hion�d, black st�el safe. The door 
of it was swung wide open, while scat
tered on the floor before it lay a mass 
of p:1per�. From between loose pages 
and folded, elastic-bound documents 
gleamed a few small articles of jewelry. 
On top of the pile two or three anpty 
morocco cases had been carelessly 
tossed down. 

With eyes fixed on this heap , the 
man s\vung his legs over the side of 
the bed, and, staggering across to the 
safe, dropped on his knees beside it. 
He ran his hand through the papers, 
uncovered a small hrooch which he 
picked up and examined with a curious, 
frowning intentnt»s�; then let it fall and 
again raised a hand to his head. 

In another comer of the room was 

a washstand with chipped blue bowl and 
pitcher. Toward this, without rising 
from his knees, the man dragged him
self. Wetting a towel that hung there, 
he began bathing. the wound on his 
temple. The cold water seemed to re
lieve the dizziness or nau�ea from which 
he suffered. Presently he was able to 
pull himself to his feet, and, having 
contemplated· his disheveled counte
nance in a small mirror above the stand, 
he proceeded with some care to remove 
the more obvious traces of disaster. 

The blood fortunately had clotted and 
ceased to flow. Having washed, he 
sought about the room, found his hat, 
a worn, soft black felt, on the floor near 
the bed, and, retumin� to the mirror, 
adjusted it with the apparent intent to 
conceal his wound. 

The effort, though attended by a 
grimace of pain, was successful, and 
now at length the man returned his 
attention to that stack of miscellanies 
which had been the safe's contentii. 

Ignoring the papers, he began sepa
rating from them the few bits of jew
elry. Beside the brooch there was a 
man's heavy gold signtt ring, a pair of 
cuff J inks set with seed pearls, a bar 
pin of silver and moonstones, and a 
few similar trifles. He sorted and 
searched with an odd setness of ex
pression, as if the task were unpleasant, 

though it might equally well have been 
the pain of his wound which troubled 
him. As he found each piece he thrust 
it in h is pocket without examination, 
until the displacing of a small bundle • 
of insurance policies disclosed the first 
thing of any real value in the entire 
collection. 

With an astonished ejaculation the 
man seized upon it, scrutinized it with 
wide, horrified eyes, and for a moment 
afterward knelt motionless, while his 
pa1lid face slowly flushed until it was 
nearly crimson in color. 

"\.J()()d God ! " 
The man flung the thing from him 
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as if it had burned his fingers. In a 
sudden frenzy of haste he tore from 
his pockets the trinkets he had placed 
there a few moments earlier, threw them 
all back on the stack of papers, and 
without another g]ance for tbe safe 
or its contents fairly ran acrGSS the 
room to the door. Flinging it open, 
he emerged into � short, narrow pas
sageway. 

There, howeverf he paused, listening 
intently at the �ad of a narrow stair
v;ay that kd do?lnwa.rd. Two other 
doors opened off tl1-e passage; hut both 
"·ere closai Behind tho�e .daors and 
throughout the house belGw aY was 
quiet. Ever and a.g.ain, from the street, 
three stories �lo\\·, ther� rose the heavy 
rattle of a passq truck or cart. Within 
the hou� ther� was no soand at all. 

Assured of that, the man rais� his 
eyes toward the cetlia�. In its renter 
was a c1osed \\"Ooden transom. Fr-own
in«', the man 1 e�d the transom "·ith 
his fin�r tips, foood it immovable, and, 
after some further be�btiao , be'ast de
scen<linc t� narrow stairs, a step at a 
ti�, v�ry cautiously. They cr�aked 
under him7 ev�ry cr�ak sta rtliogly loud 
in that oth�r\\·i� silent place. 

R�achinr tl� landi� at the floor be
to\\', be was about to essay the next 
flight d<lwnward, when abruptly, some
where 1n t� rear of t� gr<>und floor, 
a door o�ned and closed. The sound 
was follo\\'ed by g"·ift, t ight footfaJls. 
Th�y cross�d tbe recq>tion hall below, 
reached the stair, and began to mount. 

His face bathed in a sudden S\\"eat 
of desperation, the n1an abov� darted 
back alon� the s�cond-floor hallway. 

()ne after the other he swi ft1y turned 
the handles of three closed doors. One 
was Jock�d, one open�d upon a closet 
stacked to overflowing with trunks and 
bags; the third disclosed a Ia rge bed
room, appar�nt1y empty, thougfl the bed 
had evidently been slept in. 

He sprang insid�, shut the door 
softly, looked for a key, found none, 

and thereafter stood motionless, his 
hand gripping the knob, one ear against 
the pane l. 

Having a.�nded the stairs, the foot
steps w.ere now ad vancing along the 
passage. They r�cbed that very door 
against which the man stood listening. 
They halted there. Son1e one rapped 
Jigntly. 

\\.ith a groan the man :inside drew 
back. Evrn as he did so he foWld him

self Vw·hirlecf irresistibly about and away 
from the door. 

A great l\;tnd had de�nqed upon 
his shoulder irom behind. That large 
hand, he discovered. belonged to a man 
immensely tall a hul:e, Joon1ing giant 
o{ a n1an, who had stolen llpon him 
while he had ear5 only for thos� foot
st-eps iA the passa�e. 

The f-ellow's only �rment was a 
Turkish robe, flung loo�ly about his 
eno.nno1ils sbouJders. His black hair, 
damiJ from the bath, stood out Jike a 
fierce, .� maae abov� a dark, sav-

.. 

age face m which a pair of sincularty 
hright bJue ey�s h1az�d angrily upon 
the intru�r- This forc�ful and sudden 
apparition in a room which the latter 
had hel i ev�d W10Ccupied� was suffi
ci�nt]y alarmin�. In th� little sharp cry 
which �scap� the intruder 's throat, 
bow�v"'� there seemed a 11ote of emo

ti<>n other than terror· different from 
and mor� pain ful than mere terror. 

"You yo14 !" be muttered, and fell 
silent. 

"For the love of '' b�an the 
gianL But he, too, soem�d suddenly 
mo\'·ed past �rbal expression. As a 
somber lan dscape l ights to the flash of 
sunshine, his heavy face changed and 
brightened. The black scowl vanished. 
Shag:y brows went up in a look of 
intense surprise, and the fiercely set 
mouth relax�d to a grin of amazed but 
supremely good-hwnored deJight. 

"\\thy, it is r· he ejaculat�d at length. 
" It surely is I�ob Drayton!" 

And then, with a great, pleased laugh, 
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he had released the other's shoulder 
and reached for his hand. 

The intruder made no movement of 
response. Instead, he drew away 
shrinkingly, and with hands behind him 
stood leaning against the door. When 
he spoke it was in the tone of quiet 
despair with which a man might accept 
an intolerable situation from which es
cape has become impossible. 

"Yes, Trenmore, it's I," he said. 
Even as the words left his lips there 
came another loud rapping from out
side. Some one tried the handle, and 
only Drayton's weight against the door 
kept it closed. 

'4Get away from there, Martin!" 
called the big man peretnptorily.. "I'll 
ring again when I want you. Oear 
out now! It's otherwis� �ngaged I am." · 

"Very well, sir," came the muftled 
and somewhat wondering r�ply. 

Staring solernn1y at one another, the 
two in the bedroom stood silent while 
th� invisible Martin's steps receded 
slowly a1on� the hall and befan to de
scend the stairs. 

"And for why witt you llot take my 
hand?" demandw the �ant with a 
frown that was bewildered, rather than 
anPTV. � 

The man with the bruised head 
lauc-hed. "I can't · can't " Unable 

' 

to control his voice, he lapsed into mis-
erable �iJence. 

The giant's frown deepened. H� 
drew back a little, hitching the robe up 
over his bare shoulders. 

"What is it aiJs you, Bobby? Here 
I'm glad to see you th� way I cannot 
find words to tell it and you will not 
tak� my hand ! Did you get my letter, 
and is this a surprise visit? Y ou,re 
\vel come, however you'v� come!" 

But the other shrank still closer 
against the door, while his pallid face 
�rcw actuaJJy gray. "}fay I may I 
sit down?" he gasped. He was sway· 
ing like a drunken man, and his knees 
seemed to have no strength l�ft in them. 

''Sit down! But you may indeed." 
Trenmore sprang instantly to help him 
to the nearest chair, one arrn about his 
shoulder in a gentle, kindly pressure. 
"Tell me now, did you really get my 
letter?" 

"What letter?" 
"Then you did not. What ails you, 

man? You'r� white as the banshee 
herself! Is it  bad hurt you are, and 
you not telling me?" 

"No yes. A trifl�. It is not that." 
"What, th�? Have you been ill? 

Here, take a drop o• the brandy, lad. 
That's it. A fool could see you're a 
deathly sick man this minute." 

Trenmore's voice was tender as only 
a woman's or an Irishman's can be; 
but Drayton shrank away as if its kind
ness only hurt him the more. 

"Don't speak that way !'' he cried 
harshly, and buried his face in his 
bands. 

Very wonderingly, his host laughed 
and again put hi5 atm about the other's 
bowed shoulders. "And why not, 
then?" he asked cently. "I should, per
haps, like to know why you bolt into 
my room in the early mom, bang to 
my door behind mys�lf; and then try 
to repel my hospitable reception; but 
you need tell me nothing. For me 'tis 
enough that you're here at all, whom 
I've been wanting to see this Jon� while 
more than any other lad in the world!' 

"Stop 1t, I say!" cried Drayton, and 
raised his head abruptly. His pale face 
had flushed deep, . and he seemed to 
flinch at the sound of his own words. 
"I can't can't take your welcome. I 
came here as a thief, Terry Tren
more! And for no other reason." 

The Irishman's blue eyes flashed 
wide. 

"A thief?" He Ia ughed �hortly. 
"And pray what of mine did you wish 
to steal, friend Bobby? Name the thin& 
and it's yours I" 

HTerry, I'm not off my head, as you 
think. Haven't any such excuse. I 
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tell you, I'm a thief. Plain, ugly 
t·h-i-e-f. thief. I entered this particu
lar bouse only because I found a way 
in.. I didn't know it was yow,. house., 

In the midst of speech Drayton 
paused and started suddenly to his feet. 
''Good Lord!" be exclaimed. ''I had 
half forgotten. Terry, I wasn't the 
only er burglar here last night !" 

"And what are you meaning now?" 
"Your safe was opened " 

Ere he could finish the sentence 
Tr�nmore had turned, crossed the 
room, and was pushing aside a silken 
curtain, hung from ceiling to floor, near 
the bed. It disclosed a squared, nick

eled-steel door, set flush with the wall. 
After a moment's scrutiny he turned 
a freshly b�wild�red face to his visitor. 
�'Broken op�n? But it's not ! My poor 
boy, you are out of your mind this 
morning. It's a doctor you are need
ing." 

"No, no. I don't mean that one. I 
mean the safe upstairs, in the small 
room at the front." 

14lS there one there?" queried Tren
more. "I d idn •t know of it." 

"What ! This isn't your O\\'n place, 
then?'' 

The giant shook his h�d, smiling. 
"For why would you be expecting to 
find Terence Trmmore tied to a house 
of his own? It belongs to my own 
cousin, on the mother's side, whom I'll 
be glad for you to know, though he's 
not here now. But you say there's 
been robbery done abovestairs ?" 

ul'm not -exactly sure. There was 
something so strange about it all-

COtne up there with me, Terry, and 
look for yourself." . 

Either because of the brandy he had 
swallowed, or because the first shame 
and shock of confession were over, 
Drayton seemed to have recovered 
some measure of strength. He led the 
\\·ay upstairs to the front bedroom, and 
ans\\·ered the Irishman's question with 
a slow gesture to\\·ard th� violated safe. 

Trenmore stood thoughtfully over the 
neglKted pile of papers and more or 
less valuable jewelry, hands thrust deep 
in the pockets of his bathrobe, brows 
drawn in a reflective scowl. "And 
\\·hat,'' he asked, "were they like, these 
queer thieves that left their plunder be
hind them?'. 

"I didn't see thent." 
"What?" 
Drayton's boyish, sensitive mouth 

quiver�d. "If you don't believe me, 
I can't blame you, of oourse. By 
Heaven, I think it would be a relief 
if you v.rould call in the police, Terry, 
and �d the whole rotten affair that 
way. I wish with all my heart that 
they'd put me \\Th�re they put my part

n�r, poor old Warren!'' 
"i\nd where is that? It's riddles 

you're talking." . 

"First in jail and now in his grave,'' 
... 

answered Drayton grimly. 
The Irishman flung back his «Teat, 

black-maned head a�Jy. 
-' Robby, my boy, we've had enough 

of that rnake of talk! I can see with 
half an eye that n1uch has happened 
of vlhich I know nothing, for I've been 
back in old Ireland this t\\·o years past. 
But for ",.hat sort of scoundrel do you 
take me, to throw over the man I've 
best liked in my whole life, and just 
because he chances to be in a bit of 
trouble? .. -\s I said before .. 'tis a doc
tor you are needing, not a policeman. 
As for this," he pointed to the rifted 
safe, "it was my thought that you did 
things here last night of \\'hich you have 
now no mC!tnorv. Others here? 'Tis not 

., 

in the bounds of reason that two dif
ferent thie"es pardon the word; it's 
your own should honor this house in 
one night !'1 

By way of reply, Drayton removed 
his hat, and for the first time Tren
more saw the ugly \vound its low-drawn 
brim had concealed. "They gave me 
that," said Drayton simply. "The 
rootn," he continued, "was dark. I 
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came over the roofs and down through 
the first transom I found unfastened. 

I had just entered this room and dis
covered the safe when they, who�ver 
they \\·ere, came on me from behind 
and kno<:ked me out." 

Trffimore's lips drew in with a little 
syn1pathetic sound . ..Ah, and so that's 
why you're so white and all! But tell 
me, \vas the safe open then?" 

"No. They must have: done the trick 
after\\·ard. I was left lying on that 
bed. And I n1ay as well tell you that 
this n1orning. when I found myself 
alone here and that stuff on the floor, 
I was going to �-was going to finish 
what they had hegun.'9 

"And what stopped you?" Trenmore 
eyed him curiously from bmeath low
ered hrows. 

••Thi�." Stooping, Drayton pick� 
up the thing" he had flung so desper
attlv a"'aY half an hour earlier. It was 

� � 

a thin gold cigarette ca!lt�, plain �ve • 
for a n1onogram done in inlaid plati-

nutn. 
Trenmort Jook�d. and nodded slowly. 
"Your own gift to rne, T'ony. I think 

a po¥.'er o' that case. But ltow cam� 
it th�re, I wonder? The other day I 
misl�id it l .. ikely }in1 found it and 
put it here while I was in Atlantic City 
ye:->terday. When I rtturned Jim had 
been called 3\\'a\·. I wonder be did 

" 

not put it in the wall safe, though, that 
he lent me th� u�e of ; but all that's 
�o n1atter. What di ... l you do � fter find
ing the case?., 

"I tried to gr-t out, but the transom 
1\ad been fastened down f ron1 above. 
So I n1ade for the f root door. Your 
servant intercepted me, and I I hid 
in your roorn, hoping h�. would pass 
on bv.'' 

"' "And that's the one piece of . good 
luck you had, n1y boy!" cried l'ren
tnore. Grasping Drayton's shoulder 
with one �reat hand, he shook hin1 
gently to and fro, as if he had been 
the child he seen1ed beside his huge 

frin1d. "Don't 1ook like that now! I'm 
not so easy shocked, and if you've seen 
fit to turn burglar, Bob Drayton, I'm 
only sure 'tis for sotne very good cause. 
And let you arrive through the roof 
or by the front door, it makes no dif
fcrt»nce at all, the \\·ay you're here now! 
Martin and I have the place to our
selves for a couple of days. J immy 
Burford's a jol1y old bachelor to de
light your heart, but he liv�s at his 
club most ly and l<eeps but on� man
servant, and him he took to New York 
with him when he was called away. 
We'll do fine with Martin, though. The 
boy's a horn genius for cooking." 

uYou mt-an that you are only visit
ing here?'' askt-d l)rayton hesitatingly. 
Trmmore s�med takin� it rather for 
granted that he was to remain as a 
�1est, who had �nter�d as a v�ry in
efficient burg lar. 

"Just visiting, tht while Viola is m
joying he�e] f with �me f ritnds in At
lantic City. You know ifs no social 
hutterfly I am, and too much of that 
crowd I wi11 not stand, even for her 
sake. J)'you mind my �ver speaking to 
you of my little sister Viola, that was in 
the convent school near l....os Angeles? 
nut I'm a dog to keq> you standing 
there! Come down to my room while 
w� fix that head of yours and I get 
n1yself decently dr�ssed. Then we'll 
breakfa�t together, and perhaps you'll 
tell me a little of what's hem troublinr 
your heart? You need not, unless " 

"Rut I will, of course!" broke in 
Drayton impulsively as he at last 
gra5ped the frimdly, powerful hand 
whirh his innate and sel £-denied hon
esty had prevented his taking �xcept on 
a basis of open understanding. 

Gathering up the stuff on the floor 
in one great arn1ful, T'renmore bore it 
down to his own bedroom, followed by 

•• 

Drayton. 

'61'11 adyise that Jimmy get him a new 
safe,'' chuckled 'frenmore as he tossed 
his burden on the bed. ulf there's 
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aught of value here he deserves to be 
robbed, ketping it in that old tin box 
of a thing. But perhaps I'm ungrate
f u 1. I never thought, so freely he 
offered it, that he had to clear his own 
things out of thjs wall safe to give me 
the use of it. 1'11 be kindly and share 
it with him fron1 this day, and if th�re's 
anything missing from this lot I'll make 
th� value up to him so be he'll Jet me, 
which he v.rill not, �ing proud, stiff
necked, and half a Sassenach, for all 
be's my mother'!o; third cousin on the 
O'Shaughn��sy side. So 111 do it in 
a most uncierhanded :tnrl �ecretive man
n�r and g�t the better of him." 

Still running along in a tight, com
monplace tone which denied any trace 
of the unusual in the sit nation, he again 
rang for Martin. and wht>n that young 
man ap�ar� bade him prepare break
fast for his ruest as well as himself. 
The �ervant, a young f�11ow of nine
t�en or th�r�abouts, did his best to con
ceal a not unnatural amaz:en1ent; but 
his imitation of an im�1 turbable Eng
lish manservant was a rathe-r forlorn 
and weak one. 

l-Ie went off at last, mutterin� to him
self: "IIow'd th� fellow Krt in? 
That's what I want to know t He 

. 

wasn't here la�t night, and Mr. Tr�D-
more ain't bem out of his room or I'd 
h�ve heard him, and I never let his 
friend in, sure thing I" 

Not strangely, perhaps , it did not 
occur to Martin that 'Mr. Trenmore's 
mysterious fri�nd might have come 
a-visitinr through the roof. 

CHAPTER II. 
41DUST OP' PURGATO.Y.'' 

ESS than an hour later, Robel t 

short ly previous a desp�rate and hunted 
n1an, sat down at table in the respect 
able Philadelphia residence h� had for
tunat�J y cho��n for his first invasion. 
His wounded temple was adorned with 

several neatly adjusted strips of pi� 
ter, and if his head ached, at least his 
heart was light�r than it had been in 
many a day. This last, as it were, in 
spite of himself. He felt that he should 
really be cringing under the tab),_;--.. 

where out of sight. But with Terence 
Trenn1ore sitting opposite, his counte
nance fairly irradiating satisfaction and 
good che�r, poor Drayton could not for 
the life of him eith�r cringe or slink. 

The breakfast, moreover, proved 
Martin to be what his master had 
boasted an uncommonly good c� 
Before the channs of sweet Virgin-. 
ham, fresh eggs, hot muffins, and super• 
�xcellent coffee, Drayton's misery and 
humiliation stran��1y faded into the 
background of consciousness. 

Trenmore was an older man than he. 
by ten years of tin1e and thrice their 
equivalent in rough experience. The 
two had first met in Chicago durin� 
the str�nuous period of a strike. Dray
ton, unwise enough to play peac�ful by
stander at a fuJI-grown riot, had found 
him�)£ involved in an embattled med
ley of muscular staughter-hou�e men 
and �ually muscular and better armed 
police. He had stood an �xcelten.t 
chance of being killed by one party ar 
arrested by the other, and none at aD 
of extricating him5e1f, when Trenmor� 
ov�rlooking the fight from the s 
of a near-by building, and se�ing a 
young, slender, well-dressed man in a 
strnggle he had obviously no place in, 
carne to his aid and fought a way out 
for the two of the1n. 

Later they had joined forces on a. 
long vacation in the N orthem woods. 
Drayton was then a rising young law
yer of con�iderabJe independent meansjJ 
high-strung, nervous, and with a cer� 
tain d isposition toward melancholy. In 

the Irishman, with hi� tireless strength 
and humorous optim ism, he found an 
id�al companion for that outdoor life, 
while Trenmor�, well read, but self-ed-
1Jcated, fonned a well-nigh extravagant 
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admiration for the young lawyer's in
tellect and character. And Terence 
Trenmore, his faith once given, re
sembled a large, loyal mastiff he was 
thenceforth ready to give at need all 
that was his, goods, gains, or the 
strength o£ his great brain and body. 

Following those months in Canada, 
ho\\'ever, Drayton returned to Cincin
nati, his home. The two bad kept up. 
for some time a desultory correspond� 
ence, but Trenmore 's fortune, acqu ired 
in the Yukon during its early days of 
glory. permitted him to li ve the roving 
life which suited his restless tempera
ment. llis address, changed so fre
quently t hat Drayton found it difficult 
to keep track of hitn, and as the latter 
became more and tnore despe rately ab
sorbed in certain ruinous complications 
of his own affairs, he had allowed his 
wrrespondence "'·ith T renn1ore t o lapse 
tD nothing. 

Their appetites pleasantly qu�lled at 
last, and cigars lighted, the two men 
adjourned to the library and settled 
themselves to talk things out. 

"You've been in Ireland, you say 
----- " began Drayton, but the other in
terrupted \Vith raised hand. 

uL�t that wait. Do you not guess 
that I'm fair burning up with curi os

ity? There,. there, when you look like 
that you make me \\:ant to cry, you do! 
Tell me the nan1e of the scoundrel that's 
been dri vin� you and I '11 I'll obliterate 
him. But don't act lik e the world was 
all black and you at your own wake. 
Sure, there's no tro1:1ble in life that's 
worth it! No,v, ¥;hat's all the \vrong ?'' 

Drayton smiled in spite of himself. 
The big man's good humor was too in
fectious for resistance. His face, how
ever, so on fell again into the tragic lines 
drawn there by. recent events. 

''It can be soon told," he began. 

''You know we had a very fair legal 
practice, Simon Warren and I. Vp 
there in the woods I'm afraid I talked 
a lot about myself, so I don't need to 

tell you of the early struggles of a 
couple of cub lawyers. It was Warren, 

though, who made us what we were. 
PoQr Warren.! He had married just 
before the crash, and his young wife 
died thr.ee days after Simon was sen
tenced to a. ten-year term in the peni
tentian·." � 

"So? And what did your partner do 
to deserve all that?" 

"That is the story. We had built up 
a good clientele among the Cincinnati 
real-estate men and contractors. Simon 
s�cial i zed on c oot racts, and I on the 
real-estate end. We had a pretty fair 
reputation for success, too. 

41Then Warren found out a thing 
abou� Interstate Gen�ral 1\tlerchandise 
whi ch \\·ould have put at least five men 
behind the bars. Unluckily for us they 
wer� big m�n. Too big for us small 
fry to tackle, though we didn't quite 
realize that. They tri�d to settle it 
amicably by buying us ove r. We were 
just the pair they w�re lookin� for, 
they said. And Warren and I could 
ba ve each cleared our twenty-fiv� thou
sand a year at the work th�y offered. 

u\V c=ll, we' d h ave liked the money, 
of course who \vouldn't? but not 
enough to take it as blackma il . Simon 
stuck to his guns and laid the affair 
before the district attorney. Before we 
could clinch the matte r, Interstate �ler
chandise came down on us like a trip
hammer on a soft-boiled egg. 

"Oh, yes, they framed us. They g ot 
Simon with faked papers on a deal he 
wouldn 't have touched with a ten-f oot 
pair of tongs. Of course \Ve went down 
together. The disgrace killed his wife. 
Three weeks ago Simon di ed in prison 
of tuberculosis. That or a broken 
heart--

" And I well, you see me here. I 
got off without a jail term. But I'd 
b�en disbarred for i11egal practice, and 
what money I had was all gone in the 
fight. After that I don't know if it 
was for revenge or that they were st ill 
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a fraid of me, but Terry, those Inter
state devils hounded me out of  one job 
a fter another broke me drove me 
clean out of l ife as I knew it. 

"Yesterday I landed here in Phila
de1phia without a cent in my pockets, 
hungry and with no hope or faith left 
in anything. Last night I said, (So be 
it ! They have killed Simon, and they 
will not Tel me live as an honest man. 
But, by God, I'll live !' And that is the 
way criminals are created. I have 
learned it." 

Drayton ended with a catch in his 
voice. His clear. honest eyes were 
bright with the memory of that des
perate resol ve, so utterly alien to his 
nature, and his long, sensitive fingers 
opened and closed spasmodically. 

Th�n Trenmore did a strangely 
heartless thing. Having stared at his 
friend for a moment, he threw back his 
head and laughed lau�hed i n  a great 
Olympian peal of merriment that rang 
throu�h the silent house. 

Drayton sprang to his feet. "By 
heavens, Terry, I wish I could see the 
joke ! But I ,m damned if there's any
thing funny about what I've been 
through !" _ 

As abruptly as he had begun, his host 
stopped laughing and forced his face 
into solemnity. But his blue eyes still 
twinkled dangerously. 

14Sit down sit down, man, and for
give me for a fool of an Irishman ! 
Should you kill me right here for laugh
ing, I 'd not be blaming you and my 
heart aching this minute the way I can't 
wait to get at the crooks that have 
ruined you, and as soon as may be we'll 
go back to your home, you and I, and 
see what there is to be done. But for 
why I laughed, sure you're the most 
original criminal that ever tried to rob 
a man I You get in, you locate the crib 
-did you call ir a crib, Bobby ? all in 
good form. And, by the way, were 
you thinking of carrying the safe 
away in your pocket? Or had you a 

stick of dynamite handy ? Well, some 
obl igjng professional comes along and 
works the combination for you and 
leaves the door open. You awaken 
from pleasant dreams to find all that 
was inside, or most of it, lying right 
at your feet. And what is it you do ? 
You flee as i f  from the devil himself, 
and i f  I hadn't stopped you you'd be 
straying about the streets this minute 
as near starvation as you were before t" 

Drayton forced a smile for his 
friend's good-natured raillery. He 
could not be angry at ridicule so ob
viously meant to dissipate self-con
demnation in laughter. "I could hardly 
begin on you, Terry," he said. "And 
speaking of that, I've already enj oyed 
more hospitality than I have any right 
to. I'm cured of crime, T�rry ; but if 
you have any idea that I am going to 
load myself down on you " 

Springing up with his usual impetu� 
osity, the big Irishman fairly hurled 
Drayton back into his chair. 

uS it down ! Sit down there where 
you belong ! Is i t  load yoursel f you're 
ta1king of ? It's to be loaded with me 
you are ! Do you know that my very 
l ife's been threatened ?'' 

" Please don't joke any moret Terry," 

protested the other wearily. HI've not 
gone into d�tai ls, but all the fun has 
been crushed out o f  me in the last year 
or so." 

"Take shame to yoursel f, then ! But 
this is no joke. You'll well believe n1e 
it's not wpen you've heard it all. Stay 
here now a m inute, for I 've a thing to 
show you ." 

In no little V\'onder, Drayton obeyed 
while Trenmore left the room and as
cended the stairs to his bedchamber. A 
few n1inutes later he returned, and .. 
drawing his chair close to Drayton, 
dropped into it and disclosed the thing 
he had brought. I t  seen1ed to be a glass 
vial. About six inches in length, it 
tapered to a point at one end, while the 
other was capped with silver, daintily 
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carved to the shape of three dogs' 
heads. These .heads, with savage, snarl
ing jaws, all emerged fron1 one collar, 
set with five sn1all but brilliant rubies. 
The vial was filled to the top with some 
sllhstance of the color of gray emery. 

"A pt"etty little thing," commented 
Drayton. 

"Aye, 'tis a pretty little thing," the 
other assented, staring do.wn at the odd 
tri fle with fro\vrung brows. " No\v 
what would you be thinking it might 
be ?" 

''I could hardly say. It looks like a 
bottle for sn1elling salts. What is that 
stuff in.sid� ?'' 

" .. A.h, now yoo•re asking ! And what 
do you think of the handsome silver 
cap to it ?" 

HReally., Terry/' replied Drayton 
with a touch of irnpatience, "I  am 110 
judge of that sort of \York. It is in
tended, I sup�ose, to repres�n.t the 
thr�-htaded dog, Cerberus the one 
that guarded the gates of Pluto's realm 
in the old mythology. The carving is 
beaut iful.'' 

'Irenmore nodded. "It i s  that.. .l\nd 
now I'll tell you ho\v I came by it. You 
kno\V it's an ignorant, rude man ·I  am ; 
but hid a\vay some,vhere inside me 
there's a great love for little, pretty, 
delicate th in�s. And though I 've no 
real education like you, Bobby, I've 
picked up one thing here •nd another 
there, and when I happen on some trifle 
with a bit of a history it just puts the 
cometh�r on me, and have it I must� 
whether or no. 

�'Beh ind that small  stee] door you saw 
in the wall of n1y room I've scnue amaz
ing pretty toys that I'd not like to pat1 
'vith. I'll show you them later, i f  you 
care, and tell you the tales that 'o with 
then1. Did you re:ad in the paper last 
n1onth how Thaddeus B. Crane was 
after dying and all his great collection 
to go at auction ?'' 

"I didn't notice.' • 
"You wouldn't. You'd something 

worse to think of. But I did ; so I 
remembered this which I had heard the 
fatUe oi,.. and to that auction I went 
three days rucn ing until they came to 
the thing I wanted. 'The Heads of Cer
berus,' ifs calle� just as you named it 
like the clever lad Y<* are. It's old, 
and they say 't\vas made in Florence 
centuries ago. But I 'll read you the 
bit of descript ion Crane ha.Q for it." 

lie produced a sheet of time-yel
lowed pa.per. H 'The H�ads of Cer
berus,' " he read. " ' Said to have been 
carved by Benvenuto Cellini for his pa
tron, the Duke o f  Florence. Its con
tents have never been examined. The 
legend rttus, however, that th� gray dust 
within it was gathered from the rocks 
at the gates of Pu�atory hy the poet 
Dao.te, and that it was to contain this 
dust that the duke requil"td the vial. 
More probably, frotn a modern view
point,. the contents are sotne sort o f  
poison� which a FJor�ntine duke may 
\veil have carried in self-protection or 
for the destruction of his �nemics. The 
v ial itsdf is of rock crystal and th e 
cap--clo�d 'vith cement-a peculiarly 
beautifnl specimen of sixteentb-ctntury 
\vork. It is probably a genuine Cel
lini. It passed into the hand� ' But 
I'll not be readinc the rest. It tells 
the names of those who have O\vned it ,  
and the astonishing nwnber of them 
that di�d violently or di sappeared frotn 
the face of. God's earth, and no more 
trace left of them than a puff of smoke 
from your ci�ar !" 

Drayton's lips twisted to an involun
tarv smile. 

.. 

" ... \ very extraordina.ry history,' '  he 
cotnmented.. "Dante, &nvenuto Cel
lini, and Dust from the Rocks o f  Pur
gatory ( May I ask what you pa id ?', 

"Only five hundred. There'd word 
got about that Crane was no good j udge 
and that there 'vere more copies than 
originals in  his collections. The regula r 
collectors fought shy, and I misdoubt 
Crane�s widow realized the hal f of what 
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he'd spent on the lot. There was tittle 
bidding for this. The tale's too ex
travagant, and most would not believe 
it  a true Cellini. However, no sooner 
had I got it and walked out of the sales
rooms than a gray-haired old party 
came running after me and caught me 
by the sl�ve. 

" 'And i s  it you that bought the Cer
berus ?' he demands. 'It's myself that 
did,' I conceded him. 'And will you 
sell it  again to me ?' 'I will not,' says 
I. 'Not for twice what you paid for 
it ?' inquires he with a cunning look in 
his eye that I did not like. 'No, I'll  
not,' says I. 'Nor for two or four 
times what I paid for it. I am a gen
tleman collector. I am not a dealer. I 
bought this for myself and I will keep 
it. Good day to you, sir,' says I, and 
with that I walked on. 

"But do you believe he would accept 
my polite rebuff ? Not he. He runs 
along by the side of me, taking three 
steps to my one. 'If  you'll not sell it 
me you'll be sorry,' he keeps on saying. 
'It should be mine. I went to buy it, 
but my chauff�ur run over a man on 
Broadway. Confound the fool ! The 
police took my chauffeur and delayed 
me till I camt too late for the bidding. 
I'd have had it i f  it  cost me five thou
sand, and that's what I'll give now, if 
you'll sell.' 

"By then I'd taken a real dislike to 
the man with his persistence and his 
sharp eyes. In plain words I told him 
i f  he�d not desist from · following m e  
about I'd be calling an ·ambulance, for 
he'd be needing one shortly. 'You can 
join in the hospital the poor devil your 
car murdered,' says I. And at that he 
takes a squint up at me sideways, like 
I was an elephant he'd just discovered 
himself to be-- walking with and him 
thinking all along I was j ust a small 
pigling, and he turns white and stops 
dead in his tracks. The poor mi dget ! 
I'd not have laid my little finger on 
him for fear of crushing him entirely. 

But for all that he gets courage to shake 
his fist and call after me, 'You'll be 
sorry for this. You don't kno\v what 
you've bought and I do ! I'll have it  
yet ! ' 

"Well, I thought no more of the silly 
madman that day. But on the next --I 
received a l etter that came to me at the 
hotel where Viola and tne were then 
stopping. It said that i f  I 'd not sell for 
ten thousand I'd sell for worse than 
nothing, and to put an ad in the paper 
if I'd changed my mind. 

"Of course, I did nothing. But from 
that day I 've had no peace at all. Twice 
my baggage has been gone over, and 
last week two thugs in black masks tried 
to hold me up in Jersey City. The poor 
devils are in the hospital this minute ; 
but they could not or would not tell 
the name of the man who employed 
them. 

"There have b�en two more letters 
which I 'l l  show you presently, and the 
last was addressed here, showin� how 
the fellow has \vatched and spied on 
my movements. In it he decla res that 
my very l ife shall not stand in the way 
but he must have the Cerberus. I 'ru 
a man of peace, and it's fair  getting 
on my nerves. 

"Last night they must have tried 
again, and it's a wonder I was not tnur
dered in my bed ! You've come in the 
nick of time to save me from nervous 
prostration, Bobby, lad, for it's little 
they can do against the two of us, your 
brains and my brawn !" 

Novl it was Drayton's turn to laugh. 
The picture of Terence Trenmore suf
fering froni nervous collapse, or caring 
two straws for all the crooks and mad
men in America, was too much for his 
friend. He laughed and laughed, \vhile 
the I rishman stared at him in a grieved 
surprise which only added fuel to hi�  
hysterical mirth. 
· HAnd why," demanded Trenmore in
digtlantly, "why wouldn't I be thinking 
of you when I want a lad at my side ? 
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Jimmy, my host here, is  a fine man, but 
not the one to consult on such a mys
terious matter, life meaning to him just 
business, with his club for diversion, 
heaven help him ! And were he not a 
distant cousin of mv own mother on 

., 

the O'Shaughnessy side, Jimmy and me 
would have nev�r become acquainted. 
And wasn't I n1eaning to go cl�ar to 
Cincinnati next week, just to be asking 
your advice ? And does that list of 
folk who have had ill luck from the 
Cerberus does that mean nothing at 
all ? I tell you, I need your help and 
counsel, Bobby, and it 's glad I am that 
you are here to give it ! ' '  

Drayton suddenly percei ved that the 
Irishman had been entirely serious 
throughout. The tale was not, as he 
had believed, a mere excuse seized on 
with intent to delude him, Drayton, into 
feel ing that he might be of value as an 
ally. Hidden away in one secret comer 
of his friend 's (iant heart there dwelt 
a smal l, imaginative and qu ite credulous 
child. ('Dust f rotn the Rocks of Par
ga tory ! ' '  It was that which had fasci
nated Trenmore, and it was that more 
than any dread of midnight assassins 
which had driven him to appeal to his 
la\\'yer friend. vVhat he wished was 
moral, not physical,. backing. 

"But, Terry," said Drayton, sobered 
and really touched by this un�xpected 
demand upon him, "if the thin� bothers 
you so much why not sell and be rid 
of it ?H 

Trenmore's mouth set in a st raight, 
obstinate li ne. "No, 1·11 not,'' he de
clared . "They cannot bul ly a Tren
more, and Viola says the same. But 
i f  I could I'd lay hands on the old 
vi11ain that's af ter it the wav he'd trou .. 

., 

ble us no n1ore, so I \\·ou1d !"  
"Have you tried the pol ice?" 
"To � sure." 
uHow about the auction roon1s where 

you bought it ? I f  this  persecutor of 
yours is  a coll�ctor, they might know 
him there by description. u 

uThat I tried myself before I troubled 

the police.. One young fellow retnem
bercd the old villain, and remember�d 
him asking my name. They keep a reg
ister at t� salesrooms. But as for the 
villain�s own name, no one there seemed 
to know it." 

"W e11, then " brayton cast about 
in his mind somewhat vaguely. Then 
an idea struck him. �'By the way, 
Terry, have you open� the vial and 
had the contents analyzed ?., 

T renmore 's - blue eyes flashed wide. 
"I have not !" he excla imed with con
siderabl e energy. "For why would I 
be intruding on such a n1atter ? Surely , 
in  the plac� where that Dust come from, 
they'd not be liking me to meddle with 
•t I" 1 . 

Drayton firtnly suppressed a smile. 
The price o f  friendship is tolerance , 
and he was too grateful and too fond 
of his I rish1nan to express ridicule. "I 
real ly beii�ve," he said gravely, "that, 
admitting the Purgatory part of the 
lq�nd to be true, the Dust is too far 
s�parated from its ori�in, and too many 
centuries have elapsed since it was 
placed in  this vial for any real danger 
to attach to it. And who knows ? 
There may be diamonds, or some other 
j ewels, hidden in that close-packed 
dust.. If  there i s  a question of the vial's 
authenticity as a Cel l ini it can 't be the 
vial itsel f that your mysterious col lec
tor is ready to gay ten thousand for. 
Why not open i t ,  anyway, and find out 
exactly where you are?" 

The I rishmen scratched his head with 
a curious expression of indecision. 
Phvsical dread was a sen�tion of which ,., 

he was happily ignorant ; but he pos-
sessed a strong disinclination to meddle 
with any affair that touched on the 
supernatural. l-Ie had bought the vial 
for the sake of its reputed creator, Cel 
lini. Th�n his attention had becotne 
focused on the uDust" and the uncanny 

... 

description accompanying it, and while 
obst inacy forbade hitn to let the thing 
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go by force, still it was to him a very 
uneasy possession. Had no one arisen 
to dispute its ownership, Trenmore 
would probably have rid himself of the 
Cerberus before this. 

uwell," he said at length, "if you 
think opening it  is the wise way to be 
doing, then Jet us do it and get it over. 
But myself, I dread ifs a fool ish trifling 
with powers we know little of !" 

"Nonsense !" laughed Drayton. 
"That -Dante-Purgatory stuff has got 
your goat, Terry. Not," he added 
hastily, "that I am ridiculing the story, 
but you will admit that it is slightly·
just slightly improbable. Here !" He 
snatched a newspaper from a near-by 
table and spread it on the floor between 
them. "Give me that vial and I'll see 
if  i t  is  possible to get the cap open with
out injury. We mustn-t risk any van
dalism. It is a beautiful piece o f  work, 
Cellini or no Cellini." 

Feeling in his pocktt, he drew out a 
serviceable penkni fe, opened the large 
blade, and took the crystal vial from 
Trenmore's still reluctant hand. As the 
description had s tated, the hinged cover, 
besides being fastened with a tiny hasp 
that forrned the buckt� of the jeweled 
collar, was cetnented down. The 
cement showed as a thin, reddish l ine 
between silver and crystal . The lower 
sections of hinge and hasp were riveted 
to the crystal . 

Drayton ran the point of his blade 
cautiously around the red line. "Hard 
as steel ," he commented. i'After all, 
perhaps we can't open it." 

A flash of rel ief lighted Trenmore's 
heavy, anxious face. He stretched a 
quick hand to reclaim the vial, but 
Drayton drew back. Opening a thin, 
small blade, he tried the cement from 
another angle. 

,. Aha !" said h e  triu mphantly. ' 'That 
does it. This stuff is old. I can't cut 
it, but you see it's easy to separate the 
cement from the crystal by runn ing the 
blade underneath. And nO\V careful 

does it. There ! Let's see how the 
hasp works. "  

He fumbled with it for a moment. 
There came a little snap, and the cover 
flew up as i f  propelled by a spring. At 
the same time a t iny cloud of fine, gray
ish particles arose from the open vial. 
They gleamed like diamond dust in the 
sunlight. 

With a quick gasp, Trenmore sat 
back in his  chai r. Though the room 
was cool, his face was shini ng with 
perspiration ; but Drayton paid him no 
heed. The ex-lawyer's curiosity was 
by this t ime fu11y aroused, and it was 
unclouded by any wraith of the super
stition \\·hich claimed for the gray 
powder so unnatural an origin. 

\Vithout hesi tation, he stooped and 
carefully emptied the vial upon the pa
per at his feet. The Dust was so finely 
pulverized that he had to proceed with 
the utmost care to prevent the stuff 
from rising into the air. At 1ast the 
vial was empty. A dark heap, resetn
bling gray flour or powdered emery, 
had been its sole contents. 

"I was wrong," remarked Drayton, 
sitting up with the Cer�rus in his hand. 
"There was noth ing there but the 
Dust." 

Now i t  was strange that after all his 
nervous dread and horror of the Dust, 
Trenmore should have done what he 
did. Perhaps, having seen Drayton 
handle i t  \vi thout ha rm, he had lost this 
fear ; or i t  mi ght have been the natural 
heedlessness o f  h i s impulsive nature. 

\Vhatever the �xplanation, as Drayton 
ceased speaking his friend leaned over 
and del iberately thrust two fing�rs into 
the powder, sti rring it about and feel ing 
i ts  soft fineness. 

And then occu rred the first of  that 
series of  extraordinary incidents which 
\\·ere to involve both Trenmore and 
Robert Drayton in adventures so wei rd, 

so seemingly inexpl icabl�, that for a 
t i me even Drayton came to share his 
friend's belie£ in the supernatural qual-
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ity of tbat which had been guarded by 
Cellini's Cerberus. 

There sat the two friends in Bur

ford's pleasant, sunl it library. Outside 
tbe frequent clang or rattle of passing 
traffic spoke of the "downtown'' district 
which had crept up about J immy Bur
ford and son1e other stubborn old res
idents of Walnut Street. There they 
sat, and the c ity was all about then1-
comn1onplace, busy, impatient, and 
skeptical of the n1iraculous a s  D rayton 
himself. Sonle\vhere at the back of the 
h9use Martin was \\·histl ing cheerily 
about his work. 

Leaning back in his  chair1 Drayton's 
eyes were fixed on his friend, a huge 
figure in his loose gray morning suit:
a very monument of material flesh, 
bone, and muscle. The sunlight fell 
full on him as he bent above the Dust, 
bringinr out every kindly line of his 
heavy, dark face. Drayton saw him stir 
the Dust with h is  finrers. And Dray
ton saw a small cloud of  the stuff rise 
toward Trcnmore's face, like a puff of 
thin, gray smoke. 

Then D rayton cried · out loudly. l-Ie 
pushed back his cha ir so sharply as to 
overset it, and sprang a\vay from the 
newspaper and its burden. 

Above the floor still hovered the th in 
gray cloud, growing thinner every mo
ment as the particles set tled again 
through the d ra ftless air. But \vhere 
was Trenmore ? 

1''h ere had been a quivering and a 
\vavering of his great fonn, as i f  Dray
ton saw him through a haze of heat. 
And with that. as easily and con1pletely 
as a wraith of  smoke from his own 
cigar, the giant I rishman had varr 
ished ! 

CHAPTER III. 
ARRIVALS A N D  DEPARTCRES. 

N his first moments of  stunned sur-

end of  all things had come. 1"'he tnad
dest, most impossible surrnis�s flashed 

across his mind. He scarcely would 
have felt further arnazement had Luci
fer himsel f, in all the traditional pano
ply of hoofs, tail, and brimstone, r isen 
sudden and flaming th rough the n1idst 
of that dreary-hued heap of mysterious 
Dust. Had the tables and chairs begun 
to 111ove about the rootn on their own 
legs it would have appeared only the 
natural sequel to such an event as had 
j ust transpired. Indeed, it seemed 
strange) y terrible that nothing tnore 
should occur. That Nature, having 
broken her most sacred law, the inde
structibility of matter, should carry her 
sacrilege no further. 

But had that law been broken ? Was 
it possible that by some unheard-of 
property the gray powder had noise
lessly, without shock or visible sign of  
explosion resolved the rreat body of  
his friend into the component gasses 
to \vhich all matter may, in one way 
or another, be reduced ? Or was he, 
Robert Drayton, stark mad, and had 
the whole absurd, horrible episode been 
a part of some delirious dr�an1 ? 

There lay the crystal vial on the floor, 
where he had dropped it in his fit·st 
dismay. There was the ne\vspaper, 
with ha l f of a bargain- sale advertise
ment extending from beneath the gray 
heap. And now he became aware that 
in the library a bell was r inging with 
a regul a r, monotonous persist�nce. 

Scarce1y knowing what he did, Dray
ton crossed the roon1 and lifted the tel
ephone receiver from its hook. 

"IIe11o, heHo ! What ? Yes, this is 
Walnut 6700. What's that ? Mr. �l r. 
Trenmore ? Yes ; he's here. No I I 
n1ean, he was here a moment ago. No ; 
I don 't know where he is or when he 
w ill be back. My God, I w ish I d id !  
\\That's that ? You are-whom did you 
say ? . • • Oh, my Lord !" 

Drayton dropped the r�ceiver and 

stood stari ng in olank horror.. A fter a 
while, leav ing the receiver to dangJe 
and click unheeded, he turned and 
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walked slowly back toward the chai r  
on whose broad artn Terence Tren
more's cigar still glowed behind a 
lengthening ash. vVith a slight shudder 
he forced himself to pass his hands 
car�fully over the -chair's entire inner 
surface, seat, arms, and back. The 
leather covering retained a trace of  
\Varmtb from its recent occupant ; but 
i t  \\'as n1ost indubitably empty. 

Th e enormity, the unprecedented 
horror o.f the whole situat ion swept up 
on Drayton like a rising tide, wiping 
out for a tim� all thought of the tel e
phone or the person to whom he had 
j ust been speaking. With a dazed, sick 
look he again circled the ne\vspaper 
and its burden, righted his  own chai r, 

and sat down. He had a queer feel
ing t hat sotne one had j ust played a 
particu1arly cruel practical joke of 
which he was the vi ctim. 

.c\nd yet \vhat if that gray Dust had 
rea11y possessed just the terrific, unbe
lievable history -y.�ith whi.ch Trenmore 
had credited i t ? 

H e  strove to arrange his facts a.nd 
prernises in a logical and reasonable 
order, but found himself continually 
returning to that one scene· he, Dray
ton, sitting ·"vhere he now sat ; Tren
nlore opposite, bending over the paper ; 
the cloud that rose, gray and nebulous , 

and hung in the air after his friend was 
gone. 

Presently he was again roused from 
his stupor, and again by a belL The 
sound carne faint ly frotn the rear of 
the house. Drayton waited, thinking 
to hear M�rtin pass through the recep
tion hall on his way to the front door. 
Again the b�ll rang, and th is t ime in 
a long, steady, insistent peal.. Some one 
seerned to have placed a finger on the 
button and determined that it should 
not be removffi until the door o�ed. 
1\fartin must be out , on an errand per
haps. 

Half dazedly, as he had answered the 
phone, . I)rayton at length responded to 

ZBTLrill 

this new demand . As he unlocked the 
front door and opened it ·· a burst of 
summer sunshine rushed in  and with 
it the sn1alt, angry figure of a much 
perturbed young lady. 

"Where is he ? What has happened 
to my brother ? Who was that man at 
the telephone ? Answer n1e instantly, 
I say ! Where is my brother, 11r. 
Trenmore ?' '. 

The questions beat upon Drayton's 
ears like blows, rousing him to some 
sen1blance of his no11nal self-posses-

• 

SlOD. 
"You are you are Miss Trenn1ore ?" 

he asked in turn, though a. sudden 
conscience-stricken remembrance sn1ote 
him and assured h im that she -y;as. He 
had terminated that telephone conver
sation so very abruptly. No doubt the 
girl had run in from Atlantic Oty 
to see her brother, called him up, and 

"I am Viola Trenmore, and I \\'ant 
my brother. \Vhere is he ?" 

Drayton faced her \vith a feel ing of 
helpless fright, though in hersel f, 

Trenmore's sister was o f  no terri fying 
appearance. Nearly as l ittl e as her 
brother was large, she looked even 
younger than the seventeen years Dray
ton knew to be hers. She had her 
brother's ·eyes, azure as a n  Italian sky, 

and her straight, fine brows and cu rl ing 
lashes were black beauti fully so and 
in vivid contrast to the clear white and 
rose of her eager face, flushed now l ike 
an excited child's. ller close-fitting 
blue hemp hat, trim boots, and tailored 
l inen suit, al l  n1atched in color the 
bright, clear hue of her eyes. De5pite 
his desperate preoccupation, Drayton's 
first sight of Viola Trenmore brought 
him the satne momentary flash of j oy 
that comes "\vith the sight o f  a bluebird 
in springtime. She was like a blue
bird, fluttering in from the sunshine. 
His troub1ed mind scarcely recognized 
the thought , but always afterward he 
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remembered that first beauty of her as 
the flash of a bluebird's wing. 

"What have you done with him ?" 
she demanded, while from those blue 
eyes there blazed the very twin spirit 
of Terence Trenmore-·��Terence the im
petuous, angered and scorning all cau .. 
tion. 

"I hardly know what to tell you, Miss 
Trenmore," began Drayton heSitatingly. 
"Your brother is  not here. He has 
gone Oh, but I don't myself know 
what has happened, or whether I am 
sane or crazy ! Come in here, Miss 
Trenrnore, and you shall at least hear 
the story." 

Puzzled now, and watching him with 
a sort of alert wariness, Viola obeyed 
his gesture and entered the library. 
And there, in halting, broken sentences, 
Drayton told his incredible tale. He 
showed her the Dust on the paper, the 
empty crystal vial, the half-smoked 
cigar, whose fire had expired some min
utes since, like a last living trace of the 
man who had lighted it. 

And somehow, as Drayton talked, he 
knew that it was _all true, and that 
Trenmore was dead. Dead and dissi
pated to the elements as thoroughly as 
i f, instead of a bare half hour, ten 
thousand years had slipped by since his 
going. Grief clutched Drayton's throat, 
and be finished his story in a hoarse, 
barely audible whisper. 

uAnd so-he was gone I Like that. 
And nothing left. Nothing �ut that in

� femal stuff there that that murdered 
him my friend !" 

For one moment the girl stood silent, 
and Drayton thought that she also was 
dazed, as he had been. But suddenly 
she flung back her head with Tren
more's very gesture. 

"I don't believe you !" she cried vehe
mently. "I  don't believe you ! Did 
you expect me to believe you ? Do you 
take me for a babe just £.rom the nurse,s 
anns ? Who ate you that are here in 
my cousin's house, answer his tele-

phone and his door, and meet me with 
this mad lie about Terry ? I recognize 
that vial ! And I know that some one 
has been trying to steal it from my 
brother. Are you · that thief, and have 
you murdered Terry, as you threatened 
you would ?u 

She advanced upon him, her eyes 
two pools of blue, indignant fire ; but 
the man stood his ground. "I am Rob
ert Drayton," he said. 

"'Robert Drayton ! But you are not. 
Mr. Drayton i s  a good friend of 
Terry's, though I 've never met him, and 
some way you know that and think to 
deceive me ! But Mr .. Drayton would 
not treat me like this. He would not 
lie to me. He would not " Sob
bing at last, she broke off and clenched 
her little hands fiercely. "I 'll show 
you !" she cried. "I 'll show you what 
I think of you and your lies, and then 
I'll make you tell me the true story !" 

Before Drayton, springing forward 
with a cry of wild protest, cou)d pre
vent, she had dropped on her knees be
side the heap of Dust. Another instant 
and her white-gloved fingers had again 
raised that ominous gray cloud. 

It  rose in a spiral swirl--

For a second Drayton still saw her 
as a vague, translucent blur of blueness, 
shading into pinkness where her face 
had been. Then the air shimmered and 
cleared, and once more the unfortunate 
young man stood alone in Burford's 
pleasant library. This time not so much 
as a lighted cigar remained to remind 
him of recent companionship. 

Mr. Robert Drayton be�n to swear. 
Serious profanity had never come eas
ily to his lips. Now, however, he heard 
himself using phrases and words which 
he had not even been aware that he 
knew ; a steady, low-voiced, earnest 
stream of expressions whose utterance 
gave him the strangest satisfaction and 
relief. He swore for two minutes with
out a pause, then trailed off into silence. 
The superhuman tension had been 
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broken, however, and he could again 
think. 

This abruptness and totality of dis
appea rance, that left him not so much 
as a co rpse to mourn, a\voke in h im 
emotions different from any he had 
ever experit:nced. He found that he 
could not tbink of Trenmore and his 
sister as other than alive, nor rid h im

self of the idea that in some way they 
\vere yet present in the library. Not 
though the very clearest memory in
fornled him that before his eyes those 
two had been resolved to nothi ngness. 

Pondering on what he should do, 
ho\\·ever, it came to him that in honor 
only one course lay open. Had h e  been 
content to indu lge Trenmore's supersti
tious regard for that infernal Dust, he 
would have been left con front ing no 
such ghastly my5tery. The fault, by 
this reckon ing, was his. Let him pay, 
then. 

With a firm, resolute tread Drayton 
approached the sinister gray pile, and 
of all its victin1s he alone loosed its 
deadliness knowingly or bel ieving that 
he knew. 

Ten seconds later the library was 
empty of human li fe. 

On the mantel piece st0od a clock 
which then point ed to  the hour of nine
thirty. I t  t i cked on sol�mnly, dut ifully, 
wholly indifferent to any wonder save 
the great and perpetual n1iracle of Time 
itsel f.. M inute by minute the long and 
the short hands crept over the dial, and 
on the vast loon1s o f l�ternity thread by 
thread was added to the universal fab
ric of the Past . 

Ten-twenty-five, and Young �fartin, 
out marketing among the stalls beh ind 
the Read ing Terminal, was very cheer- . 
ful over some exceptionally large, j uicy 
oranges. M r. Trenmore liked oranges . 

The young man added two dozen of 
the fruit to his order and started home
\vard. 

Back there in the librarv the Cer-
• 

berus still gleamed where Drayton bad 

flung it down. The Dust stilt Jay on.. 
its ne\vspaper, whose matter-of- fact
ness seemed to deride all mystery con
nected \\' ith divorce, murder, or the 
wonde rful cheapness of lace blouses 
and lingerie at Isaac � .. ineheimer' s 
Grand Ninety-nine Cent Sale. 

And as Martin, on h i s return jour

ney, crossed Juniper Street, five squares 
away, a caller arrived at number 1 7  on 
Walnut Street. 

lie was a short, rotund young gentle

man. Attired in a suit of dark green, 
neatly matched by socks, tie, and the 
ribbon on his well-blocked panama, the 
one false note in his color scheme was 
st ruck by a pair of bright , too-bright 
tan shoes. 
. Twice he had passed the house saun· 
teringl y ; then boldly ascended Mr. Bur

ford's sedate white n1arble doorsteps. 

Boldly indeed he \valked up and in at 
the open door ; but once inside his de
meanor underwent a change. No cat 
could have slunk more soft ly through 
vestibule and hall ; no hunt ing animal 
could have been more keenly alert for 
any sound \\�ithin the quiet, empty 
house. 

He n1ade straight for the., stairs ; but 
with one yellow-shod foot on the first 
step he paused. Through a half-open 
door he could see part of a large, book
lined room. Was it empty ? 

After short hesitation the rotund 
green gentleman stole over and peered 
cautiously round the edge of tliat door. 

An instant later, and he had darted 
across the 1 ibrary with a silent , amaz
ing celerity of movement. . His atten
t ion , it seemed, had bttn caught by the 
Cerberus, gleaming in the sunlight. 

P icking up the vial, he exami ned it 
\\·ith swift care, thrust it in his pocket, 
and turned to leave. His cherubic face 
now wore the look of one who has 
achievffl · good fortune with almost sus
pic ious ease ; h is pleased smile was half 
doubtful, and as he moved soft ly to
ward the door his small, darting eyes 
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glanced from side to side quickly, 
thoughtful o f  hidden danger. 

Unluckily for him, however, the real 
danger in  that room was not h idden. 
It lay in fuii sight on a newspaper, flat 
on the floor between two chairs that 
faced one another companionably. 

Curiosity has been many times proved 
a fata l weakness. 

How far the extraordinary affair 
might have progressed, how many of 
Philadelphia's citizens, innocent or 
otherwise, might have �ntered that li
brary and been tempted to investigate 
the harmless-looking gray peril on its 
floor, had not Martin been a careful 
and conscientious young man, is a prob
lem for speculation. Fortunately, how
ever, Martin was what he was. At 
exactly eleven o'clock he entered the 
library, seeking his employer. Finding 
the room err1pty, and having searched 
the rest of  the house in vain, he came 
to the natural and entirely correct con
clusion. Mr. Trenmore was not at 
borne. 

The front door had been left open. 
Martin closed it .  Then he returned to 
straighten the library and empty the ash 
trays. 

Over the fatal Dust he hesitated. 
Was this gray, floury stuff rubbish left 
here to be thrown out ? Arbitrary and 
uninstructed action never appealed to 
Martin. With wise caution how wise 
he would hav� been panic-stricken to 
learn he folded the newspaper to
gether, taking pains that its contents be 
not scattered, made a neat packet of 
it, and tied it with red tape from the 
table drawer. This packet he carried 
upsta irs and laid on Trenmore's chif
fonier, where there could be no ques
tion of its being overlooked. 

After that Martin sought the lower 
regions to prepare luncheon for Tren
more and his guest. 

And in the library that room of 

abominable and innocent-looking empti
ness the clock ticked solemnly on. 

CHAPTER IV. 
W H ERE Tli£ GRAY DUST LED. 

AT Robert Drayton expected 
\vhen, without one glance for the 

world he felt himsel f to be forever 
leaving, he so deliberately fotlowed the 
two Trenmores, he scarcely knew. 
Death, certainly. Perhaps annihilation 
of the very soul in his body. 

As he bent above the Dugt, his back 
to the sunlight and to l i fe, he was con
scious of neither regret, fear, nor curi
osity. He had reached that blank wall 
which seems to rise in  moments of 
great crisis a s�nse of no1t'" css that 
cuts off past and future, leaving for 
standing place only the present, an in
finitesimal point. 

Carefulty copying the actions of those 
who had preceded him, Drayton 
touched the Dust, first gent1y, then, in 
sudden haste for the end, giving i t  one 
vigorous stir with his forefinger. 

Had he been a conventional suicide 
tugging at a trigger the result could 
have come no more prompt1y. As he 
had seen it rise before, so it rose now 
-'that grim cloud which to Drayton 
presaged di ssolution. 

It reached his face, was in his eyes, 
his nostrils. With that came dizziness 
and a strong physical nausea. His 
mouth tasted sha rply bitter, as i f  he 
had swallowed quinine. Drayton shud
dered and gasped. He saw everyth ing 
through a gray mist. The room was 
filled with it. It was a mist composed 
of thin, concentric rings, swirl ing 
slowly with himself for axis. The r:ings 
became thicker, denser till he could 
perceive nothing else till he could not 
see his hands, when, stretching them 
out to catch at a chair or table, they 
came in contact only with the air. 

The bitter taste and the sickness in
creased. His hand was on the floor 
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supporting him, and the floor fel t 
strange ; the carpet unlike any wea ve 
of human makin�. Pre�ently even the 
dizziness and nau� �re forgotten. 
He had attention only for that strange 
carpet. lie could have s worn that what 
he touched with cautious, investigatory 
fingers was not carpet at all, but grass ! 
Surely it was grass long, matted, a 
tangJe of brittl�-dry blades. 

While l1r st i ll explored this odd phe
nomenon, the bl indi n� grayness about 
h im began to thin. All around him ap
peared the changing outlines of shapes, 
gray and mutahl� as the mist itgelfJ but 
still shapes of a sort . Rapid ly now 
these grew more coherent, �olid, and 
acquired a tno� than shadovv-y sub
stance, until, all in a moment, the gray, 
S\\·i rl ing veil was wi thd ra\vn. 

lJnless every sense of his body l ied, 
Drayton was crouching on the ground 
i n  open air. Those gray shapes he had 
glimpsed wer� the fallen �tones and 
broken walls of 8ome old, ruined build-
• 

tng. 
Unspeakably bewildered, Drayton 

staggered to his f�t. There before 
him �t retched the broad level of a wide 
green plain, across which a low: sutt 
stared hirn in the face th rough a strata 
of reddened cloud. The ruins near 
which he stood cro,vned Ute summit 
of a li ttle hi l l, aJI overgrowr .. with that 
dry, tangled gra�s \vhich had �o puzzled 
him in the mist. llere and there a 

few sn1all tr�s had sprung up among 
the ston�. He heard their scant, yel
lowish fol iage n.u;t ling stiffiy ih the 
slight bre-eze. 

'I'urning slowly, he perceived that the 
h i ll of the gray ruins was the first of 
a low range o f  foothills, above whose 
summits in. the east loorned the wh ite 
peaks of mountains. 

Fol1owing amazement, Drayton's :6rst 
impression was on� of intol erable lone
liness. In the sky of th i s strangt, wide 
world he had invaded not a bird flew ; 
mountain, hilt, and pla in lay desolate, 

ernpty of any l iving creature ; no sound 
broke the stillness save the gentle, un
human whi sper of the warm breeze, 
blowing from th e plain upward across 
the hills. 

And yet it was all very real ; very 
convinc in� and e4rthlike . . The shadows 
of the ruins stretched Ion� and dark 
away frotn the almost level rays of the 
sink ing sun. Stretching forth his  hand, 

Drayton laid i t  cautiously upon the 
stone of a broken wall. The rough 
granite felt dusty and hot beneath his 
fingers. He broke off a bit of green

fray lichen that crew there, and it was 
j u st that l ichen and no more. 

I f  he were dead, i f  this w�r� the 
'flt·orld that awaits the soul when the 
body perish es, why did he feel so un
commonly l ike his ordinary, everyday, 

physical sel f ?  How could he feel at 
all, i n  any common sense ? 

He was alive. H is feet pressed the 
earth with the weight of a quite ma
tertt.l body. Why, his very cloth ing de
nied· any spirituality in this experience • 

There he �tood, bareheaded, dressed in 
the same old blue s�rge suit he had 
hought five years ago in Ci ncinnati,  and 
which now constituted his sole ward
robe. The sun was warm on h is face ; 
the air breathed clear and sweet. 
Surely he was no spirit, but a l iving 
man of flesh and blood. 

No,vhere, ho\\,.�ver, was there hint or 
sign of other living humanity than him
self. He was alone in a land so etnpty 
that only the greenness on hills and 
plain preserved it frotn utter desolation. 
T� ruins spoke of man, but of man 
dead and gone so many ag�s since that 
their stones remernbered his clean chisel 
strokes but 'Vaguely. 

"rhat devilish nature had that Dust 
·possessM, and wh�re had it seen fit to 
deposit his fello"r vicitms ? 

l)rayton flung out his arms in a ges
ture of despa ir. For a long moment he 
stood so, a desolate figure in a vacant 
land. Then his han ds dropped limp at 
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his sides, and he began an aimless, wan
dering walk between the ruins. 

Here, he thought with a faint flicker 
of interest, there had once stood a fort
ress or castle. Centuries ago it had 
fallen. All that remained w�re broken 
columns, heaps of rugged granite and 
portions of the thick outer walls. 
Within the latter he could trace the 
shape o f  a courtyard, still paved in 
places with crumbling flagstones. 

Presently he came upon the re1nains 
of a gateway. The arch had fallen in 
and upon one of its stones Drayton ob
s�rved traces of letters. He examined 
then1 curiously. Time, however, had 
done its work too thoroughly, and all 
he could decipher were the first few 
letters of two lines : 

ULITH

MC-

There was no clew in that to his 
whereabouts. 

In despair of teaming more, he 
strayed on, vaguely wondering why he 
should walk at aiJ, until i n  the matted 
grass of the courtyard, close to the in
ner side of the same wall by which he 
had first found himself kneeling, his 
foot struck against something. 

He stared downward. The sun was 
very low, the shadow of the wall was 
dark, and he could see only that there 
was a long mound there, under the 
tangled grass. But that soft, heavy re
silience o f  the thing he had stumbl� 
on, coupled with the length and shape 
of the mound there was that in the 
combination which struck �im unpleas
antly. 

He turned to leave it, then came back 
as if  fascinated. Finally he stooped, 
and with nervous, desperate fingers 
dragged and tore at the network of dry, 
tangled fibers that covered the mound. 
At last he uncovered som�thing that 
looked and felt like a piece of cloth. 
But the color of it the color of it ! 
Out of the dim shadow it gleamed at 

him, bright, clear, bluest and purest o f  
blues -·the h�e of a bluebird's wing ! 

Frantically, with a growing sense of 
impending horror, Drayton persisted in 
his task until his worst fears were con
tirined. 

Beneath that grass lay the body of 
a woman, face down. Though the face 
was concealed, he knew her instantly. 

· And she lay there, deathly quiet, face 
down and the grass had gro1.1m over 
her. 

How long good God ! how long a 
time had passed since he had stood face 
to face with this girl in James Bur
ford's library ? It had been morning 
there. Here · it was sunset. Sunset ? 
How many suns had set since that grass 
was young and began its task o f  shroud 
weaving ? 

Conquering a sudden and violent im
pulse to flee, Drayton turned the body 
over and laughed a little wildly. A fter 
all, the grass was a liar. Dead the girl 
might be she lay still enough but i f  
dead she was most recently so. Her 
face was pale and sweet and perfect 
as a child's, sleeping there in the 
shadow. The lids .just closed softly 
over her eyes, as if  at any moment the 
curling lash�s might quiver and lift. 

Scarcely breathing himself, Drayton 
knelt and laid his ear above her heart. 
Surely that was a faint flutter he felt ! 
Raising her head, he sought some other 
sign o f  returning consciousness. There 
was none. He laid a hand on her fore
head. It was cool, but not with the 

_chilling coldness he dreaded. 
Questioning no longer, but with a 

great hope in his heart, Drayton sprang 
to his feet and paused. Where in this 
ernpty, houseless land could he obtain 
any stimulant or even water to revive 
her ? He must have it he must save 
her before that faint trace of life should 
flicker out. Alone he had been nothing. 
With this small sister of Trenmore's at 
his side he could face all the mysteries 
of the universe with a cheerful careless-
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ness. He loved her suddenly and· joy
ously, not because she was the most 
beautiful creature he had ever seen, 
but sin1ply because she was human! 
And therefore invaluable. 

Yet should he leave her to seek water 
the girl might die in his absence. Bet
ter he had never found her than that ! 
Despairing of other means, Drayton 
\vas about to try what resuscitation the 
chafing of wrists and forehead might 
effect when, glancing westward to judge 
how much of day might be left him, 
he beheJd an odd, unlooked- for thing. 

On the s ide of the ruins toward the 
plain stood the longest and h ighest 
fragment o f  the outer wall. On the left 
it rose in a jagged slant from the old 
foundations to a height of six or seven 
feet, extended level for a distance of 
four .Yards or so, then ended in an 
abrupt vertical line that exactly bisected 
the red sun, now touching the horizon. 
And from beyond its black silhouette, 
aga inst the faint pink of the western 
sky, a thin puff of smoke was ascend
ing I 

It was dissipated by the slight breeze 
from the plain. Another puff and an
other followed it .  Then the puffs 
ceased, to be succeeded by a slow, thin 
column of mysterious vapor. 

\Vho or what was behind that wall ? 
Standing there alone and weapon

less beside the unconscious girl, Dray
ton was swept by a terror deeper and 
more vivid than any dread he had ever 
before experienced. Smoke ! The most 
familiar sight known to. man. But in 
this strange, unhuman place ? What 
vague demon might he not discover if  
he dared look behind that wall ? 

Yet his very fear orove him. Night 
was on its way to lend terror the cloak 
of invisibility. He must go while the 
sun befriended him. 

Leaving the . girl where she was, 
Drayton stumbled across the grass-h id

den stones between him and the frag
ment of wall. He caught a t  its top with 

his hands and cautiously pulled h imsel f 
up. 

Just before his head cleared the 
ragged stones a voice began speaking. 
It was a deep, vibrant voict, entirely 
harmonious with the surroundings .. 

� 'Well," it dtc1ared, and the tone was 
somewhat plaintive, "and that is the 
last o f  my last cigar. Sure, it's a fine 
sunset they have here, but 'tis not my 
idea of Purgatory at all ! 'Tis too dull, 
so it is. I wish " 

"Terry Trenmore !" With joyful, 
scarc�-believing eyes, Drayton was 
staring over the wall. Then his muscles 
5udden1y gave way and he dropped 
back on his own side. 

For an instant there was dead sil ence. 
When the voice was heard again it was 
with an intonation of profound resig
nation. 

"There now, ies begun at last ! Sure, 
I never should have wi shed for excite
ment !  But the devils witl find Terence 
Trenmore game. Invisible voices 
shouting my own nam� ! I wonder 
now, is t hat the best they can do ? I 
wonder had I better " 

"·Trentnore, it's I Bob Drayton !" 
As Drayton appeared suddenly 

around the end of the wall, the I rish-
man facM h im ca1rnly without rising. 
"I'm resigned ," he said. "You might 
take a worse shape than that. What is 
it vou'd be about now ?" 

"' 

Laughing outright, Drayton walked 
over and shook his giant friend by the 
shoulder. 

"You blessed old idiot ! Don 't you 
know me ? Have you been sitting here 
all this time while I moon�d about 
thinking mysel f By Heaven, 
Terry, do you know that Viola is here, 
too ?'' 

'' Viola, is it ? Now I tell vou 
ol 

straight, my lad, if you're what I sus-
pect you of being you keep your tongue 
off my little sister or there'l l be one 
devil the less in these parts !"  

"Trenmore, have you gone stark 
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mad ? I'm no devil ! Here, take my 
hand. Doesn't that feel like flesh and 
blood ? I tell you, Viola is here. She 
came to the house after after you 
went. And before I could prevent her 
she had stirred up that infernal gray 
powder." 

"She did ? Well, tell me then how 
you reached here yourself, and ·�rhaps 
I'll begin to believe you." 

Drayton shrugged. ui followed, of 
course. The whole thing was my fault. 
I thought you were both dead, and I 
could hardly do less than follow." 

Trenmore sprang up and wrung the 
other's hand with his customary enthu
siasm. u And now I do believe you !" 
he cried. '�You're Bobby Drayton and 
none other, for you've acted like the 
man I knew you to be. But poor little 
Viola ! And where is she now ? Sure, 
if she's in this place, I misdoubt it's 
the one I took it for, a fter all !" 

"She is over among the ruins, and 
she seems to have fainted. I found 
her all buried in grass. She mustn't be 
left alone another instant. Have you 
any whisky or brandy about you ?" 

"I have not bad luck to me !" 
Disappointed, but still hopeful, Dray

ton led the way, eagerly followed by 
his friend. The sun had sunk till it 
glowed like the hal f of a great, round, 
red lantern above the horizon's rim. 
Drayton was wondering what they 
should do i f  they failed to revive Viola 
before night came on ; but this anxiety 
was wasted. 

As they crossed the grass-grown 
court a little figure in blue dashed sud
denly from behind a shattered column 
and flung itself bodily into the arms of 
Trenmore. 

"Terry oh, Terry, my dear !" 
"Little Viola ! There, there now. Is 

it crying you are ? And for what ?, 
"Just for joy, Terry, dear. Don't 

mind me. There, I'll not cry any more. 
I waked up all alone in the shadow 

-- And Terry, darling, I'd been 
dreaming that we both were dead !" 

CHAPTER V. 
THE WEAVER OF THE YEAltS. 

EN the marvelous oversteps the 
bounds of known possibility there 

are three ways of meeting it. Tren
more and his sister, after a grave dis
cussion of certain contingencies con
nected with the Catholic religion and a 
dismissal of  them on grounds too ut
terly Celtic and dogmatic for Drayton 
to follow, took the first way. From 
that time on they faced every wonder 
as a fact by itself, to be accepted as 
�uch and let go at that. 

Drayton, though all his life he had 
unconsciously so viewed such accus
tomed marvels as electricity or the phe
nomenon of his own life, could not here 
fol1ow his Irish friends. He compro
mised on the second way, and accepted 
with a mental reservation, as "I see you 
now, but I am not at all sure that you 
are there or that I really believe in 
you !, 

Fortunately there was not one of  
the three so lacking in mental elasticity 
as to discover the third way, which is 
madness. 

"And what we should be thinking 
of," declared Viola presently, "is not 
how did we come here, but how are 
we to find our way home ?" 

This was a truism too obvious for 
dispute. And yet, to Drayton at least, 
it seemed that no amount of  thinking 
or action either was likely to be of great 
service. Without food or water they 
stood. Without weapons or compass. 
Without the faintest glimmering of 
knowledge as to their actual geographic 
position upon the earth. 

Drayton strained his eyes toward the 
hills, already purpling to the sun's last 
rays. \Vhat hope was there among 
those desolate heights, more than was 
offered by the empty flatness of the 
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plain ? How many miles could be tra
v�rsed by this frail-looking littl� sister 
of Trenmore's before tllose dainty, 
high-heeled boots of hers were worn 
to rags ? Before she dropped ex
hausted ? How many more miles could 
he and Trenmore carry her i f  they 
found neither food nor water ? 

"We'll find food as we go," said 
Terence as if interpreting and answer
ing the thought. "I never did see a 
green country like this and no sort of 
food in it. Viola, 

,
tis a plucky lass 

you�ve always b�n. I've often prom
ised that some day you'd go wandering 
with me. L�t's be starting. And, 
Bobby, lad, don't look so down-hearted. 
There's a way out of everything, and 
aren't we just the three ones to find it, 
wherever we are ?" 

Drayton realized that his gloomy 
countenance must be anything but en
couragi�g to Viola. Detennined that 
henceforth he would be a model ad
venturer at any cost, he smiled. 

" I  wasn't really worrying, old man. 
I was merely thinking " 

But what innocent fabrication he 
would have devised to account for his 
despondency they never discovered. 
His sentence ended abruptly, and the 
forced smile vanished. 

The attention of all tllree had been 
caught by a strange, deep, moaning 
sound. Reaching for his sister, Tren
more drew her close to his side. They 
all stood very still and listening. 

The moaning, which began at first 
faintly and in a low key, seemed to em
anate from a source immediately be
neath their feet. Swiftly, however, this 
source widened and spread outward, 
extending itself beneath the empty 
plain and under the hills toward the 
mountain peaks. As it spread the note 
rose in key and in volume until it was 
more than anything else like the sound 
which might be thrown out by an im
mense top, whirling with planetary 
speed. 

The intense vibration became ago
nizing. The listeners clapped their 
hands over their ears i n  a vain effort 
to shut it  out. Drayton, for his partr 
felt that in one more instant either hia 
eardrums or his brain must �ive way. 

Even as he thought it, however, the 
last segment of the sunts red periphery 
sank out of sight �neath the horizon. 
The terrible humming died away, melt
ing into th� universal silence in which 
it had found birth. With scarcely an 
intervening moment of twilight night 
swept down. 

At fi rst it seemed absolute as blind
ness, or the end of all created things. 
Then, as his pupils expanded, Drayton 
began dimly to perceive his companions, 
while, on looking upwardt h e  beheld a 
sky powdered thick with clear, brilliant 
stars. 

He drew a long breath, and heard it 
echoed by the others. 

"They have a strange nightfall in this 
land,'' muttered Trenmore, "and they 
do make a great noise over it 1" 

"Yes/' replied Drayton, the observ
ant, 4'but those stars look familiar 
enough." 

"Right as usual, Bobby. It's the 
same old stars they're using. Look. 
Vio]a ! There's the old bear and her 
cub !'' 

"And the Milky Way," said Viola. 
Somehow, in spite of all that had 

occurred, the sight of those familiar· 
stars and constellations brought a feel
ing of almost security, of at-homeness 
and actuality. 

"Your talk of Purgatory," laughed 
Drayton, "and that abominable noise 
just now sent a few unearthly shivers 
down my back. Those stars tell a dif
ferent st ory. We are surely somewhere 
on earth. Different longitude, perhaps, 
but in our own latitude, or nearlv, even -
though night did shut down with such 
tropical suddenness. I f  we were in 
the tropics we should see a sky different 
from this " 



THE HEADS OF CERBERUS 

His astronomical observations were 
cut short by a low cry from Viola. 
Dimly he glimpsed her arm, stiffly out
stretched and pointing. 

"And if this is our own earth;' she 
cried, ''is that our own moon ?  And 
i f  it is, what is the moon doing over 
there ? Will you tell me that ?'' 

There was pertin�nce in her question. 
From the exact point where the sun 
had desc�nd�d five minutes earlier the 
silver ri1n of a great white moon was 
rising. Already the wide plain before 
it was invaded and dimly illuminated 
by the flood of its elfin radiance. It 
was as i f, when the sun went down, 
the moon had been waiting there, and 
had now slipped past to take -his place 
in the sky. 

"Surely a very singular moon rise· � 

in the \\'est r' murmured the ex-lawyer. 
Inwardly he was more shocked by this 
apparent mi splacen1ent of the lunar orb 
than by anyth ing which had yet oc
curred. If the stars had reassured him 
surely the moon had been pron1pt to 
undo their work. 

"Is that thin' a rock or- -an ani
mal ?'' 

Again it was Viola who spoke, and 
again her companions stared where the 
girl was pointing. Fifteen feet to the 
right of thetn there was a large, dark 
object . It lay hal f  in the black shadow 
of the ruined arch; half in the steadily 
increasing moonlight. 

' 'That is only a part of the old gate
way," began Drayton in a quiet, re-

• 

assurtng tone. 

E�n as he spoke, however, t.M dark 
thing seemed to rear itself sl ightly from 
the ground. 

Trenn1ore made a quick n1ovement ; 
but Viola caught his arm. 

"Don't go ! Don't go near it, Terry ! 
It may be sotne savage wild beast that's 
been hiding there !" 

"And d'ye th ink I fea r it then ?" 
growled Trenn1ore. 

"Don't be a fool, Trenmore !" Dray-

ton spoke with a brusqueness born of 
mingkd horror and amazernent. That 
uncanny, hal f-glimpsed thing now ap
peared to be stretching itself upward, 
higher and higher in the partial shado\v 
where it stood. "Think of your si ster," 

he cried; "and h e1p tne g-et her away 
from this unspeakable place before it's 
too late. Look look there at that 
waiJ !" 

The wall he referred to was the same 
behind which he had first come upon 
Trenmore. Before their incredulous 
eyes it se�m�d to con1e to li fe, to rise, 
and to grow upward . 

"Th�y·re alive, th�se stones ! They're 
al ive ! " cried Viola. 

Trenmore held back no longer. Here 
was someth ing with \Vhich even his 
great strength was not fit to contq�d. 
All about them the fallen rocks, the 
walls, the very flagstones beneath their 
feet were �ving, movin�, and the mo
tion seemed al l the more sinister and 
terrible because of the silence wh ich 
attende d it. 

Drayton reached desperately for 
Viola's arm or hand ; but Terry simply 
plucked her from the ground as one 

gathers up a child and began running 
across the court in great leaps and 
bounds. In one spring he had cleared 
the nearest wall and run on down the 
hill . Drayton follo\\'ed at a speed 
nearly as grtat, and only caught up 
with the Irishman at the foot of the 
h ill , where they both paused as by one 
impulse to look back. 

During 1\is flight Drayton had been 
filled with a ghastly, unnatural terror. 

He had feared that the ruins were com
ing a fter him, lichenous, soil-incrusted, 
horribly animate ! But now, looking 
backt that fear at least was banished. 
The bare hillside, ahnost white in the 
moonlight, was crowned still by its 
broken walls. But were they broken 
now ? 

"By heaven, it's like like '' 
''Like a mirage," supplied Viola, 'vho 
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seemed suddenly to have achieved a 
curious composure. ''Put me down, 
Terry. No, put me down, I say ! I 
wish to see better. Yes, it's growing 
fast. In a f�w minutes we shall see 
the whole castle as it used to be." 

Her calm assurance struck Drayton 
as odd, but only for a moment. After 
all, why shouldn't a castle grow up like 
a flower like a flower with a magic 
scent ? Down here on the plain the 
grass was filled with flowers and the 
air with their fragrance. There v."as • 
something peculiarly soothing and re-
assuring in the very odor of them. 

Drayton no longer felt the least alarnt 
-hardly, even, wonder. Not though 
a miracle was occurring on the hilltop 
above. 

· 

Rising, ever rising in the white moon
light, the old fortress which they had 
deemed fallen forever, was rebuilding 
itself. Up, up shot the walls, battle
mented now and perfect. Behind thern, 
tower on tower, pinnacle upon pinnacle, 
l i fted into the clear silvern radiance 
as th� white foam of a rising wave 
might lift li fted and froze into perfect 
form till the vision or mirage or mir
acle whatever this marvel might be 
named was consummate and growth 
ceased. Here and there a pennant flut
tered in the faint night breeze. From 
the highest tower of all a great standard 
drooped, too heavy for so small a wind 
to raise. 

And now it could be seen tho.t close 
to where they stood a narrow white 
road led upward from plain to castle, 
ending at a huge gateway immediately 
above them. Suddenly the heavy, iron
studded doors of this gateway opened 
inward and swung slowly back. Be
yond thern all was darkness. Then 
came the first sound from the ghost 
castle a heavy stamping, a clash and 
j ing1e as of metal. Out of the inner 
darkness a great horse strode into the 
moonlight. Upon its back sat a gleam
ing, erect, arsned figure. Five more 

• 

riders followed. Then the gates slowly .. 
silently shut thernse]ves. The company 
o f  six came riding down the pale road
way. 

Drayton, for his part, felt arising 
within him a vast curiosity a curiosity 
so great that he actually left his com
panions and walked over to the road
side. 

He had advanced with the deliberate 
intention of questioning those mysteri
ous riders. As they drew near, how
ever, he turned and strode quickly back 
to Trenmore and his sist�r. 

HWhat is the matter ?" queried Viola. 
"Why didn't you ask them who they 
are and the name of the castle ?'' 

Drayton's reply was voiced in a tense,_ 
fierce whisper. 

"Look at them only look at them, 
I tell you !" 

His tone seemed to rouse his friends 
from the strange apathy into which they 
had a11 more or less fallen since setting 
foot on the plain. 

They stood no more than eight or 
nine yards from the road, and could see 
very well what Drayton had already 
perceived. The horses were large, 
heavy brutes, o f  the type bred centuries 
ago for battle. They were spirited in . 
a clumsy sort of way, and came curvet
ing and prancing down the road. But 
the men on their backs why, those . 
were not men, nor even the ghosts of 
men ! They were mere anpty shells o f  
gleaming atrnor. 

The visors of all six were raised, and 
the watchers could see how the moon
light shimmered inside the helmets. 

The arrnor sat · erect, six proud, 
plumed figures of chivalry, and the 
joints rattled with _ a  hollow clashing. 
They were past, and the white moon
light of the plain had swallowed thetn 
up. They had melted into it as a ship 
melts into the sea fog. 

Glancing upward, Drayton half ex
pected to see the castle itself dissolve 
and fade as it had grown ; but no such 
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phenomenon occu rred. There it stood, 
massive, solid, don1inating the hill. 

With a slight shudder, Drayton 
rurned to his companions. 

"Somehow," he said, ' 'I  don 't fancy 
the idea of asking 'hospitality at that 
gate ." 

" 'Twould be n1adness !, ejaculated 
Trenmore. "I t's fortunate we were to 
escape .. from that spook house be fore 
the wa lis grtw too high !'' 

"Yes,' '  conceded his friend simply. 
"1\nd what would we be doing now, 

do you think ? Shall we stay here till 
the sunrise again, or shall we go on ?" 

It really tnade very l ittle di ffer�ce 
what they did, thought Drayton. Al
ready that pleasant lassitude, from 
which sight o f  the riding arn1or had 
momentarHy shocked him, was return

ing. By a volition which hardly seerned 
their own, however, the th ree of them 
presently found themselves advancing 
across the wire green plain. 
_ On the hill the grass had been dry, 
dead stuff, parched as from long 
drought . The pla in, however, was like 
a s\\·eet , well-water�d meadow. A scent 
ca1ne up f rom it that told of , flowers 
crushed bcn�ath their fett and growing 
every\\·hcre in th� midst of that lush 
greenness. They wer� p�e, small 
flov�·ers, and very fragrant. Viola 
pluck�d a few. So delicate were the 
blossoms that they wither�d instantly 
in her hands. 

The thre� walked slowly, for the 
night had brought wartnth rather than 
coolness. The sweet air breathed soft 
and languid. Now and then one of 
th�m would glance back over his shoul
der. The phantom castle ren1ained on 
the hilltop, as r�a1 in appearance as any
thing looks by moonlight, which casts 
a veil over all th�tt i s  not v�rY near. 

* 

Now every one knows that moon-
shine is at best of an uncertain and 
bewildering quality. Yet it seemed odd 

- or would have seem�d so had they 
not be�n past surprise -that in the be-

ginninc they had deemed the plain de
serted and hare of any n1oving thing 
since th� empty armor had ridden out
ward and vanished. For now, as they 
walked, they perceived that all  about 
them were forms and groups of forms, 
moving over and th rough the swtet, 
flower-sprinkled grass in  a weird and 
noiseless dance, without music or ap
parent rhythm. 

I>resently they had blundered fairly 
into the midst o f  a group of these 
sha�s, which seemed indttd to form 
about them fron1 the misty light itsel f 
or rise up from the ground. 

They �·�re queer, bu1ky, c1un1sy
shouldered figures, dressed in tigh t-fit

ting clothes and hoods and gloves of 
smooth £ ur. At  least so appea red those 
directly ahead, black silhouettes against 

. the moon. On looking around, how
ever, the travelers were somewhat 
stsrt1ed to find that what they had taken 
for hooded faces were not faces at allt  
but just smooth, featureless expanses o f  
fur. Th� back and the front of the 
heads wer� �xactly al ike, save for one 
straight, black gash where the mouth 
might be. 

Joinjng hands, the cr�atures began 
to circle with a clumsy, dancing nto
tion. The \\·ander�rs, caught in the cen
ter o f  their ring, could proceed no fur
ther w ithout using force to break it .  
Soon the swi ft, whirling dance began 
to make Drayton dizzy. Round and 
round and round.. And now over the 
plain he perceived that there were many 
other circles like this. Th�y all swung 
round and round and round. Why 
had he thought the dance silent ? There 
was music enough, and everywhere the 
beat � beat of uncounted feet in perfect 
rhythm with a n..elody that fill�d the 
world. I t  ro9e f ron1 the scented grass 
between the beating £ �et ; i t  flowed from 
the moon with the sorcery of her light ; 
it circled and circled in rhythmic rings. 
It caught his fttt in a silver snare. He 
was swept into the net of a great and 
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passionate desire to dance and dance 
forever now ! 

I�e fore hi1n Dravton saw the circle 
.. 

break apart , and there was j ust the 
space for one to join thent, to become 
a l ink in the mystic ring and satisfy the 
calling melody. Almost wi thout his  
\\·ill  Drayton's feet obeyed the call .  His 
hand caught that o f  the monster near
est him. l-Ie remembered afterward 
that it felt neither cold nor warm, but 
rather like a fur g1ove stuffed with 
wooL Another hand caught him vio
lently by the shoulder and wrenched 
him backward .. 

Drayton cried out and struggled to 
escape, but Trenmore had him fairly 
in the grip of his mighty arms. Even 
as the two st rove together all that 
moonlight madness of sound jarred, 
broke, and from discord died to silence. 
The strength went out of Dra:yton's 
body. He leaned , weak and panting for 
breath, against the I rishman's illoulder. 

" I f  you're so fond o f  dancing," said 
the latter grimly, uyou might at least 
chose Viola or me for a partner. Are 
you mad, Bobby, to take hands with 
those ?" 

. Before Drayton could reply the cir
cle o f  dancers stopped short in their 
tracks. Each ungainly figure made a 
strange, wild gesture as of wrath or 
despair. Then they sepa rated, scat
tered. and went dancing wildly away 
across the grass. 

"l lss-ss-ss !" 
It  Ylas a long-drawn, sibilant sound, 

and it seemed to come from a little 
pile of rocks close by. In its black 
shadow they saw two sparklike eyes 
gleam redly. 

"Hss-ss-ss I Touch not the dancers 
-go not near them speak not to them ! 
Strange things be abroad and stranger 
things be done in the white moonlight 
of Ulithia ! Hss-ss-ss ! Go not near I'' 

"And who and what may you be ?" 
demanded Trenmore, bending down ; 
but the sparklike eyes had vanished. 

An instant 1ater they reappeared, 
gleam ing dimly through a white cob
web between two t��l tufts of grass. 

''H ss-ss-ss !" Again that snakelike 
hissing. · ·�B eware ! You have escaped 
the everla sting dance beware the 
Weaver and her song ! " 

"But who-what are you'!" de
manded Trenmore aga in rather wildly. 

The red sparks flashed and faded 
frotn behind the silver web. Only a 
din1 voice t ra iled back to them : 

''I am the Voice of Warning in a 
land of I llusion beware !" 

Drayton, somewhat recovered fron1 
his own queer experience, moved as if 
to follow. Again Trenmore checked 
him. 

"\\7e'd best not t raffic with that thing 
either," he recommended gruffly .. 
"We've no place in this world we've 
got into no place at all ! And the very 
best we can do is keep our own com-• 
pany till we find a \vay out of  it., 

"What was i t  the thing said ?'' queried 
Drayton as he fell into step again be-
side the other two. "U lithia ? That 
sounds some way familiar " 

Trenmore shook his head. " Not to 
me. I've traveled many a land. and 
read not a few books, old and new ; 
but nowhere have I heard that name 
before." 

'' Nor 1," said Vi ola. 
Drayton was silent a moment, search

ing his memory. Then his face fell. 
''I recall the association now," he ob
served discontentedly. "It's no help. 
There were some letters the first let
ters of that name -carved on the ruins 
back there. I read them, while the 
ruins were still ruins .. " 

For a while they waJked on in silence. 
With the breaking of that one ring 
of dancing fornts the plain seemed to 
have gradually cleared, so that they 
were again alone \vith the moonlight 
and each other. A1one until, long i>e
fore they saw the White Weaver, they 
heard her singing. 
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That was a wondrous , muranurous, 
liquid song o f  �rs, l ike sh:1llo\v sum
mer brooks and rustling fi�lds. They 
were not surprised to come upon her 
at last, seated in the moon-frosted gras5t 
tossing a '\\·eaver's shutt)e between her 
outstretched hands. l"hey cou1d see 
neither loom nor th read nor web, how
ever, save a thousand silver cobwebs 
on the grass. All the plain was agl eam 
v.· ith them. 

1'his is the song she was singing, or 
as much of it as any of them could 
a ftenvard recall : 
"The web lies broad in the weaving room. 

( Fly, littl� shuttle, By ! )  
The air is loud with the clashing loom. 

( Fly, little shuttle, fly ! )  

''Year on year have I woven Mre, 
Green earth, white eanh, and autumn stR ; 
Sitting singing where the earth-props mold ; 
Weave I, singing, where the wor1d grows old. 
Time's a traitor, but the loom is leal
Time's a liar, but the web is real ! 

"Hear my song and behold my web I 
(Fly, little shuttle '' 

"But, madam, 'tis no web you have 
there,"' broke in Trerunore. " 'Tis 
naught but a little shuttle and no thread 
to it  at all !'' 

At that the song ceased, and the 
wotnan raised her face. It was beauti
ful a s  the n1oon's self, though her hair 
was silver and 

"'
her face without a trace 

of color. Her clear, pale eyes seen1ed 
to look through and far beyond them. 

"You are strangtrs," she said in a 
voice that might ha ve come from very 
far away, clear and sweet as a silver 
bell. "Yet your l ives, too, are in my 
we� Aye ! Th�y are mine bound up 
fast in my web that you see not. From 
here on go forward go deeper ! Heed 
not the mockings of the dancing 
Shadow People. l-Ieed not the voice 
of mine enetny, who \vould keep you 
forever bound in the shallows of Uli
tbia. Go forward go deeper a go for
ward !'' 

With that she ceased speaking, and, 

taking up b�r sonr wh ere sh e had left 
it, she made the empty shuttle fly like 
a Jiving thing from hand to..hand. 

Drayton ey� his companions doubt
£ uiJ v. "If the ladv would rna ke her 

" ., 

advice a little clearer we might try to 
fo1low it. We ltave to 10 on some
where, you lmow, Terty." 

But Viola sbook h�r head, staring at 
the Weaver with host ile, questioning 
glance. ''Have you so soon forgotten ?" 
she said. " 'Beware the Weaver and 
her song !' " 

At that th� \Veaver again ceased sing
ing. Her thin l ips were curled in a 
smile, but her eyes were like pale blue 
• 

tee. 
"Aye,'' she murmured, �are of 

th e Weaver the White \Veavet of the 
Years-· beware ! But your feet are set 
in her web. The door opens before 
you. There is no way out but on and 
what is u1i thia, phantom borderland of 
Jife, to such a s  you ? Go forward

go deeper go forward !'' 
Trmmor� took one step toward her, 

with what intent he h im self scarcely 
knew_. But as he took it Drayton 
laughed with a touch of weariness. 

"You have frightened the lady aw� 
Terry." 

It was true. As Trenmore had 
stepped toward the "White Weaver'' 
that cold-eyed lady had van i shed and 
taken her song and her shuttle with 
her. As the three again proceeded 
Viola waved her hand in a wide gesture, 
indicating the p1ain they traversed. 

"Did either of you notice," she said, 
"that there were so many of these wh ite 
spider webs about btfore . we saw that 
woman ?" 

Her brother and Drayton merely 
stared stupidly, heavy-eyed. 

"Before we n1et the White Weaver, " 

murn1ured the girl dreamily, "there was 
only a web here and there, woven be
tween the grass sten1s. Now it is like 
-like walking through a silver sea. 
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And the moon What moon of 
eanh was ever l ike this of Ulithia ?" 

" ' I f it is a moon," said Trenmore with 
no great interest. " She's taking an un
common long time for her rising." 

Blank as a silver shield, the moon, 
or what they had believed a n1oon, still 
rested at the edge of the plain, its lower 
part bisected by the horizon. More like 
an enonnous archway than a moon it 
set!n1ed a sort of celestial door, per
haps, in the edge of the sky. 

They neared and neared, walking 
across a silver sea of web through 
which the invisible flowers sent up their 
perpetually increasing incense, almost 
too sweet now for pleasure. More and 
more like an arch the moon appeared
an immense, l ight-filled archway, of the 
nearly circular Moorish type. About 
it  they began to perceive a certain dim 
outline of dark substance, behind \vhich 
the moon itself was just a depth and 
bl inding expanse of light. Almost un
consciously they hastened thei r steps. 
At last, heads swimming with the fra
grance of the plain, they had actually 
reached the splendid th ing. 

High, high above them curved the 
perfect arch of stone, black as unpol-

ished ebony and set in what seen1ed a 
solid wall of similar rock stretching 
away to darkness on either hand. 
Through the opening they could not see, 
for it was filled with a brilliant mist 
of pure white light. 

" Look ! "  said Drayton, leaning dizzily 
against the black stone to which he 
pointed. uHere on the architrave. 
There are silver characters inlaid
aren't they ? But they move and writhe 
like white flame " 

Closing his eyes aga inst the glare, he 
wished that a great wind might arise-·· 
a great, clean wind that would sweep 
away cobwebs a nd flowers together. 

44Go forward, go deeper, go for
ward !" murn1ured a �weet, clear voice. 
To Drayton it seemed to be Viola's� 
though with a distant sound, l ike a far
off silver bel l .  "Your feet are in the ·.· 
web !" cried the voice. u In the Web 
of the Weaver of Years. And why lin
ger in the shal lO\\'S of Ulithia ? Go 
for\\·ard go deeper !" 

·-why linger ?" echoed Drayton 
softly. 

. 

His feet were in the shallo\vs of a 
wide, white sea that was carrying him 
outward onward. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

TIIEOP 
By Hany Kemp 

HY, when I pass through week-day faces, 
Comes to me 

Visions of beauty no man knows of, 
None can see ? 

And, in the midst of the long day's traffic, 
O'er and o'er, 

Why must I dream of a surf a-thunder 
On an alien shore ? 



T five o'clock, Philip Creighton 
reached for his new, waJ n1 
thick overcoat, placed his hat 

upon his head, and left the bank \\�here 
he worked. He hurried through the 
wet, slush-covered streets on his way 
hon1e. l-Ie was glad to go home. How 
di fferent it was to go home to his 
pretty wife than to return a fter a long 
day of posting ledgers to the loneliness 
of  his bachelor roon1s ! 

Philip was intensely happy. He did 
not know before that life could hold 
so much happiness. He was delighted 
with his three weeks of married life. 
And Violet was so pretty ! It was so 
nice to kiss her soft mouth as he came 
into his own little house every ev�ning. 
That kiss was worth waiting for. 
Every day and all day Philip thought of 
Violet's kiss that would be awaiting 
him. 

Yest Ph il ip \vas happy. He was glad 
that he had \v ell ,  that he had arranged 
matters so that \'iolet had broken her 
engagement to Richard Bleake to 
marry hin1, Philip. All is fair in 
love and \\'ar. That was a con1 forting 
old saying. He kept on repeating it to 
himself over and over again as he 

walked from the bank : all is fair in love 
and war. 

Violet could never find out. In vain 
had Richard Bleake pleaded "· ith her at 
the t in1e that she broke her engage
ment. l�leake had insisted, in his heavy 
way, that his visit to Lucy Wood had 
been entirely innocent.. Richard had 
said again and again that he had only 
wanted to help Lucy because Lucy 's 
mother had been good to him. But 
Violet had refused to listen. All the 
little town of l�o,vnes had kno\\·n that 
L.ucy \\'3S 14in trouble." FO\\'nes, with 
all its gossip, had been unable to find 
the man. Enough for Fownes that· 
Lucy \\ .. ood was "in trouble.H 

Ko, Violet could never find out. 
And Philip was glad that he had done 
it. Philip kn�w that Richard Bleake 
cared nothing for Lucy that he never 
had cared anything for her. And 
Philip had Hed to Violet because he 
loved her. Philip had chanced on the 
in fortnation that Richard was helping 
Lucy that he \\·as going at a certain 
hour at night to visit Lucy to �ee i f  he 
could help her. And then, Philip had 
told the one big lie of his l i fe and 
Violet had believed him ! Doubtingly, 
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at first, but when I>Jtilip had led her to 
the street on which Lucy lived and Vio
let had seen Richard Bleake leave 
Lucy's house late at night. then Violet 
had believed whole-heartedly. In vain 
had I� ichard in his.; clumsy, stow way 
-pleaded and argued. Philip Creighton 
had easily persuaded Violet that Rich
ard had been lying to cover up his infi
del ity. 

So it  had been natural that Violet 
had broken her cngagen1ent to marry 
Richard Hleake, and had very sho1 t1y 
afterward bteome the wife of Phil ip 
Creighton. 

And Violet could never find out. 
DJeake had vowed vengeance and 
Philip had laughed at him. All was 
fair in Jove and war. 

So gayly Philip \\·alked through the 
wet streets on his way home from the 
bank. And after all, Richard \\·as not 
good enough for \riolet. Richard was 
a clerk in the post office and Philip's 
prospects were infinitely better. 'Then, 
Philip prided himself on his fine man
ners : Phil ip was a perfect gentlernan . 
Philip knew this. Philip knew, too, 
that he was a classy dresser and a c1assy 
dresser will alway� appeal to a girl like 
Violet. He eve'l smiled a little pity
ingly as he tu nted out of Maple Ave
nue into Fairview l l i lJ,  on which stood 
the 1 i ttle house that Philip, was buying 
on the installment ptan. 

Just before Phi lip's house a gas lamp 
flickered in the wet evening. Standing 
under the lamp \\·as Richard Bleake. 

l)h ilip glanced at him sharply. He 
looked whi te- faced, did BJeake. Philip 
had heard that day that Bleake had 
given up his posi t ion at  the post office. 
Phil ip hoped that B1eake would not 
speak to him. 

And Philip's hope wa� fulfilled. 
Richard B1eake cont ented hirnself with • 
one long, surly glance at his successful 
rival. Then Bleake's hand went to the 
pocket of his coat. For an instant, 
Phi lip feared violence.. Bleake evi-
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dently thought better of it, for suddenly 
he turned and splashed away down 
the slushy pav(ntent.. 

Phi lip Jet himsel f  into his own house. 
Violet came running to meet him. She 
looked very pretty with her big blue 
eyes and masses of gold hair. She had 
on a big cooking apron over a t i ghtly 
fitting silk dress. Violet liked silk 
dresses that were tight ly fitting. She_ 
had a very good figure, but soon it 
would grow too fat. She held up her 
mouth to be kissed. Philip kissed her 
several t imes. 

'4Ho� pretty you are !  How pretty 
you are !" thought Philip. He did not 
say it aloud. One did not say that 
sort of thing aloud even to one's own · 
wife. It would be e1nbarrassing to 
say a thing like that aloud. i\ll the 
same, one thought thetn, just the same 
as one thought that a tightly fitti ng silk 
dress was very n ice. 

4 41 saw him outside," said Philip, 

when he had finished kissing Violet. 4'1 
thought he was going to shoot me for a 
moment. Not that I'm a fraid of  him.'' 

"Who ?" asked Violet, but she knew 
very well .  

H H im-M ister Richard Bleake:' 
sneered Philip. "And I've got some 
news, too. He has left the post office. 

I hope he leaves town. Good riddance 
i f  he does." 

Violet sighed . Her bosom rose and 
felt again with a �omfortable little feel
ing that it was all her fault. 

' "Poor Richard Bleake 1 I'm sorry." 
•'Violet !*' 
For answer, she held up her face to 

be kissed again. 
Soon they were at supper. Philip 

found himself talking. He l iked to 
talk, and Violet proved an excellent 
listener. Phil ip was explaining exactly 
how i t was that a bank made money. 
Then he touched on his o\vn ambitions. 
Philip was t .. ot one to waste money. 
Look after the nickels and the dollars 
would Jook after themselves. 
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"That's what I've always said," 

nodded Violet. 
Philip was going to save. He wasn't 

always going to be a bank clerk. You 
couldn't keep a good man down, not i f  
you tried. 

Then Philip went on eating his sup
per. He liked Violet's cooking and he 
was very fond of frank furters. 

' 'It's turning much colder/' Philip 
offered for Violet's entertainment. 
''They say we are in for a big frost. 
The lake will be frozen over." 

And the next day the lake started to 
freeze. It was very cold, and all 
Fownes shivered in the thrall of that 
December weather. 

Before, however, the lake was com
pletely frozen over, Richard Bleake, 
finding life without joy, took advantage 
of that black water, so that his drowned 
body was later recovered by the 
Fownes police. The jury brought in 
a noncommittal verdict of "found 
drowned," although the Fownes gossips 
did not let it go at that. 

Of course Richard Bleake had 
drowned himself because he could not 
live \vithout Violet. How they talked ! 

I t  upset Violet a good deal, though 
secretly Philip felt rather glad. Rich
ard Bleake had always been queer. He 
might have killed Philip. It was just 
as well that Richard was dead. Violet 
would soon forget a11 about-- it .  It  
added somewhat to Violet's social pres
tige, for F ov.·nes had considered her ac
tion proper and right when she had dis
carded Bleake on catching him out with 
an affair with Lucy Wood. Still, it 
does lend an interest to a girl when a 
man prefers death to l ife without her. 
An the unmarried girls looked at Violet 
with interest. How Richard Bleake 
must have loved her ! 

Violet shed a few tears. She felt 
that she owed them to the mernory of 
Richard Bleake. She would have l iked 
to have sent a few flowers to the 
funeral. Some violets would have been 

appropriate. Still, one could not al
ways do what one liked. People would 
talk. 

And soon Richard Bleake was for
gotten. The dead was forgotten for 
the coming of another life. Violet 
was going to have a baby. 

It  was a little girl. Philip suffered 
agonies. It was dreadful to see Violet 
in pain. Yet woman was born to pain. 
Philip knew that quite well. 

The coming of a daughter gave 
Philip an added sense of responsibility. 
He must work harder than ever and 
save. The bank directors made this 
easy for Philip by raising his salary 
just then. There was some discussion 
as to naming the child. Philip wanted 
to call i t  "Martha Violet'' Martha, 
after his own mother. Violet preferred 
"Ivy Violet," because her mother had 
been called "Ivy." 

Philip gave way. Philip knew that a 
perfect gentleman always gives way. 
Besides, there would be other children. 

In three years, there were three chil
dren Ivy, Dorothy, and Leonore. Ivy 
was three, and Dorothy two, when Leo
nore was born. 

As Philip had had his salary raised 
twice, and was then assistant cashier, 
he had enough money to meet all these 
expenses. He had even paid off the 
remaining sum owing on his little 
house. Philip was doing well. He  be
gan at this time to become a trifle 
portly, despite his height. Philip was 
tall, with sandy hair. He had a long, 
straight nose and a wide, thin-lipped 
mouth. Philip was thirty-five when 
Leonore was born. Violet was ten 
years younger. 

"I don't know what quite to make of 
Ivy," Violet said one night to Philip, 
about three years after Leonore was 
born. 

"What i s  the matter with her ?" asked 
Philip a little anxiously.. He had 
grown very fond of h is children. 
Somehow or other the children were 
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beginning to take the place in his heart 
that Violet had once occupied He did 
not know it, but Philip loved the chil
dren more than he did Violet. Philip 
had grown ti red of kissing Violet. No 
longer did Philip think all day of  the 
kiss that awaited him at home. In
stead, Philip thought of his work. 
When he was not thinking o f  his work 
he was thinking of  the three children. 
They would all grow up to be very 
beautiful. They \\·ould all  marry very 
well. "What is the rnatter \vith her ?" 
Philip repeated. 

"I  don't know, she's funny. She i� 
always imagining things." V iolet 
leaned her elbows on the table and 
looked across at PhHip. "To-night she 
did it again. Came to me, she did, cry
ing. She said she had seen a face out
side the window a dreadful face, she 
said." _ 

' 'But where did she see it or think 
she saw it ? It's all nonsense," Philip 
\vent on, raising his voice. 4 'It's non
sense j ust sheer imagination. Prob
ably it is her liver." 

" Well, that's what I thought. Still, 
it isn't the first time not by any 
tneans. And she couldn't have seen 
anything because I made her show m e  
the window and it was the children's 
room upstairs!' 

Still, as time went on, Ivy kept on 
imagining that she saw a face. Once, 
\vhen visiting her grandmother in New 
York with Philip, her father took Ivy 
to the Zoological Gardens at Bronx 
Park. There, Ivy saw an ape. Terri
fied, she clung to her father's hand. 
She shrieked with terror. 

"The face, the face !'' \vas all he could 
get out of her. 

Phil ip told Violet o f  it on his return 
to Fownes. All this was in Ivy's sev
enth year, between her sixth and sev
enth birthdays. \'iolet questioned the 
little girl, but not for long, as Ivy 
showed signs of  hysteria. All the now 
worried Violet could learn was that 

Ivy had gone somewhere with Daddy 
and had seen the dre'ful thing that 
made faces at her out of  the window, 
only the dre'ful thing hadn't the teeth 
he had out of the window. It was far 
from clear, but that was all Violet could 
get. The local doctor, on being con
sulted, ordered first castor oil, and, 
after that cold horror, a tonic that 
\\·ould invigorate the system. 

But persistently, and at intervals, Ivy 
�·ou1d scream with terror, so that Vio
let's heart was troubled. \Vas it pos
sible that their little one was develop
ing signs of  insanity ? Impossible for 
in all else, Ivy was a bright and cheer-
ful little thing. . 

Phil ip, after consultation with the 
doctor, was incline-d to make light of 
the whole affair. The child would 
outgrow this nervous fancy. Philip 
was not to worry. She would o�.ttgro\f 
it. 

On the evening before Ivy's seventh 
birthday, Philip stopped at a toy shop 
on his way home from the bank. He 
purchased a large doH. Both he and 
\'iolet had been extremely careful of 
the toys they had given the child. Ivy 
was never allo\ved to see anything that 
might remind her o f  that imaginary 
face outside the \vindow. Indeed, the 
sight of  a Teddy bear a toy monkey-
was enough to bring on a fit of terror. 
The doll y_·ould be just right placid ia 
its doll-like beauty. 

Philip let himsel £ into the house nd 
carefully hid the doll away in the closet 
under the stairs. He would produce it 
in the morning for Ivy's seventh birth
day. Violet came out from the kitchen, 
so Philip took the parcel out o f  the 
closet and carried it into the kitchen to 
show 'lioleL 

"Oh, she �rill just love it," Violet 
told him. "I've got her a doll's car• 
riage." 

\"iolet exhibited the doll's 
• 

that she would give Ivy on her sev
enth birthday. 
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But Ivy never had a seventh birth
day. 

When Violet went into the children's 
room, v.'here the t\\·o elder ones slept, 
she saw that Ivy was dead. Dorothy 
was still asleep beside her sister. 

Violet's impulse was almost primeval 
in its mother love. How she did it, she 
did not knoY.', but instinctiveJy, when 
this horror had penetrated to her brain, 
Violet caught up the sleeping Dorothy, 
hid Dorothy's face against her breast 
and ran with Dorothy out of the room. 

Together \\: ith Philip they ret urned 
to the children's room. 

Ivy lay in bed. Her artns were out
side the covers. The child's eyes were 
wide open and on the little face was 
an expression of horror. 

Philip crumpled up. H e  knelt down 
by the cot and began to wail. Words 
passed f rom his lips but they had no 
meaning. \'iolet stood like a woman 
carved out of stone. She stared down 
at the child's face. Suddenly Violet 
caught Philip and shook him by the 
shoulder. 

"Look !" she said. "Look !" 
H er hand pointed to the throat of the 

dead child. Rising from his knees, 
Philip stared at the throat o f  his child. 

"Oh, my God !" he said again and 
again . ((Oh, my God !" 

On the ivory whiteness of  Ivyts 
throat \\'ere two angry, red marks. 
They were marks as though some beast 
had gripped the little throat as though 
the child had been strangled. 

Nor was this all. More horrible still  
were her eyes. Peering into them, 
Philip saw reflected in the iris of the 
eyes a fast-dimming image. And this 
image this dim reflection, was still 
clear enough for the parents of the 
dead child to see a miniature of some 
apelike monster. The arrns hung long 
by the hairy sides, and the face al
though so small was frightful. 

But distinctly both Violet and Philip 
saw this reflection. 

"That's the face the child saw out
side the window all the time," whis
pered Violet hoarsely. 

Philip nodded. H e  could not speak. 
He could not reason. The thing was 
not of this world. 

They stood, these two, looking at 
each other. How long they stood they 
did not know, but presently Philip 
peered once more into the mysterious 
depths of those horror-laden eyes. 

The image had gone. Almost 
roughly, Philip closed those eyes. 

'' Come," he said to Violet. He took 
her hand and led her from the room. 

A fter a while Philip said : 
"Listen, Violet. It's no good saying 

anything to the doctor when he comes 
about about the eyes. I saw it and 
you saw it but no l iving man would 
believe it .  Keep quiet about it. They 
will think that we are mad." 

Violet seemed to understand. 
And presently Philip said, after he 

had telephoned for the doctor : 
"Those marks- -those marks on her 

poor little throat ?'' 
He broke down and sobbed. 
"What about those marks ? lfo\v 

will the doctor explain them ?" he asked 
when he had recovered a little. 

Although his grief was poignant and 
bitter beyond conception, there entered 
into Philip's heart a great fear. Those 
marks ! How could he explain those 
marks ? Could suspicion rest upon 
him that he had destroyed that which 
he loved so well ? His face grew gaunt 
and pallid as he sat down to wait beside 
the benumbed \'iolet. 

It seemed as though the doctor 
would never come. Phi1ip telephoned 
again to learn that the doctor had left 
his house. 

More waiting, and then they heard 
the doctor's car. What about those 
marks ? 

But when the doctor bent over the 
cot, no mark was visible. Those angry 
red marks had completely disappeared. 
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''Seems- -seen1s as though the child 

had had a shock," the doctor murrnured 
half aloud. 

Frankly he was puzzled. But as the 
l i ttle girl had been under his ·eare ever 
since she had first been troubled \Vith 
hallucinations, the doctor felt that he 
must profess some understanding of 
the case. It was with a sense o f  be
wilderment that he "· rote out the death 
certi ficate. 

He certified ·· heart failure. 
There followed the usual hopeless

ness of a dreary funeral.. Violet did 
not go to the graveside. But Philip 
stood there bareheaded in the chill 
wind. Afterward, people said of him 
that Philip Creighton had been dazed 
by grief. 

The return to · norntal l i fe, to the 
daily routine at the bank, at first was 
irksome. Soon it becatne a relief. 
Philip plunged himsel f into work. He 
\\'as absorbed by it.. Not so with Vio
let.. She hid her grief in her heart, but 
she began to age rapidly. \'iolet 
looked ten years older than she really 
was. 

. G�adually, as time passed although 
1t was not so very long as \veeks are 
actually counted the horror sunk into 
the background. Both \·iolet and 
Philip continued to grieve, but the hor
ror, the dread. terror, surrounding the 
circumstances of the little Ivy's death, 
became fainter and fainter. It  seemed 
as though it  had all been some ghastly 
dream.. The parents lavished their af
fection on the t ..vo remaining children. 

Then one evening when Philip re
turned from the bank, he let himself 
into the hall. Frorn upstairs, came the 
screams of Dorothy. What was the 
matter ? Philip dashed up the little 
staircase. 

Dorothy, now six, was hiding her 
face in her mother's skirts. Dorothy 
had itopped screaming, but she was 
sobbing hysterically. 

"It frightened me ! It frightened 
me !H 

Philip's face was drawn and white. 
He knelt by his l ittle girl and drew her 
close to him. 

uTell me about it, Dorothy. Tell 
daddy then." 

l-Ie tried to deceive himself while 
Dorothy hesitated. She had been 
frightened by something else. P 
ently, Dorothy \\"ould say so, and Phil
ip's heart would be at rest. He looked 
over the head o f  the child at Violet's 
face. It \\;as in Violefs expression that 
his fears were first confirtned .. 

Then Dorothy was telling him in 
short little sentences-in disconnected 
words. Out side the window was a 
"dre' ful" face. Dorothy pronounced 
the word Hdreadful" in the same way as 
Ivy had, but Dorothy was more explicit 
than had been her sister. Dorothy gave 
details. The face was \\·hite like an 
ape's.. .-\hove the ,-.·hite face was bJack 
hair. Then there \\'ere teeth "dre'ful" 
teeth. Two teeth that hung down. Uke 
a tiger's they were, said Dorothy. 

Reassured that nothing could harn1 
her while her n10ther and father \\'ere 
there, Dorothy later consented to be put 
to bed. Be fore long she was asleep. 

But that night v,.iolet moved a couch 
into the children's room for since 
Ivy's death, Leonore had slept wijth 
Dorothy and slept there herself. 

· 

The first time that Dorothy saw the 
face outside the \Vindow, Philip did not 
sleep at aU. He lay awake for hours.. 
At times he would get up and peer into 
the chi ldren's room where Violet, worn 
out, was asleep on the couch. 

The next morning, Violet came into 
Philip's room and closed the door. 
They talked for a long time. As if by 
mutual consent both of them from then 
on referred to the horrible face as ••JT.• 
And "·hen they mentioned "IT,'' they 
spoke in capitals. 

"You must see it, Philip," Violet said 
after some t ime. " There is onJy oae 
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thing to be done. We must move away 
from Fawnes. Just to leave the house 
is not enough. Let us go up to New 
York. In the big city IT could not 
find us. Let us go at once to-day." 

Violet and the two children left the 
same day. They would put up at a 
hotel in New York until Philip could 
join them. 

\�iithin two months Philip, through 
the kindly offices of his employers, had 
obtained a similar position in a New 
York bank to the one which he had 
held in Fownes. Philip managed to sell 
his house, albeit at a sacrifice. He sold 
the furniture, too, because he did not 
wish to be reminded of the home he 
had made. 

The Creightons established them
selves in an apartment on One H un
dred and Sixteenth St reet on the West 
Side. Philip went downtown every 
morning to the bank. 

For six weeks for six happy weeks 
-the Creightons lived without fear. 
They aln1ost laughed. They had fooled 
IT. They had been wise to move up to 
the big city. IT could never find them 
there. They did not try to explain IT, 
for IT was unexplainable. Probably, it  
was something to do \vith the house at 
Fownes. It had been a melancholy J it
tle house perched on a hill, overlooking 
the drearv lake. IT \,·ould not folio\\' 

... 

to the bright lights o f  a city. 
Then, when \'iolet and Philip had be

gun to forget fear, IT sought out its 
victim among the millions of Manhat
tan. 

IT came outside the window when 
Dorothy was going to bed. The win
dow looked out at the back, but there 
was no fire escape on that side o f  the 
apartment house. And the Creightons' 
apartment was on the sixth floor. 
Dorothy went running to the windo\v 
as Violet was undressing Leonore. 
With a shriek of terror, Dorothy came 
back toward the bed and flung herself 
against Violet's skirts. 

"That dre'ful face again the face-e
the face !" she screamed. 

Philip, who was reading the eve
ning papers in the living room, hurried 
into the bedroom. 

l-I e dashed to the window and 
peered out. The lights from the house 
opposite seemed to mock him. There 
was nothing there. 

So it went on. The Creightons 
moved again this time to a n  apart
ment on West Seventeenth Street. 
The apartment was small and incon
venient. Still, i t  possessed two bed� 
rooms a small one in which Leonore 
slept alone, for Leonore was never trou
bled by IT and a large one. I n  the 
big bedroom, Violet and Philip slept in 
t\vin beds. Between the twin beds they 
placed Dorothy's little cot. Then they 
felt safe, or as safe as they could feel, 
for, at i rregular intervals, Dorothy 
would terrify them by her screams 
when IT peered in at the windo\v. 

\riolet aged rapidly. To look at her, 
one \\·ould have thought that she was 
in late middle ase. Philip aged, too. 
His hair had become a sandy gray, and 

• 

he no longer took any pleasure tn 
dress.. Only he worked at the bank, to 

• 

return to talk for the most part tn a 
Ylhisper to Violet about IT. 

"Do you think we can ever avoid 
IT ?" one would ask the other, after IT 
had found them out in the Seventeenth 
Street apartment. 

They had no friends. Once Philip 
became on friendly tertns with one 
Jordan, a fellow employee at the bank. 
Creighton, who had become 

.
str�ng�ly 

shy, timidly proferred an tnvttatlon 
to dinner at a restaurant. Jordan ac
cepted. Philip ordered lavishly, and 
Jordan chatted of pleasant things. Jor
dan talked of  the vacation he had spent 
the summer before at Nantucket. Jor
dan was unmarried and there had been 
a girl. Philip fidgeted, feeling out of 
it all. Had there ever been a time 

., . 
•• . . 



THE SEVEN'IH BIRTHDAY 39 
when Philip had been unmarried
when Philip had had a girl ? 

Presently, Philip found himself ask .. 
ing Jordan questions. Did Jordan be
lieve in �·eird things ? Did Jordan 
think there were things ordinary people 
could not und�rstand ? 

"What are you getting at ?"' asked 
Jordan. Then, slangily : "Spill it, 
Creighton. Get it off your chest. u 

Philip began to talk. He would not 
own that IT had occurred in his own 
family. He told the story badly. He 
stopped now and then and looked ap
pealingly at Jordan. Philip made out 
that IT had·· happened to some friends 
of his the Smiths. 

Jordan was frankly bored. He did 
not know anything about that kind of 
thing. Besides, he did not know the 
Smiths and he wanted to talk about 
himsel f. 

Philip found no consolation in J or
dan, who, some\\'hat ungratefully, cir
culated the report in the office that 
Creighton "was queer." 

So the Creightons had no friends. 
Instead, they watched and waited
waited for the night of Dorothy's sev
enth birthday. 

"You watch it and see, Philip," Vio
let would whisper. ''IT will come again 
on the seve!lth birthday. There is 
something awful about a seventh birth
day." 

At which Philip would nod slowly. 
Came the evening before Dorothy's 

seventh bi rthday.. Leonore had b�n 
sent away on a visit to her grand
mother, for Philip's mother had left 
New York and was living j ust ac ross 
the Hudson in New Jersey. Violet and 
Philip realized that it would be useless 
to send little Dorothy away. They 
must fight the danger with her. They 
had said nothing to Dorothy about her 
birthday, and Dorothy had forgotten 
the exact day. 

Violet put Dorothy to bed later than 
usual . Dorothy bad the treat of sitting 

up to supper, and her childish voice 
was agony to her parents. After sup
per, V iolet made a quantity of strong 
black coffee. This she carried into the 
bedroom. 

Violet put Dorothy to bed, and soon 
the child was asleep. She looked very 
pretty with her gold curls, with one 
dimpled arrn outside the coverlet. 

Philip and Violet sat up in two arm
chairs, which they had brought into the 
bedroom. They sat sipping the black 
coffee. Neither of thetn rnust sleep that 
night. At least, it was a good sign that 
Dorothy had not seen IT outside the 
window. Dorothy had not seen IT for 
nearly a month. 

Philip and Violet sat in silence. Qc .. 

casionally, one would speak the name 
of the other just to see that they were 
both awake. Once in a while, Philip 
would go to the window and peer out. 
He would see nothing. Philip sat there 
thinking thinking of how happy he 
had been before I vy had seen IT. 
Then he had been full of antbitioiL. 
He had been prospering. Now he was 
getting old and he had saved no money. 
It was much more expensive living in 
New York, and the moving about bad 
cost money. Again, he had suffered 
from an unsuccess ful investtnent so 
that now he only had a few hundred 
dollars as a nest egg. Not that money 
mattered. Nothing matter�d very 
much -except IT. 

The night crept on. 
\�iolet sat in dull ayathy. A cheap 

clock on the dresser ticked aggres
sively. It  was half past two. 

Drowsiness. Drowsiness over-
whelmed both of them. Each fought 
it, but it was irresistible. Each slept. 

The early morning sun was shining 
through the window when Violet 
awoke with a start. Philip slept heav
ily in the chair opposite to her. Doro
thy lay cold and dead in her cot. 

IT had done ITS horrible deed in 
exactly the same manner as in the case 
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of Ivy.. As before, the eyes mirrored 
that dreadful forrn. As before, the lit
tle throat showed the angry red marks. 
As before, these signs disappeared. 

It was with a sense of bewilderment 
that the doctor wrote out the death 
certificate. 

He certified heart failure ! 
Three days later Violet was taken 

to the hospital, delirious with brain 
fever. Curiously enough, Philip expe
rienced a sense of relief when \/iolet 
died. 1\' o\\· , all his affection his 
everything was \\·rapped up in Leo
nore. 

And before Leonore showed any 
signs of having seen IT, Philip made 
up his mind that he would flee. To his 
almost demented mind, it seemed con
clusive that the only escape from IT 
lay in flight. When they had first 
moved up from Fownes, Dorothy had 
escaped IT - for a period of several 
weeks. Obviously then, the only safety 
Jay in running from one place to an
. other. Also, Philip argued, i f  he could 
·only pass in safety that seventh birth-
day of Leonore, then all would be well. 
Beyond that, Philip could make no 
plans. Let him only save LeonorP-e
and then it would be time to think of 
the future. But he must keep all this 
to lritnsel f. Were he to tell the story, 
they would lock him up as a madman. 
To save Leonore, he must keep the 
awful thing to himself. Still he would 
wait until Leonore first saw IT. 

He had to wait some time, for Leo
nore was halfway between her sixth 
and seventh birthdays before she saw 
IT outside the windo\\r. :Fortunate) y it 
happened when Philip was home from 
the bank. l-Ie had engaged a woman 
to look after the little girl; but Philip 
always hurried back from the bank
ever fearful. 

Philip acted the next day. For flight, 
Philip must have money. It  was quite 
easy to do. When Philip returned 
from the bank, he had several thousand 

dollars in bills of small denomination 
with him. Of course, his theft meant 
an added danger, but Philip decided 
that it was the only way to escape that 
which he feared more, and by a lucky 
chance the next day was a public holi
day. This would give him an extra 
twenty-four hours start before the bank 
officials would even suspect him. 

\Vith his own hands Philip tenderly 
dressed Leonore for her journey. l-Ie 
took with him only a couple of suit 
cases, and the same evening he left 
New York from the Grand Central 
depot. He made his way into Maine. 
He stayed there for a few weeks 
anxiously scanning the newspapers, but 
he could find no mention in them of the 
theft at the bank. 

GradualJy, Philip, by short stages, 
reached the Canadian border. Once 
safely across, he went back east to 
Montreal. It  was in Montreal that 
Leonore again saw IT. 

But Philip would not give in. He 
took Leonore on a small coasting 
stearner and made his way north. 
There, he doubled on his tracks and 
turned west again. AI ways he tra v
eled. They would take the train, those 
two, and travel for a day and a night.. 
Then Philip would drop off at some 
small to,vn and seek the woods or the 
prairies. By this time he had grown a 
beard and, as he heard nothing of the 
robbery, Philip felt fairly safe on that 
score. As for the little Leonore, she 
was quiet and very timid. She was a 
more temperatnental child than either 
o f  her dead sisters, and one glimpse of 
IT was enough to subdue her child 
spirits for many days afterward. In 
the suffering of his little daughter, 
Philip suffered even more. At times 
Philip would despair. It was no good 
fighting this thing. It would be bet
ter to sit down and wait for it. And 
then the next day Philip and Leonore 
would journey on .. 

So passed the months toward the 
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dreaded seventh birthday. A few days 
before, Philip established himself in a 
log cabin in the woods of northern 
British Columbia. l ie had pretended 
that he would buy the place with the 
fe\\· acres that went with it. His near
est neighbors were three miles away, so 
that Philip and Leonore were entirely 
alone in  the bleak cold of that January 
weather. 

The Jog cabin consisted o f  two rooms 
-a kitchen-living room and a bedroom 
-roughly furnished. The cabin stood 
in a little clearing above a small lake. 
Around them \\·as the stillness the 
·eternal silence of  the forest winter. 

Philip realized that again he might 
become dro'NSY overpowered by sleep. 
That was part of  IT. He would pro
vide against sleep. As had happened 
in the case of Dorothy, so it was with 
�eonore : she had not seen IT for some 
l ittle time. But this did no deceive 
Philip. He would be waiting ready. 

Late on the evening before Leonore's 
seventh birthday, Philip put the little 
girl to bed. Then, fu1ly dressed, Philip 
sat do\vn beside her. The stove had 
been heaped with \\·ood. A lamp \\'as 
lighted on the tab1e. \\7ith leather 
thongs, Philip attached a revolver to 
each wrist. I ,hilip \\·ould see i f  po\\'der 
and lead bullets could protect Leonore 
fron1 I T. 

The night dragged on. About one 
o'c]ock Philip began to feel drowsy. He 
fought this dro\\·siness as he had 
fought it before. He got up and 
walked to the Y.'indow. Outside, a bril
liant moonlight played on the frozen 
snow and cast black shadows from the 
pine trees. 

The drowsiness became intolerable 
and Philip had the sense to realize that 
sooner or later he must succumb to it. 

He picked the sleeping child from 
her bed, tenderly wrapping the bed
clothes about her slight form. He laid 
Leonore in his arnas and sat in  a low 
ar1n-chair facing the window. 

Philip continued to fight that drowsi
ness, but it was as though he had been 
drugged. Soon came sleep. 

\\'hen he awoke, a scream of terror 
died on his lips. A cold, damp wind 
seemed to �nvelop him. 

Standing above him, with i ts  long, 
taloned hands just reaching out for 
Leonore, who still slept, stood a beast. 
It was more ape than man and yet 
n1ore man than ape. Its face \Vas long 
and, although covered with dark red 
hair, an unholy white gleamed behind 
this growth. In size, IT was not q�ite 
as tall as the average man, but, above 
alJ, most horrible was his expression. 

Philip conquered his terror in  time. 
to fire three· shots in rapid succe9sion 
direct1y into ITS face. 

The beast sprang back with a snarl. 
Ph ilip fired again.. Then a scream re

. echoed through the shack as, turning, 
IT leaped through the window. 

The child had awakened, but Philip 
had managed to keep Leonore's face 
buried in the covers. He placed her Oil 
the bed. 

HLie there it's all right Jie there !" 
he s--aid to her. 

Then, Phil ip, revolver in each hand. 
flung himself through the shattered 
v.· indow. 

Outside, in the ghast1y moonlight, 
Philip saw IT fleeing over the frozen 
sno \\. down the slight hill toward the 
lake. 

Philip follo\ved. �ow he would stop 
to take deliberate aim, but the distance 
\\·as too great for Philip to see i f  his 
shots took effect. 

Philip hurled himself down the hiD 
after IT. The snow cracked under his 
footsteps. 

Then he was at th� edge of the lake, 
not far from IT, and Philip noticed 
that ITS progress \vas painful as IT 
made ITS way over the frosted ice. 

It was when IT reached the middle 
of the little lake, that Philip fired his 
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last shot at a distance of less than thirty 
feet. 

Again a horrible shriek rent the 
stillness of that desolate place . It 
echoed and reechoed through the pine
clad biBs . 

. l\nd as IT screamed, IT flung up 
dreadful arms. Then it bad disap
peared. 

Philip rushed over the ice. .t\ large 
hole with j agged edges showed black 
against the \\·hite of the frozen lake. 

Philip knelt and peered down into 
the black water, but there was nothing 
there. 

Philip returned at a fW1 to the cabin. 
Leonore had fallen asleep aga in . 
Philip arranged the covers around her, 
and now, fully awake, sat through the 
remaining watches o f  the night. 

A \\·ild joy surged through his veins. 
The dreaded seventh birthday had ar
rived and Leonore \vas safe. Philip 
felt, rather than knew, that IT wou ld 
never come again. _ H e  laughed aloud, 
and his laughter was horrible in its 
frenzy of triumph. 

\\7ith the first streak of dawn, Philip 
left the cabin. He searched for foot-

prints. But on the hard frozen snow, 
he found only his own. The soft 
padded feet of the Beast had left no 
trace. 

For an hour or more Philip searched 
in the snow. l'hen, he went down to 
the lake. He walked across the frozen 
surface unti l he came to where the hole 
in the ice had been a fe\v hours before. 

But there was no hole. Already it 
had frozen over, but the ice was clear
transparent as heavy glass. 

Kneel ing beside this w indow in the 
f rozen lake, Phi lip peered down · 

down. 
I...ooking up at him, under the clear 

ice, was the face of IT. Involuntarily 
Philip drew back. And then he realized 
that IT \vas dead, and so he could Jook 
without fear. 

Philip looked do,,·n again, and then a 
cry of horror broke frotn himf for he 
recognized in  the face of IT, beneath 
the dark red hair, the features of  the 
man he had \v ronged the features of 
Richard Bleake. 

And it was there on the lake that the 
detectives, sent by the bank , found 
Phil ip Creighton a gibbering madman. 

By Freeman Harrison 

HE yellow stars come out in du11 parade, 

The seething stretches of the summer sea 
Are painted by a dull-red August moon. 

And i n  that magic track of darkling red, 
That pathway by the crimson moon unfurled, 

As in the smoke of a mystic pipe I sec 
The spray-tossed faces of the Grecian world. 

Three thousand years ! And yet so near they sean ; 
'Give me your hand ! , "Smile with those eyes so 

brown !" 
uoh, turn to me, girl of the jet-black hair ; 

I hope we shall meet when you come to town t" 



BOOK I. THE ROUSING OF NIT-RA. 

CHAPTER I. 

T H E  M O M E N TOCS DECISION OF \\'ILLIAM 
DI NGS. 

I� to the walJ," murmured Wil
liam Bings dejectedly, laying 
his last two-bit piece on his 

knee and staring at  it with the hostile 
eye of one who had never before been 
reduced to such ext remity, "me to the 
\\·all, and all on account of a petrified 
man, an educated hog, a frizzle-topped 
albiner "·ho thinks she can \Varble, a 
fake Injun, and a long-haired quack ! 

"If  the sentiments o f  this tw<rby-four 
town are a fair san1ple of the country's 
intelligence, I 'm blessed i f  \Ve haventt 
been going down grade al1 the way from 
Bunker Hill to Kettle Hill. It's de
moralizin' the way the public passes up 
me and the real thing for that bunch 
of torchlight gra fters with the bottled 
dope." 

Bings sighed, pocketed the coin so
licitously, then cast up his liabilities 
while he chewed at  an unlighted cigar. 

"Hotel bill, two dollars ; bar bill, 
three-fifty ; rent of storeroom for two 

profitless dayst five dollars ; total, ten
fi fty. And I've got," he murmured, 
ha rking back to his resources, �·one 
grip containing a secondhand dress suit, 
one spiel on Ancient Egypt, the Ra-Ra 
boy and t'':enty-five cents in silver I 
I don't know, but I guess, if I can 
manage it, I 'd bet ter duck. I f  I can 
get to the next town ahead o f  this tnedi
cine gang mebby I can do business.'' 

Lighting the cigar, \Villiam Rings 
spent ten fruitless minutes trying to 
frame up some plan for vanishing, with 
all his goods and chattels, from the 
place where he was to the place where 
he'd like to be. Nit- Ra presented a dif· 
ficulty that was insurrnountable, and, 
inasmuch as �it- Ra was Bings' stock 
in trade, to leave h im behind \\·as out 
of the question .. 

"Old Johnny 1-Ia rdluck has got me 
flagged for fair,'' rumin::ted Bings. 
"The landlord'll gather in my effects 
and 1 '1 1  have to do a stunt in some hay 
field if I want to replevy. I 'm It, all 
right. This  one-horse burg has landed 
on me too numerous to mention .. " 

Yet, in that dark hour when aD 
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seemed lost, and the a) fat fa of the dis
tant meadows grew into a canebrake 
and ominously beckoned, an idea shot 
like the ray of a bull's-eye through the 
gloomy mind of William Bings. This 
idea expanded and ultimately became 
a Momentous Decision. 

That was the age of consoli&t ion. 
In union there was strength, absence 
of competition, and a strangle hold on 
the public throat, so that uan1alg:.mate" 
had become the slogan in every line of 
human endeavor. 

"By j inks, I 've got it !'' exclaimed 
·Bings, jumping from his chair as 
though touched \\·ith a live wire. "If 
I can pull the thing off it will be a . , Winner. 

With William Bings to think \\·as to 
act. There were t\\10 hotels in the town, 
and forthv.·ith he started for the other 
one. 

"Is Doctor G1ngel about the prem
ises ?" he asked of the clerk in the office. 

At that precise moment the ceiling of 
the office was echoing with the heavy 
tread of  som� one on the floor above. 
A mumble of rapid speech could also 
be heard. The clerk raised his eyes 
to a festoon of red, white, and blue tis
sue paper from \\·hosf! center depended 
a bracket with two oil lamps. 

"The doctor's here, all right," he 
grinned. "Want to see him ?" 

"I \\rant to get clo..<;e �nough to his 
august presence to corral him in con
versation," replied Bings ; ''but if  he's 
busy " 

"Go right up," said the clerk ; "the1n's 
the orders he left i f any customers 
asked for him in the office. He keeps 
all the medicine in his room." 

Bings \\'asn't a fter medicine, but he 
let it go at that. 

usecond-floor front ?u he called back 
as he started for the stairs. 

.,That's it ; you can't miss it," and the 
clerk lighted another cigarette and con
tinued his reflections. 

Near the head of the stairs was a 

door bearing a placard with this inscrip
tion : 

omce of 

'J'HE PIUTE PANACEA CO . •  

Anzi Glngel, M. D., 

Proprietor. 

A Guaran Cure for All the Ills That 

F1eeh Is Heir to. 

Walk In and Be Convinced ! 
Bings walked in.. The room \vas 

small, contained a table and three 
chairs, and had a much-battered ana
tomical chart suspended from one of 
the walls. 

Doctor Gingel, ho""·ever, was not to 
be seen. Evidently he was in an ad
joining room whose door stood partly 
open. Through the oproing came hot 
words, punctuated by the stertorous 
breathing of a stout man in deep anger. 
The heavy footfalls also were more pro
nounced at close range than they had 
been in the office. 

"Ungrateful scoundrel !" wheezed 
the voice that was doing most of the 
heavy work. ''Didn't I haul you out 
of the gutter and set you on your feet ? 
Didn't I make a man out of you, and 
didn't " 

uy ou made a petrified man out o' 
me," interrupted a second voice ; 44that's 
what you done. You know blame' we11, 
Gingel, it's wuth - more'n three dollars 
a week to ltt yourself be whitewashed 
an' play dead for four hours every eve
nin'. You wouldn't do it for no sech 
money. " 

"Imbecile ! Am I, with my vast store 
of learning. to be classed with an igno
ramus who never did a st roke of honest 
work in his life until he met me ? You 
was a drunken sot, and the Panacea 
killed the appetite ; you was doubled 
up with rheumatiz, and the Panacea 
straightened you out ; you was naked 
and �tarving, and the Panacea put 
cloth� on your back and food in your 
stomach. 

"Now, in the face of a11 this, you 
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have the brazen effrontery to come to 
me and kick about the wages I pay you. 
Shame � Hang your head, sir hang 
it, I say ! and prove that you have one 
last l ingering spark of manhood some
where in the depths of your base nature. 

uSam Jackson, do you realize that, 
as a reward for my liberality and fos
tering care, you are e1nulating the ser
pent and striking at the hand that feeds 
you ? But enough, more than enough ! 
Tell me, once and for all, wilt you con
tinue to do the petrified man at three 
per week and keep ?" 

" 11ake it five, doc, and " 

"Never !" roared the doctor. 
"Then you can git another petrified 

man ; I 'm done." 
"So atn I. But just one word, Sam 

Jackson : Dare to breathe even so 
much as a whisper about your double 
role with the Panacea Company and 
that will be mv cue to act to act, do 

... 

you understand ? In other words, I 
shall proceed against you by due proc
ess o f  law on a charge of  fraud. That 
will do. I hope, I sincerely hope, we 
have seen each other for the last t ime!' 

The door o f  the inner room was flung 
wide, and a tall, loosely hung man with 
a bleaehed complexion came hurtling 
through and col1ided with the opposite 
wall. Recovering his breath \vith a 
gasp, he grabbed at the knob o f  the hall 
door and let himsel f out in a hurry. 

This depart ing individual was 
watched, from the threshold of the sec
ond chamber, by a short, broad man in 
a black frock coat, a yelJow silk vest, 
plaid trousers, buff spats, and patent
leather shoes. Bings, having gazed at 
the doctor from the outskirts o f  a crowd 
the night before, recognized him in
stantly. 

"You are next, I believe," said the 
doctor, brushing his long hair back 
from his bulging brow in order that 
he might, with his right sleeve, take up 
an excess of moisture that had gath
ered. "Come in. sir," the doctor added, 

"and I will diagnose your case and pre
scribe.'' 

Se1dom, indeed, has opportunity 
fa11en into the lap of misfortune so • 
felicitously. Bings saw his chance, ana 
was ready to make the most of it. 

44 1t's this way, doc," said he, after 
h e  had followed the stout gentleman 
into the other room, "my name's Bings, 
William Bings, and I 'm conductin' a 
little amusement enterprise of my own, 
see ? I didn't know but we might con
solidate." 

"What's your speciality, M r. Bings ?'' 
inquired Doctor Gingel, looking his lit
tle, red-haired caller over with a critical 
eye. 

"It's a nice, genteel dip," confided 
Bings, "and if  you'll come with me and 
give me about ten minutes o f  your val
uable time I 'II put you next." 

"I j ust fired one o f  my attractions," 
remarked the doctor, still keeping his 
keen glance on the little man, 

" so it  
happens that you have approached me 
at the psychological moment. " He got 
up and reached for his top hat. HMy 
intuition, which is rarely at fault, as
sures me that you have something up 
your sleeve that may be worth while. 
Inasmuch as the mountain - \\·ill not 
come to Hannibal i\ugustus," he fin
ished with a rare smile, "Hannibal Au
gustus will go to the mountain." 

This Jast allusion was over the head 
of  William Bings, and \\'·hile he 
screene4 his ignorance with a knowing 
look, his inner consciousness was as
suring him that Doctor Gingel was a 

bright, particular star in the heavens 
o f  quackery. Plainly there \vas more 
to Doctor Gingel than Bings had here
tofore supposed. 

Bings conducted his companion to the 
storeroom, admitted him, and led him 
to a pair of yellow portieres. 

"You are now," said Bings in the 
language of his "spiel ," "about to feast 
your eyes on one o f  the greatest curi
osities which the Ancient World bas 
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banded down to the Modem. N apo-
Jeon, you remember, \\·hen he stood 
within the shadder of the Pyramids, 
called out to his soldiers :  ' Forty cen
turies are lookin' down upon you ! '  
Now we have it the other way around, 
for you, doctor, are look in' down upon 
forty centuries." 

With that, Bings pulled a string and 
the yellow curtains pa rted. A human 
forn1 v-·as revealed, resting upon a board 
which. in turn, rested on the backs of 
two chairs. The board, covered with 
oilcloth, strove feebly to imitate a mar
ble slab. 

"Although the gent you are now pip
ing off," proceeded B ings, His four 
thousand years old, more or less, and 
sho\\�s a fe\\· signs of wear and tear, 
yet it is admitted that he is  the longest, 
as well as the best, preserved inhabitant 
of ancient Egypt v.·hich has ever been 
handed dO\\'n to us. Obs�rve the yel
)o\\·ness o f  the exposed skin ; a touch 
will reveal its firrnness and remarkable 
pliability. This proves that the gent 
under discussion \\·as emban1med by the 
Thebans, in the best style of the art. 
Note, too, how every feature is  retained 
�the lips, the nose, the ears, the lashes 
of the closed eyes, even the hair of the 
head. 

' 'That long box leanin' against the 
wall is the original cedar\\·ood sar
cophagus which our friend has inhab
ited for these thousands of years, and 
from which he has been taken in order 
that you may get a better focus on him 
with your lamps. Step close to it. Get 
next to those dinky little marks carved 
on the cover. Pictures ? Not on your 
tintype ! Language, that's what they 
are hieroglyph s. 

"Some of the hieroglyphs are framed 
in an oblong ring. The ring's a car
touche, and a mark of royalty, The 
name in the cartouche is Nit-Ra, and 
the meanin' is  that the sarcophagus 
contains all that '� left of the powerful 
potentate, King Nit-Ra. of the 'steenth 

dynasty. That there hawk's head is a 
sign of , 

44Y our remarks are mighty interest
ing, Mr. Bings/' broke in Doctor Gin
gel, Hbut, if  I listen much longer, I 'll 
overstay my ten minutes. The petri
fied-man box on our wagon will just 
about take in the sarcophagus. What 
are your tertns ?" 

"Ten per," replied Bings promptly, 
"includin' my tbree squares and a place 
to pound my ear you to advance ten 
and a half so't I can get clear o f  this 
one-night stand \Vithout complicat ions. " 

The doctar reflected. N it-Ra was a 
dra\ving card beside which the petrified 
man, as enacted by Sam Jackson, paled 
to insignificance. 

' 'By the way,'' said the doctor, 
"where did you get this ?" and h e  
waved a hand toward N it - Ra .. 

"I had an uncle, my sole remaining 
relative,'' explained Bings ; Hhe had lots 
of  dough, and his  game was collectin' 
antiq uities� \Vhen uncle quit I expected 
to be remembered with enough to keep 
me, but would you believe it ? he left 
his \\"ad to the Karnak Exploration So
ciety and cut me off with a mummy. 
That's how I connected with Nit-Ra." 

"\Ve need some one to look after our 
team and \\·agon," proceeded the doc
tor, '4and to intrduce Pinkey, the Por
cine \\'"onder. I f  vou'll attend to those 

., 

duties, and make yoursel f use ful dur-
ing our evening demonstrations, I 'll ac
cept your tenns. " 

" Done !" said \Villiam Bings. 
In slang parlance, by this momentous 

decision on the part of Bings, the en
tire Piute Panacea Company was 
"done" and to the king's taste. 

CH .. -\PTER II. 
A STARTLING DISCOVERY. 

N EAR  the center of our beloved 
country any good map will dis

close an oblong patch of yellow. To
ward the eastern side of this gamboge-
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ous parallelogram the searching eye wi11 
light upon a minute circle with lines 
radiatin� from its circumference. 

This go1den patch in the network of 
States is Kansas ; the fringed circ)e is 
Otta\\·a, county seat of Franklin. And 
there in Ottawa, Franklin County, Kan
sas, the tremendous thing which makes 
this chronicle possible was brought to 
pass. 

Fate was responsible, of course ; 
fate, aided and abetted bv the consoli-

... 

dation of Bings and �it-Ra 'vith the 
Piute Panacea Company. 

The Piute Panacea Company Doc
tor Gingel, president, general manager, 
secretary and treasurer traveled from 
town to town in its own wagon, with 
its own team, paid its own expenses . 
usuaJty and pocketed its own profits. 

The Panacea was being introduced to 
a suffering public by night, with guitar 
and song by Mademoiselle Helene, with 
high-class specialties ·by the Porcine 
\Yonder now introduced by Bings�
with a corroborative view of Hatch-a
Kaw, ex-chief of the Piutes, who had 
wrested the secret formula from the 
head medicine man of the tribe for the 
benefit of the palefaces ; with an in
structive glimpse of Nit-Ra, the Egyp
tian mummy one glimpse with each 
dollar bottle. or six for five and lastly 
\vith learned retnarks on Egyptology, 
educated pigs, Piute folklore, and the 
physical ills of mankind by Doctor Gin
gel. 

In private life l-fadernoiseHe Helene 
was Sallie GingeJ, daughter of the 
learned gelltlentan who was doing so 
much to e�Joit the Panacea. Peroxide 
and a judicious use of curl papers had 
trans formed }l iss Gingel into an al
bino for demonstration purposes. 

She had studied the voice under Pro
fessor Ham Billings, in her native town 
of Crimp's Comers, Illinois, and the 
guitar under Madame Vere, of Bloss
burg. As a result her performance 
was both Bitlingsonian and Veresque, 

and sufficiently moving for a Panacea 
audience. 

Pinkey, the Porcine Wonder, had a 
cage on the left side of the wagon, op
posite the long box wherein the petrified 
man had been exposed to view and 
which was no\\· preentpted by Nit-Ra 
hedged around by a reserve stock of 
bottled Panacea. 

As exhibited by Bings on an eleTated 
platfor1n, Pinkey showed his almost hu
man intelligence by answering certain 
questions o f  the doctor's, as : "Now. 
Pinkey, tell the ladies and gentlemen 
what medicine is the most wonderful 
in the world ?" And thereupon Pinkey 
would root over lettered blocks until he 
had spelled out the words, "Piute Pan
acea., 

Such startling demonstrations of 
brute reason in the realm of applied 
medicine never failed o f  a hand. 

· 

Hatch-a-Kaw, when clear of the pub
lic eye and minus his red paint, blankets. 
and feathers, was Jim Simpson. In off 
hours he wooed the entrancing Made
moiselle Helene, but without apprecia.-. 
ble effect. 

As already set down, his was the 
forrnula that had made that business 
venture of the doctor's a possibility. 
The fot rnula was in three parts, each 
part on a separate sheet. The medicine 
man from whom it was wrested must 
have been tolerably well grounded i11 
chemistry, for each pari was full of  
Latin and symbols which Jim Simp-
son did not pretend to understand. It 
was good business to place the respon� 
si�lity on the Piutes, so that Doctor 
Ginge) did not delve very deep itlto the 
Panacea•s true origin . • 

This three-part forrnu1a Jim SirtlP."· 
son guarded as the apple of his eye ; 
not even the doctor could ever get so 
much as a fleeting glimpse of any one. 
of the papers. 

· 

When the supply of Panacea ran low 
the first part \vas fiRed in one � 
the second in another, and the third ia 
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yet another, Simpson standing over 
each druggist the while to prevent the 
making of a copy for the prescription 
file. 

The three parts were then mix�, 
diluted \vith four barrels of water, and 
lo ! for the sum of one dollar and sixty
three cents there resulted many, many 
bottles to be disposed of at a dollar per. 
Profit ? \Vell, the bottles cost some
thing, and so did the corks and the 
labels. Then, too, there was all this 
talent to be reimbursed. 

The stars had engineered it so that 
Simpson and Gingel first crossed each 
other's orbit i .. 1 Texas. It \Vas there 
these two bright lights had decided to 
merge into one Lone Star. 

Gingel, at that time, was selling a 
combination can opener, scre'v driver, 
tweezers, corkscrew, hoof cleaner, and 
ear spoon. Simpson was just back 
from the Ph ilippines, honorably dis
charged from the ninety-second squad 
of ln1perial Negrito Chasers. He had 
used up his travel p� and all that was 
left of his thirteen dellars a month, but 
he still had his khaki clothes,. his for
mula, and an overwhelm ing desire for 
real work. He met Gingel on a Hous
ton comer, and the same yearning that 
had afflicted Wil liam Bings at a later 
date took hold of S impson : Why not 
consolidate \vith this verbose gentlernan 
of that multum-in-parvo contrivance ? 

Simpson mentioned his Panacea. 
Gingel was channed with the idea. 
ForthYlith they entered into an agree
ment. 

In consideration of the sum of fifty 
thousand dollars, to be paid in monthly 
in�tallments of twenty dollars, Simpson 

was to supply the Panacea and Gingel 
the bottles, corks, labels, and other ma
chinery of distribution ; and , until the 
fifty thousand dollars was paid, Simp
son was to keep his forntula. A fter 
that it \vas to become common property. 

On receiving the first batch of Pana
, Gingel privately sent samples to 

noted chemists. Their reports were to 
the effect that the compound defied 
analysis ; so the astute  Gingel settled 
down to reap what profits he could over 
and above the necessary expenses. 

The proprietors of the Panacea be
gan humbly, walking from place to 
place and hauling their stock in trade 
on a hand cart. Presently they 'vere 
able to purchase a horse and "'agon ; 
and then, by a lucky stroke in the fever
and-ague district of Arkansas they 
traded a dozen bottles of Panacea for 
the educated razorback. u1 timatelv 

.. 

they �xpanded into the specially con-

structed \\:agon drawn by a team, the 
doctor's daughter left one of the minor 
vaudeville circttits to join them, Simp
son developed the petrified-man idea, 
and Fortune's pl�asant look became a 
broad smile. 

Here we come to the parting of the 
ways, when, i n  that little t0\\'11 the first 
stop beyond Kansas City, Kansas the 
petrified man went on strike and Bings 
stepped into the breach 'vith N it-Ra. 

To an intelligent mind the steps by 
which an infant industry sheds . its 
swaddling clothes and attains its adult 
stature ought to be sufficiently interest
ing to excuse the digression. 

A week \vas consumed by the medi
cine people in working their way to 
Olathe. It was a week of adjustment 
for Bings, but he proved readily adapta
ble and came to fit his new berth as. 
a round peg fits a circular hole. 

His painstaking efforts \\·on the 
hearty commendation of Doctor Gingel. 
The bogus ex-chief of the Piutes, hO\\'
ever, v.·as frankly hostile. He h ld 
caught �iaden1oisell� Helene, on t\\·o 
separate occasions, giving the new re
cruit a languishing eyt. 

The doctor took note of this widen
ing breach , but, so far from attempting 
to heal it, h� assutned an attitude of 
studied indifference. Now and again 
a keen observer might have detected a 
gleam of satisfaction in the doctor's 
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·murky eyes on their beholding so1ne 
flagrant manifestation of the bad blood 
between these two members of the 
Panacea's aggregation. 

Whenever the itinerant dispensary 
trundled into a town the doctor, Made
moiselle Helette, and Jim Simpson 
straightway took up their lodgings in 
the best hotel ; but William B ings slept 
under the canopy top of the wagon, with 
N.it-Ra on one side of him and Pinkey 
on the other. 

That first night in Olathe, while the 
doctor was smoking a post-prandial 
cigar in his room, William Bings burst 
in on him with a face the color v£ old 
cheese, and red hair fairly standing on 
end. 

" Some one run off with Pinkey ?" de
manded the doctor, whose intuit ion ap
peared to have taken a Jay-off. ,.Any-. 
thing happened to Nit-Ra ?" By then 
he was on his feet and had caught Bings 
by the ar,n. "Out with it, Bings ,.

, 
he 

admonished. ••Tell me th� worst at 
once." 

''It i t  " Bings' faded b1ue eyes 
stared into vacancy with slowly growing 
horror. With a hollow groan he 
dropped into a chair and covered his 
face. •'Is it the padded cell for mine ?" 

he babbled . "Have 1--oh, have I gone 
off the jump ? Say, doc, you noticed 
anything wrong about me lately ?" 

"'Not a thing, William/' answered. 
Gingel, "so help me. But you've got a 
bad attack of the nerves just � now. 
\Vhat's gone wrong ?" 

Bings l i fted his hueless face and 
stared stonily at the doctor as be 
gasped : 

"'The mummy---it it opened and 
shut one eye as as I looked into the 
-the box. Rrrr ! My skin g�s up 
and walks all over me with cold feet 
when I think of it . •  ,. . 

The doctor turned to a table and 
· poured out two fingers of the Panacea 
in a giass .. 

"'Drink this," said be, "and you11 feel 
48TbriU 

better." It was a pretty stiff dose, and 
Bings tossed it  off at a gulp. ult's been 
a hot day," the doctor added, "and 
you 've had a touch of the sun." 

"Forget it, doc ! Either I'm dotty or 
Nit-Ra tipped me a wink when I flashed 
the lantern into his box no more'n five 
minutes ago. Remenber when we 
jolted over that railroad track at the 
edge o' town ? Well, say, I thought I 
heard some of the glassware in the box 
with the Ra-Ra boy go to smash, and 
after I put up the horses I saw the 
wagon was lea.kin' Panacea. 

''I got out the lantern, unlocked the 
door of the box, and, sure enough, 
Nit-Ra was all afloat in the sarcopha
rus. I set down the ligbt to lift him 
up, and ·-·and he opened that old lamp 
o' his and d-rew down the lid again just 
as natura] ! 

''Look here, doc r you needn't wag 
your coco like that and get such a hor
rible sot ry on. I 'm giving it to you 
straight.. If  that mummy didn't wink 
at me I'vt gone dippy, one or t'other .. 

" 

The doctor ran his fingers th rough 
his long hair and picked up his hat. 

' 'My poor, deluded friend," said he, 

"weary as I am with this day's jour
ney, I 'll go back with you to the wagon 
and �et your troubled mind at rest." 

They left the hotel together, l3ings 
clinging to the doctor's arrn.. Wben 
they reached the wagon the lantern was 
still burning, and the door of Nit-Ra 's 
box wa� swinging open, just as Bings 
had I�ft it. 

••Look r·- William Bings whispered 
hoarsely, hauling back on the doctor's 
ar1n. 

"What's to pay now �" queried Gin
gel. 

"The lantern," mumbled Bings. "I 
left it in the box ! And now it's on 
the the ground., 

William Bings was no coward. And 
yet his t�tb were chattering. 

Shaking the tren1bling hand from his 
ar1n, Doctor Gin�l strode forwar� 
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seized the lantern, and Bashed it into 
the interior of the box. Another in
stant and he fell back as though 
stricken. Bings started to run. 

44Wait !" shouted the doctor. 
Bings halted breathlessly and turned 

around. 
"Did it wink at you ?" he asked. 
uWink ? What nonsense ! No, it 

didn't wink. Bings, Nit-Ra isn't there ; 
the sarcophagus is empty. The mummy 
has been stolen. You accommodatingly 
)eft the door open when you fled and 
some rascal took advantage of it. See 
if the hog is safe. I'm off to find the 
police." 

Thereupon Doctor Gingel vanished 
into the night, leaving Bings in a cold 
sweat and hovering about in the gloom 
at a respectable distance from the Pan
acea wagon. 

This Olathe incident, startling though 
it appears at first sight, must not be 
confounded with the later event sched
uled to take place in Ottawa. It was a 
straw in the wind, nothing more. 

CHAPTER III. 

THE SECOND MANIFESTATION. 

HEN Doctor Gingel, in the course 
of an hour, returned to the wagon 

\vith one of the Olathe police force 
Wil1iam Bings was not in evidence. He 
was loudly called, and presently ap
peared from around the comer of a 
neighboring bam in which the horses 
were being kept. 

''\Vhere have you been, Bings ?'' que
ried the doctor. 

"Er I went around to the lee side 
of the barn. You see, I wanted to get 
out of the wind so's I could light my 
pipe." 

There wasn't any wind, and Bings 
hadn't any pipe. But the doctor was 
too much excited to be critical. 

"The mummy," Gingel explained to 
the officer, picking up the lantern, and 
stepping toward the open door of the 

long box, "was kept in there. While 
my man here thoughtlessly left the door 
open and went into the town some mis
creant happened along and annexed the 
priceless ancient relic." 

"What in Sam Hill would a thief 
want of a mummy ?" asked the matter
of-fact officer. 

4'We are face to face with a fact," 
said the doctor with dignity, "and it 
is not necessary to inquire into the 
motive. I f  you will give your atten-
tion to the interior of the box " 

With the last words the doctor had 
given the box's interior his  own fur
ther attention. And again, as before, 
he jumped back with a startled excla
mation, gazing wildly from the officer 
to Bings, and then back to the officer. 

" Found somethin' you overlooked 
before ?" queried the officer. 

"It's it's back again,'' said Gingel 
blankly. 

"What's back again ? The mummy ?" 
"Yes. The thief, experiencing an at

tack of conscience, has returned Nit-Ra 
to the place from whence he was taken." 

41Funny move for a thief to make !" 
exclaimed the officer. And then he be
came jeeringly offensive. "You fellers 
must have had a drop too much," he 
added. "This now-you-see-it-and-now
you-don't business is pretty thin. Got 
a l icense to work this town with your 
patent dope ?'' 

' 'I'll  have the license, sir," answered 
the doctor importantly, "when I begin 
to work." 

"See't you do,'' growled the officer, 
turning away, '•or I 'll pull your whole 
outfit, mummy and all." 

With temper on edge because he had 
been needlessly disturbed, the guardian 
of the peace went his way. Embold
ened by the doctor's presence, Bings 
drew close and looked with him through 
the open door. 

Nit-Ra, as usual, was stretched out 
in his cedarwood case. There was not 
a particle of change in his appearance. 
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He was as calm and immovable as he 
had been. at any time for the last four 
thousand years. 

"You watched the \vagon carefully, 
Bings ?" asked the perplex-ed doctor. 

"Sure, except when I went around 
the end o £ the bat n .. " 

"Ho,v long were you there ?" 
"It might ta' been five minutes, and 

it might 'a' been ionger." 
Hit was long enough, at all  events, 

so that the thi-ef had ampJe time to 
return Nit- Ra to his original place with
out being seen by you. \V e will re
move the broken bottles, Bings, and 
drain the sarcophagus." 

The doctor did rnost of the -work, 
Bings concentrating the heft of his at
tention on N it-Ra's shrunken eyelids. 
Not once did either tid so mu:ch as 
fli cker.. Whett the door was closed and 
securely locked Bings heaved a sigh of 
relief. 

"Get into the wagon and go to sleep, 
Bings ,'' said Gingel as he handed ov�r 
the padlock key. 

'fSay, doc,''  fluttered Bings, uyou"re 
shy a few if you think I 'm going to 
stick out the rest of the night here alone. 
Not me. This hocus pocus has given 
me a jolt that ifs hard to get over. " 

In his present mood Bings would not 
have hesitated a moment to abandon 
the wagon and everything in it. Self
interest compelled Gingel to ignore his 
own comfort and convenience and defer 
to h is  employee's unhappy state of 
mind.. For some time the two sat on 
the wagon seat, in clo5e and earnest 
conversation. During that talk the doc
tor's reason for not seeking to recon
cile Bings and Simpson was brought 
out into the litnelight. 

Before Gtngel and Bings crept under 
the blankets behind the seat, they had 
entered into a con�pira.:y aitned at the 
three-part fonnula. For the sum of 
fifty d<ltlars Bings had been persuaded 
to attetnpt a light-fin�red perforrnance 
on the person of Jim Simpson. The 

very first opportunity was to be Bings' 

cue to act. 
A single night of refreshing slumber 

enabl� Bi� to recover his nerve, and 
during the remainder of the company's 
three days' stay in Olathe N it-Ra re

ma ined placid, and his owner's confi
den-ce \\·as  fully restored. 

There wa s no gainsaying the fact that 
the mummy had made a bigger hit with 
the public than the petrified man ever 
had done. People bought the Panacea, 
in some instances, merely to get a look 
at Nit-Ra. 

The peculiar vici ssitudes of the 
mummy on that first night in OJathe 
we� written up for the local daily. 

This free advertising aroused curios

ity ; and white people generally were 

crying "Fake !" and charging up the 
theft o f  the mummy to the am iable doc
tor's imaginat ion they flocked in crowds 
to buy the Panacea and get a glimpse 
o f  N it-Ra. 

From Olathe the Patlacea people 
continued to work downward into the 
Sunflo\'\�t State, finally wheel ing across 
the suspension bridge tbat spanned the 
�lara is des Cynges River and rounding 
to in the fateful spot that was to wit

ness the cOtllpany,s demoralization .. 
The worst ruin is the kind that faDs 

l ike a thunderclap, trail ing along at 
the heels of seeming good fortune. That 
is precisely the brand of destruction 

that overtook the Panacea Company. 
As usua1, \vhen i t  was possible to do 

so. the \vagon was moored in a vacant 
lot contiguous to a livery stable. Th� 

day was hot, and the ride from Le 
Loup had been blis�ringty uncomfort
able. 

As soon as the wagon had come to a 
halt, Mademoiselle Helen� Doctor Gin
gel, and Jim Simpson disappeared, leav
ing Dings to take ca� of the team and 
look a fter the rest of the company's 
belongings. Bings �upposed that Simp
son, as was his Cllstom, had accompa
nied MadetnoiseUe Helene and the doc-
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tor to a hotel ; therefore Bings' surprise 
·was great when, on leaving the bam 
after looking to the horses, he found 
Simpson stretched out on a heap of 
straw in the rear. 

Overweary, the bogus ex-chief had 
yielded to a desire for sleep, and was 
catching his forty winks in the most 
convenient place. It was five o'clock 
in the afternoon. There would be no 
deJnonstration that night, for the town 
had first to be properly billed. 

Bings stood for a space looking down 
upon the sleeping form in the straw. 
Next he stole a cautious glance at his 
surroundings. There, behind the barn, 
all was serene and not another soul in 
sight. 

The trick was turned very neatly ; 
so neatly, indeed, that one might have 
argued previous experience in that line 
on the part of Bings. However, that 
point does not, at the present moment, 
concern us. 

When William Bings arose from the 
sleeping fortn of Simpson he held in 
his deft fingers the three slips which 
bore the fortnula. And the overweary 
Simpson slept blissfully on. 

As Bings turned toward the wagon 
he saw, or thought he saw, a Bash of 
white. The door of the mummy box 
was gaping wide, having in some in
conceivable manner been left unlocked 
by the last person who had drawn upon 
the reserve supply of Panacea. This 
p�rson might have �en Bings himself, 
or any one of the others connected with 
the company. It would have been a 
comparatively easy matter for the door 
to jar open i £ the hasp of the padlock 
had not been pushed through the staple. 

But what caused Bings to catch his 
breath and come to a stand was this : 
He had seen th� fla.sh of white against 
1he black backgrou11d of the box's i�t
tlf,itW. 

If a person does not believe in the 
&upematural he is never afraid of it. 
Dings believed, and he began to palpi-

tate and hold on to himself. Had it 
been night, instead of broad day, he 
woul$1 certainly have run for Gingel. 

While he stood there, battling with 
his fears, a man came out into a neigh
boring yard and went to splitting wood ; 
two small boys drew near the wagon 
and began a running fire of juvenile 
comment ; in the stable a whistling hos
tler could be heard moving around and 
doling out oats to the live stock. 

Bings took heart, smothered his ter
ror, and flew to the open door of the 
mummy box. The gruesome Nit-Ra 
was stretched at his ease in the sa r
cophagus. 

There was no broken glassware in 
the box, but on the floor, close to the 
cedarwood receptacle, stood an un
corked and empty Panacea bottle. No 
doubt the bottle had been drained by 
the same person who had neglected to 
snap the padlock. 

Bings retnoved the bottle and 
slammed and locked the door. Then 
he dropped weakly down and caught his 
head in his hands. 

There was no use talking, his brain 
felt queer. Was the sun really getting 
in its work on him, as the doctor had 
suggested ? 

Now that Bings had the forrnula 
there was a good chance to squeeze the 
Panacea people, make a "raise" in three 
figures, at least, and then go off some
where and give his head a rest. Why 
not ? he asked himself. 

Bings decided to sleep over it before 
finally making up his mind. After vis
iting a restaurant and fortifying himsel f 
with a meal, he returned to the wagon, 
smoked a couple of pipes, drew a meas
ure of comfort from a flask of "Dutch 
courage," and crept between his blan
kets. 

How long be slept he did not know ; 
but he was aroused by a clammy hand 
gripping his throat. His wild eyes be
held a figure bending over him and his 
nostrils inhaled the peculiar, musty odor 
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which had Jong been associatecl with 
Nit-Ra. 

A slow horror .pulsed through Bings' 
nerves. His tongue clove to tbe roof 
of h is mouth aDd his limbs were para
lyzed. 

Meanwhile that bony, freezing band 
continued to restrict his br�athing. The 
last thing he 1"'Vllized was that another 
hand was dart ing from pocket to pocket 
in a deft and exhaustive search. 

Then William Bings straightened out, 
and from a state of terror passed into 
one o f  coma. To all inte11ts and pur
pos� he wai as thoroughly tifel�s as 
Nit-Ra had ever been. 

CHAPTER IV. 
THE CULMINATIN-G EVENT. 

BINGS awoke next morn ing with a 
vagt.ae notion that he had been 

through a partirnlar1y trying night
mare. His throat felt sor� and mt
comfortabJ�, and he looked at it 1n a 
small mK-ror belonging to Ma<k111oiseTie 
Helene. 

The skm had a red a·nd chafed ap
pearance. Putting away the mirror, he 
leaned back aga inst the mummy box 
and t ried to remember the details of 
his dr�am. During the mental effort 
his eyes alighted on an empty flask that 
]ay in t� bottom of th� wagon. 

Could t�at empty flask explam any
thing ? Were his  sympt01ns entirsy 
thos� which wa:it upon a bon vivant in 
the cold I ight of the morning after ? 

His intellect was not in good work
ing order, his f)Ulse was sluggish , and 
a feeling of l�ssitude oppressed trim. 
Oimbing down from th� wag� he 
moved slowly to the bam trough and 
deluged 'his face with cold water. 

�n h.is thoughts began to flow with 
tolerable swiftness and prer�ision. He 
ren1a11bered the choking gnp and the 
searching hand. A shiver of dread con
vulsed him and he went through his  
dotbes. 

l.t was gone ! That fotrnula, on 
whick he had beea building. his hopes 
oi gain had vanished from the pocket 
in which it had been so careful ly placed . 

He ntshed back to the wagon and · 
·gated the door of the mummy 

box. The door '"·as closed and the pad
lock securely snapped and in th� stapie .. 

His intagination had again got the 
better of him. He had been robbed, 

but not by Nit-Ra. 1'he clamtny hand, 

the musty odor had been merely the 
figtl'tetsts <>t a disordered brain. 

Perhaps Jim Simpson, discovering 
b"' loss .and divining th� cause of it, 
had retaliated in 'kind. That must be 
the explanat ion. As for the vagaries 
surrounding that nocturnal proceeding , 
the ernpty Bask might be suppos� to 
apeak with considerable eloquence. 

"I'm landed and strung, all right," 
murmured William Bings. "I've been 
jonahed ever since I Sew my kite out 
of K. C." 

Wlai� be was �a-tillg hts hard luck, 
Doctor Gmge1 puffed his way into the 
vacant lot ,  moved up beJ.tind his melan
choly �mployee, and dropped a hand on 
bis shoulder. 

"All things come to the man with 
a pull . ' '  smiled the doctor radiantly. 
"Pass it over, William. H�re•s your 
ifty.'• 

In the -doctor's right haHd wa� a crisp 
new bill of 1 he lta I i -h\ttldred variety. 

"Co on/' said Bings blankly. " Pass 
what over ?'' 

41Tbe fonnola. c.,.ne, COlli� I" 
Bings, prescient of mystc:t ious th ings 

to he reveale4 and with a fluttering 
heart, dissembled as well as h� could. 

"Say, doc, you've got half-Nel-
soned," Nm3rked Bings. "What mak-es 
you think I 've l i fted the fortnula ?'' 

"Why� · �n getting into 
his war paint and feathers this morning, 
and when he does that it has always 

his habit to transfer th� fot't11ul:t 
frorn h is inside vest pocket to the Pirn e 
medicine bag. Hal f an hw1r ago .be 
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rushed into my room like a hurricane. 
The forrnula had· disappeared. Of 
course," the doctor added, 111 was sure 
you had it." 

"Well, I haven't got it, see ?" re
turned Bings. "Simpson must be play
ing off on you.'' 

"But why should he do that ?" cried 
the doctor, greatly disturbed. uwil
liam/' he went on darkly, suspicion 
leading him to take another tack, ur 
befriended you in the hour of your 
extremity, I gave you my confidence, I 
intrusted to you the manipulation of my 
dearest desire, and now, if you are to 
prove a traitor " 

"Cut it out !" growled Bings, li fting 
his hands above his head. "I'm no pet
rified man to have you come at me in 
that way. Get into my pockets, doc ; 
see for yourself." 

Doctor Gingel looked at him sharp1y. 
"1 can't believe you guilty of such 

duplicity," said he, shaking his bead. 
"But i f  that formula has really got out 
of our hands the Piute Panacea Com
pany has been stranded high and dry. 
Simpson wou1d never allow a copy of 
it to be made, you know, and he 
couldn't tell you a single one of the 
ingredients." 

"Supposing," said Bings tentatively, 
"just supposing, doc, that Simpson 
made you believe he had lost the pre
scription, supposing the present com
pany went broke and that he went off 
by himself and started another?" 

A glitter crept into the doctor's 
murky eyes. 

"Well ," said he ominously, "we have 
enough Panacea on hand to work this 
town. When we have done · that I'll 
have the truth out of Simpson or I'll 
··-· I '11 " 

Doctor Gingel finished his threat with 
a black scowl. That scowl expressed 
his detertnination better than mere 
words could have done. Without speak
ing further he whirled and started 
away. 

"Just a minute, doc I" called Bings. 
uno you know whether there was any 
one prowling around the wagon last 
night ?" 

The doctor had halted and faced 
about. 

"I was here about ten o'clock," said 
he. "I was talking Panacea to a man 
at the hotel. He wanted a bottle and 
I came to get it." 

"I was poundin' my ear, was I ?" 
The doctor nodded. "Everything about 
the wagon looked as usual ?" The doc
tor nodded again. 

"After taking a bottle out of the 
mummy box I had my own key with 
me and it was not necessary to disturb 
you I went away. I had nearly 
reached the hotel when it struck me I 
might have neglected to relock the box. 
Thereupon I hastened to return, and 
discovered that my intuition had again 
given me timely warning. The door of 
the box was open." 

Bings went pale and reeled slightly. 
The doctor, considerab]y exercised over 
the supposedly lost forn1ula, failed to 
observe his employee's trepidation. 

"You were restless and muttering in.. 
your sleep," the doctor resumed. 
"After making the door secure I gazed 
at you for a few moments and then 
returned to the hotel. Did you think 
you heard some one prowling around ?" 

"Must 'a' been dreamin•, I guess,'' 
mumbled Bings. 

The doctor departed, leaving William 
B ings' mind in a state of chaos. In 
Olathe, Nit-Ra had certainly opened 
and closed one eye ; and, o\\·ing to the 
doctor's thoughtlessness the previous 
evening, it would have been possible for 
the mummy to emerge from the box, 
take him Bings by the throat, secure 
the fortnula, and then get back into the 
sarcophagus again, all in the space of 
time required by the doctor in walking 
to his hotel and back. 

Possible? Aye, possible for a man 
in whom the l ife principle had not 
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6icku-e4 out possible for a ana:a en
dued with the iateUi�nce to plaa and 
the strength to execute ; but hardly pos
sible for a king who had 'l,cashed in" 
four thousand years before. 

Then Bings was jarred by a terrific 
thought. These mam festations had not 
conuntnced until several br<>ken bottles 
had spi11ed Panacea iDto tbe cedarwood 
case ! 

Bings recalled the ftash of white 

against the gloomy int�rior of the 
mutnmy box, witnessed by him immedi
ately after he had despoil� Simpson 
of the formula. Investigation, then, 
had shown him an �mpty Panacea bot
tle lying conveniendy to Nit-Ra's with
ered hand. 

The in ference was obvious. Even 
Bings, in his llaz:y condition, was able 
to draw it. It was a cinch the Panacea 
had virtues undreamed of �ven by the 
imaginative Gingel ! 

Bings, unl-ess he bad g� stark, star
ing mad, was on the trail of a thing 
that was well-nigh incredibl e. If that 
night's experience was not a dream, if 
the Panacea had done for Nit-Ra all 
that Bings supposed it had, then Nit-Ra 
had witnessed the taking of the fotmttla 
from Simpson and had, in his tum, 
taken it from Bings ! 

When we grasp the supposedly im
possible and 6nd that it disintegrates 
under our touch lik� a rope of sand, 
we are plu� at once into an abyss of 
extravagant probability.. That is the 
way recent events had affect� BirtgS. 

Those old E�ians bad known a 
lot of things that time bad effaced from 
the world's tnanory. That spiel about 
mummies and the Land of the Nile, 
writtm for Bitags by a one-time college 
professor who had gone dO\Vn to pov
erty on a Red Eye · 1 ,  asse1ted 
this in unmistakable tero1s. 

Biogs fell to speculating as to bow 
much Nit-Ra knew concerning things 
that had happened to him during the 
last few weeks. There was food for 

RBection here, and Bqs · 

and 
looked py. 

He had denied ha�ng ned the 
fot1nula, when approached by Git!Jd, 
on genetaJ pri�es. Now, when it 
appeared ce.ttain that Nit-R.a bAld it , 

he was «"lad he bad kq>t quiet about 
the night's experiences. 

If Bings had had � courage of his 
convicti()ns, he would have the 
ntummy box and made sure whether 
Nit·Ra bad the tnissing papers. But 
such a cou'f� did not appeal to Bings ; 
he shiver�d to tt.ink of it. 

As the day progr� every oru:e in 
a whil� Bings wou1d Stttn to wake up. 
At these mornents he would st�re 
aronnd h1m like one who has pushed 
his head through the veit of the occult 
only to � blinded by the glare of the 
commonplace. Then he would draw 
back into the myst�rious vo id and get 
busy with phantoms that had every 
appearance of being the real thing. 

Evenin� came on. Bings hitched up, 
h nng the gaso, ine torch to its post, 
lighted it, mounted to the driver's seat, 
and waited for the rest of the cotnpany. 

Tiley came at last Mademoiselle 
Helene with her beribboned guitar and . 
her coquettish air, Hatch-a-Kaw with 
his b1ankets and headwork and worried 
look, and the learned doctor, carefully 
shaved and brushed and pomaded. 

"A local prophet has worked the 
town ahead of us," gro\\·led the doctor 
as he climbed into the wagon by the 
rear steps.. 

"How so ?" asked Hatch-a-Kaw. His 
manner was .spiritless, but the look he 
shot at Bings was full of venom. 

uHe bas prophesied a cyclone for 
half past three to-morrow. Who's go
ing to think of his aches and pains when 
he's liable to be wiped off the map so 
soon ?" 

Mademoiselle Helene giggled and 
tu�d up the G string. Hatch-a-Kaw 
gtunted and shook out his feathers.. 
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The doctor composed himself doggedly 
in his artnchair and Jit a cigar. 

"All ready, mademoiselle ?, queried 
the doctor. 

· �sure," said the mademoiselle. 
"Corner of Second and Main, Wil

liam,'' called the doctor. "I'll tell you 
when we get there.'' 

A trail of music and song followed 
the wagon as it left the lot. The usual 
small-boy contingent was in evidence 
before they had gone very far, and pres
ently the doctor gave Bings the cue 
and they drew up at the curb. 

Three coon songs, executed if it is 
possible to execute a coon song by 
Mademoiselle Helene, sufficed to ·draw 
together a good-sized crowd. When 
the mademoiselle, at a nod from the 
doctor, began to put away her guitar, 
the crowd started to thin at the edges. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," shouted the 
doctor, who knew the habits o f  such 
assemblages as he knew his two hands, 
"ladies and gentlemen, our great, free, 
open-air entertainment has only j ust be
gun ! Stay for Pinkey, the Porcine 
Wonder ! Stay and make the acquaint
ance of Hatch-3.-Kaw. ex-chief of the 
Piute Indians, the noblest benefactor 
of the human race this world has ever 
known ! Last, but not least, remain 
with us for a glimpse of the most mar
velous curiosity before the American 
people to-day. 

"Re_member, there is not one cent to 
pay ! We do not want your money " 
The word "money" was Bings' cue to 
drop a hod of bricks on Pinkey's plat
fottn. The professor, who had mounted 
to the top of the mummy box, gave a 
startled jump ; Mademoiselle Helene 
screamed ; and Hatch-a-Kaw gave a war 
whoop and half drew his tomahawk. 
"Ah," smiled the doctor indulgently, "I 
thought something would drop when I 
said that !" 

1"'his business usually brought a good 
hand, but the Ottawa audience pre
served a glum and forbidding silence. 

��They're slow," comme�ted Made
moiselle Helene through the side of her 
mouth. 

"The cyclone prophet has got 'em 
scared," muttered Hatch-a-Kaw. 

"A frost until three-thirty to-mor
row," whispered the doctor as he bent 
down for a glass of water. "I guess 
we'll set the hog on 'em. William,'' 
he added, lifting his voice, "bring out 
Pinkey, the Porcine Wonder." 

Bings hoisted up the platfornt 
whereon Pinkey was to disport himself, 
and i t  was put in place by Hatch-3.
Kaw. Then, climbing to the top of 
Pinkey's traveling compartment, Bings 
opened a trapdoor and brought out the 
educated razorback and the lettered 
blocks. 

Pinkey was smalt and angular. He 
knew his part thoroughly, and braced 
himsel f, with legs wide apart, and kept 
his twinkling eyes on the doctor. Bings 
proceeded to arrange the lettered blocks 
in a circle. 

All this time the doctor had been fill
ing in the stage wait with ren1arks on 
swine in general, and on Pinkey in par
ticular. There was a brass collar 
around Pinkey's neck, placed there for 
the sole purpose of the following : 

'4Music hath charms to soothe the 
savage beast," cried the doctor, "and 
thafs why we put a brass band around 
the razorback's neck." 

Some one groaned ; then the groan 
was taken up in a derisive chorus, in
terspersed with grunts, catcalls, and 
cries of uPoo-ee ! Poo-ee I" 

"We're all in for to-night," mur
mured MademoiselJe Helene with an
other twist of her ripe red lips. 

-'The worst ever !" ground out Hatch
a-Kaw. "First time that gag has failed 
in over a thousand times.'' -

Doctor Gingel began to grow red and 
discouraged But he was not the man 
to give up. 

"Ladies and gentle1nen," he cried, "I 
claim that Pinkey knows more than 
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some humans. Now watch, watch 
closely, and I'll prove it ." He faced 
the Porcine Wonder. "Pinkey ," he de
manded, "if you had the cholera, or 
the lumbago, or any of the other thou
sand and one ills which flesh is heir to, 
what wouJd you take in order to be 
cured ?" 

Pinkey rooted over the blocks until 
he had spelled out " l'iute Panacea." 

"Ha !" cried the doctor triumphantly. 
"Didn't I tell you ? Pinkey is three 
years old, and small for his size ·a 
regular pigmy " 

Just then some one hit Pinkey with 
a potato. Unused to such treatment, 
he leaped from the platform, full into 
Hatch-a-Kaw. The ex-chief, under the 
impact of the blow, fell over against 
l\fademoisel le Helene, very much to 
that lady's discomfiture. Hatch-a
Kaw's war bonnet was pulled from his 
head, together with his long-haired wig, 
thereby revealing his spurious charac
ter. And at last the Panacea people got 
a laugh. 

4 'Y ou're a swell bunch I don•t 
think !" said Mademoi se11e  Helene 
tartly as she brushed out her frizzled 
hair. 

The doctor's double chin crawled up 
over the top of his collar, the purple 
surged into his flabby face, and the om
inous glimmer appeared in his eyes. 

"We 're trying to putt off a refined 
and artistic performance," he shouted, 
"and we aim to please refined and ap
preciative people. I can •t believe I 
won't believe that the hoodlum ele
ment predominates in this beauti ful lit
tle city. But, i f  it does, we will fold 
our tents like the Piutes and as silently 
steal away.'' 

By then Bings had recovered the 
razorback and had returned him to his 
compartment. The doctor's vociferous 
words, having won a certain amount o f  
silence and attention, he prepared to cut 
the "demonstration" short. 

It was useless now to introduce 

Hatch-a-Kaw as the noble red man who 
had wrested Nature's mightiest secret 
from a monopolistic shaman ; i t  was 
useless, too, to dwell upon the subj ect 
of Piute folklore, or to speak of Hatch
a-Kaw as the outcast warrior -ostra
cized by his people because the Great 
Spirit had commanded him to go forth 
among the palefaces, selling the Pana
cea at a dollar a bottle. Eliminating · 

all this, the doctor got right down to 
business. 

With a bottle o f  the Panacea in his 
hand, he sounded its praises all in the 
superlative degree ; there was nothing 
under heaven that six bottles of it  could 
not cure ; the blind could be made to 
see, the deaf to hear, and the mute to 
talk. It would lift up the bedridden and 
enable the cripple to cast aside his 
crutches. 

'�We are selling this priceless specific, 
my friends," he went on, "at one dollar 
per bottle, and each and every bottle 
is soJd under a positive guarantee. We 
shall be th ree days in your little city, 
and if, before we leave,- any purchaser 
will come to me and say that he has 
not been cured, or at least experienced 
a decided benefit, the money he has paid 
will be refunded and no questions asked. 

"And now, listen : With each and 
every dollar bottle we sell we will throw 
in one look at a man four thousand 
years old. Think of it  four thou
sand= years old ! This priceless relic 
from the Land of the Nile, bequeathed 
by ancient Pharaohs to the modern 
world and secured at enortnous cost by 
the Piute Panacea Company, is yours to 
behold. And the price of a dollar bot
tle affords you the opportunity of your 
l ife ! 

"See Nit-Ra, the mummied king dug 
out o f  a hidden chamber in the big pyr
amid ! And a fter you have seen him, 
return with hushed voices to your 
happy homes and tell your children, and 
your children's children how Doctor 
Amzi Gingel placed it in your power 
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to feast your ,eyes on the royal retnains 
of a king who has been dead for forty 
centuries I 

''The long box on which I am stand
ing holds the cedarwood sarcophagus 
with its mummied denizen. Over the 
sarcophagus a lantern is suspended. 
The door in the side of the box is un-
locked. 

· 

uBuy your bottle of Panacea, open 
the door, gaze with wonder, then " 

B ings yelled ; Hatch-a-Kaw dropped 
incontinently over the side of the wagon 
into the thick of the crowd ; Mademoi 

selle Helene screamed and cried for 
help ; and the doctor ah, the doctor !
looked down and saw Nit-Ra half 
through the door, clinging to the edge 
of the box with two bony hands and 
peering upward into his face with wide 
and inscrutable eyes. 

The doctor gurgled and clutched at 
his throat ; from his throat his hands 
went to h is head and gripped his So
cratic brow. For one aw ful moment 
reasQil tottered on its throne. 

Then, slowly and silently , Nit-Ra 
faded back iRto the box. With a wild 
yell, the doctor dropped to his knees, 
slan1m�d the door of the box, and 
snapped the padloek. 

"Fake ! Fake !''  whooped the crowd. 
"Fake Injun, fake mummy, fake medi
cine ! Drive the quacks out o f  town !" 

Fists were brandi shed, missiles began 
to fly, and the crowd rolled like a tidal 
wa"e toward the wagon. 

" Hel Hel Helene !" wailed the 
doctor, falling into the cockpit of the 
van. 

H Here, pop !'�  sobbed Mademoiselle 
Helene, casting herself into her father's 
arrns. 

"Drive, Bings !" roared the doctor, 
collecting his senses with a fierce ef
fort. 1 'Drive, man ! Drive like the 
devil or we are lost !'' 

Had Bings dared trust himself in the 
crowd he would not then have been on 
the driver's seat. 

. 

"Where , where to ?" he asked trem
ulously, lines in one hand and whip in 
the other. 

"Anywhere !" thundered the doctor. 
And away they went, the horses on 

the keen jump, bottles smashing razor
back squeal ing, and Mademoiselle Hel
ene in a dead faint in the doctor's artns. 

CHAPTER V. 

THE MORNING AFTER. 
MORNING dawned on the miserable 

wreck of the once prosperous Pi
ute Panacea Company. A fartner on 
the other side of Rock Creek, three 
miles from the scene of disturbance, 
had taken the fugitives in. 

Rising after a sleepless night, the 
wretched Gingel and the equally 
wretched Bings went mournfully out 
into the yard, where the wagon had been 
left. 

"Bings, •• said the doctor reproach
fully, ''I have been under the heel of 
fortune so many times that I feel there 
is no blow from which I cannot recover, 
but but you m ight have told me." 

"Told you ?" gasped Bings. "Told 
you what ?" 

"Why, that Nit-Ra was a side part
ner of yours, faked up for the part." 

"You've e-ot another guess coming,_ 
doc," answered Bings, HThat Ra-Ra 
boy was the real thing in mummies. 
Honest, now. I won't say I was as sur
prised as you was at what happened, 
because I've been expecting Nit-Ra to 
break out for quite a spell. I told you 
in Olathe that he winked at me. That 
wink meant something, and I knew it." 

"Don't attempt to cover your duplic
ity with a falsehood, Bings !" said the 
doctor sternly. 

Bings was annoyed at the doctor's 
• 

pervers1ty. 
"Look here," he cried roughly ; "do 

you think, for a minute, I'd have been 
scared like I was back there in Olathe 
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if I had known Nit-Ra was a counter
feit ? Come off, doc, and get sensible.'' 

"Do you mean to tell me that a bona
fide mununy four thousand years old, 
I believe you said has come to life and 
-and Oh, preposterous, :'repos
terous !'' 

"Why not ?'' returned Bings. 
61Why not !" and the doctor flung his 

hands disgustedly. "You're as mad as 
a hatter, Bings." 

"Tell me this," said Bings calmly : 
"Do you think that Panacea is any 
good ?" 

"If I did not," was the dignified re
sponse, "I should not be acting as dis
tributing agent." 

"Well, that's what did the business 
for Nit-Ra." 

The doctor started. "Explain !" said 
he curtly. 

HWell,'� went on Bings, "ever since 
we consolidated we've had Nit-Ra 
cooped up in that box with the reserve 
supply of Panacea. Am I right ?" 

"You are." 
"That's fact number one. Now for 

fact number two : Didn't we smash 
some bottles crossing the railroad track 
going into Olathe ?" 

���� <li<l.'' 
"And the cedarwood case was full 

of Panacea ?" 
·��Hal£ full," qualified the doctor. 

"Proceed." 
.. 

"And that night there was a distinct 
sign of life, wasn't there ?" 

"At the time, Bings, I laid it to your 
imagination. From your remarks I 
gather that you believe the Panacea is 
responsible for this er most astound
ing phenomenon r· 

"I'd bet money on it !" declared Bings 
with supreme conviction. 

The doctor began to shiver. With 
a convulsive movement he clasped his 
hands and looked skyward. 

''And the formula is lost !" he 
groaned. "This remedy, the most po-

tent that has so far been developed by 
finite intelligence, is gone forever !'' 

His hands fell, his head drooped on 
his breast, and he lurched over upon 
the whiffletrees. Another moment and 
he was weeping into his large, silk 
handkerchief. 

A strong man's grief is an unpleasant 
thing to witness. Bings turned away 
and walked off toward the house. Be
fore he had gone far he whirled around 
and came back. 

"Chirk up, doc," said he huskily, lay
ing a trembling hand on Gingel's shoul
der. "M ebby the fat ain't all in the 
fire even yet." 

"Leave me, William," ret\lrned the 
doctor plaintively. "I watched Simp
son all day yesterday, and I'll take my 
oath he hasn't got the formula. Hu- · 
man nature is  an open book to me, and 
I read page after page of desperation 
and despair in Simpson's looks, his ac
tions, the very tones of  his voice. He's 
not shamming, William." 

"I can't stand for this !'' groaned 
Bings. "Say, doc, I did lift that fortn-
ula night before last " 

The doctor dropped the handkerchief 
and leaped up, his face a study in an
ger, indignation, and rebuke. He li fted 
a clenched hand .. . 

"You you " His fierce words 
trailed off into silence ; his hand un
clenched and fell to his waistline, ex
tended palm upward. "Give it to me, 
William Bings," he went on in a tense 
voice, "and I will overlook your de
ception. I will even give you the fifty 
dollars. Here wait !" 

The doctor withdrew his band and 
p1unged his fingers into the pocket of 
his yellow vest. 

"Steady !" implored Bings. "I haven't 
got the fot rnula." 

uBut you just said " 
"I said that I took it from Simpson. 

That same night, doc, it was taken 
from me." 

--you were-- robbed ?" The words 

• 
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dropped like lead, and the doctor 
stooped to recover his handkerchief. 

"I was.,,. answe«d Bings, Hand you 
were to blame for it." 

"I ? B ings, i f :you are quibbling--" 
"This is on the level, what I'm tel1ing 

you. I was robbed, but I know who 
did it." 

"Who ?" 
Three distinct raps were heard at 

that moment. They catm from inside 
the mummy box. Gingel and Bings 
l eaped away, caught hold of each other, 
and looked toward the wagon with fear
ful eyes. 

ti(It was Nit-Ra !" wh ispered B ings. 
"Give me the fifty, doc, and let me go. 
Allow me two hours to get away, and 
then then open the door and make 
Nit-Ra give up." 

��N-no," murmured the doctor 
thoughtfully. "You earn the fi fty, 
Bings, only when you tum the three 
sheets containing the fortnula over to 
me. It is your business to open the 
door, secure the papers, and give them 
into mv hand.'' -

"Then the deal is  off," said Bings 
decidedly. "I wouldn't open that door 
for a mill ion. It won't do, doc. Thin�s 
have happened bet\veen Nit-Ra and me 
that that Well," Bings finished, 
"if that fellow from Ancient Egypt has 
come to l ife, and is able to remember 
what's happened he's scratched off my 
visit ing l ist. I'll spend the rest of my 
days keeping clear of him." 

"But he belongs to you ! Your uncle 
cut . vou off with '' 

• 

"Stow it ! " interrupted Bings sharply. 

''A d-ead mummy might belong to me, 
but a l ive one, in thi s  countl"y, belongs 
to hims�f." 

( (If  he's kept in that box very 1oag 
he'll perish," observed the . doctor. 
4'That would be homicide pure and sim
ple, and homicide means the gal lows." 

" It 's your wagon," retorted Bings, 
Hand if it proves a case o f  homicide 

you' re an access-ory before the fact. 
We're both in this boat, doc . ., 

Bings showed a surprising knowledge 
of the law. Before the doctor's lucu
brations could develop an answer a 
ibout reache4 their ears from the road. 

"Jim Simpson !"  cried the doctor. 
It was., iadeed, the counterftit ex

chief of the Piutes , and an exceedingly 
forlorn ex-chief at that. He was tramp
ing along the country road, bareheaded, 
minus a moc<:asin, draped i n  a tattered 
blanket and with the white showing in 
patches th rough the bronze paint that 
covered his face. 

It will be recalled that Jim Simpson 
fell from the wagon just before the 
flight began . The doctor and Bings 
had forgotten to wait and pick him up. 

"There's our man !"  exclaimed the 
doctor with a significant look at Bings. 
"He's the one to get the formula." 

"If he gets it again," answered Bings, 
'1-ae'll keep it." 

"No, he won't," said the doctor con
fidently. "We'll draw up an agreement 
and make him promise to share the 
formula with us before we tell him 
where it is. That's business, Bings, and 
he won't be able to get around his own 
signature." 

· 

They walked over to the fence, 
against which Jim Simpson was wearily 
lean ing. 

"How's Mademoiselle Helene ?"' were 
S impson's first words. 

Bings met the inquiry w ith a scowl . 
"Safe !" returned Gingel buoyantly. 

"And I'm glad, Simpson, that you are 
also safe .. " 

"No taanks to you if I am," growled 
Simpson. "Sa fe !''  he repeated with 
a fie�c look at lUngs. "That's more 
than Bings can �y." 

"Puzde," said Bings fti ppantly. 
"Wh-at's the answer ?" 

" They're after you," proceeded Simp
son ; "there are two of theo1 and they've 
got a warrant." 
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Bings swayed, and caught at the 

stake-and-rider fence for support. 
"One of 'em sandy-complected ?" he 

whispered. 
"Yes." 
"And the other bird about your size, 

dark, and walks with a limp ?" 
t�y ou've called the tum," said Simp

son, his face aglow with gratification. 
"Then the jig's up," said Bings wea

rily ; ' 'but," he added with an undernote 
of savage joy throbbing in his voice, 
"it'll be the prettiest complication a pair 
of sleuths ever went up against !" 

CHAPTER VI. 
DINGS EX PLAINS. 

OCTOR GINGEL was surprised 

and a "pair of  sleuths," no less than 
by William Bings' calm resignation 
when he admitted that the ujig was up." 

"What are you two fellows getting 
at ?" demanded the doctor. 

" I  was rescued by the sheriff last 
night," said Simpson. �'If  he hadn't 
taken me to the jail I'd have been 
mobbed. This morning early I was 
routed out. The sheriff had news of 
your wh·ereabouts, and be set me on 
the right road, told �e the way to go 
and advised me to hustle for the open 
country before the town woke up. 

"Just as I was on the point of start
ing the sandy-complected individual 
and the bird about my size who walks 
with a limp blew into the sheriff's office. 
I happened to be on the steps in front 
when the two callers began to talk, and 
their first words which I was near 
enough to overhear held me to the 
spot. 

" 'We're detectives,' says one ; 'I'm 
a professional and my friend�s an ama
teur. We have a warrant for an un
dersized, red-headed crook called Wil
liam Bings, alias Bricktop, alias James 
Ready. He is wanted fdr the larceny 
of an Egyptian mummy.' " 

A shadow of a grin played about 
Bings' lips as he listened. This ill
timed levity revealed a hardened na
ture which struck a pang to the good 
doctor's heart. 

�'William, William," he murmured, 
"I'd never have thought it of you ! Go 
on, Simpson," he added to the ex-chief. 

"Of course," admitted Simpson with 
gratuitous vindictiveness, "I  had heard 
just enough about your favorite's char
acter, doc, to want to hear more. So 
I slipped back through the hall and got 
into closer range. 

�� 'This mummy,' went on the detec
tive who had already spoken, 'is part 
of the loot of an old Egyptian tomb. 
In defiance of Egyptian law it was 
smuggled down the Nile to Cairo, 
placed aboard a steamer, conveyed to 
New York, declared at the customhouse 
as a mummy, and so admitted. 

u �It was consigned to Professor Me
Finn, a collector of antiquities in Chi
cago ; but McFinn, receiving advance 
information that the Egyptian authori
ties were next to the whole proceeding, 
hired this con man, Bings, to take the 
priceless relic and secrete it somewhere 
until the skies cleared and the incident 
was forgotten. 

" 'Bings, however, knew a good thing 
when he saw it, and, instead of hiding 
out with the remains of the Pharaoh, 
he took it into the rural districts for 
exhibition purposes. 

"The case had become one of inter
national importance, and the British 
ambassador, representing the Egyptian 
government, is actively interested. This 
gentleman who accompanies me is Mr. 
Scrymgeour, under secretary. He has 
made an exhaustive study of the works 
of Lecocq and Gaboriau, and, under 
my direction, is seeking to apply Gallic 
theories to the unraveling of an Amer
ican tangle. 

" 'So far the work, and what little 
success we have had, has been mine. 
Whenever the thing gets too knotty for 
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me Mr. Scrymgeour is  prepared to step 
in and work out the equation with all 
the inductive and deductive methods 
known to criminal science. 

'' 'We have traced Bings and the 
mummy to Olathe. Coming thence to 
this town, posthaste, we are ve ry dis
agreeably surprised to learn that our 
birds have flown. Can you, Mr. Sheriff, 
offer us any information ?'  ' '  

Jim Simpson had a good n1emory, 
and seemed to take extraordinary de
light in repeating the words of the crim
inal hunter. ltnagining that every 
word was a stab at the peace and con1-
placency of W illiam BingsJ he drew 
out the account to some length. 

As the recital went on the doctor 
edged farther and farther a\vay from 
his one-time employee. The grin deep
ened on Bings' face. He emphasized 
his calmness by filling and l ighting his 

• 
ptpe. 

"Is there · can there be anything 
more?, murmured the doctor. 

"Just this," answered Sitnpson with 
all the savagery of his assumed Piute 
character. "As soon as the detective 
had finished speaking I stepped into the 
sheriff's office and volunteered to find 
Bings, lay hands on him, and keep him 
safely until the officers should arrive. 
Mr. Scrymgeourt being very much 
fatigued by the arduous labors of the 
chase, finds it necessary to lay over in 
Ottawa for a few hours. But he and 
Twombley Peters, the professional de
tective, will be along son1e time this 
afternoon. Meanwhile I shall see to it 
that both Bings and the mummy re
main here pending there arrival.�' 

"SpeJI able," said Bings curtly. 

Simpson started to throw off his blan
ket, but the doctor interposed. 

"There must be no violence, no blood
shed," said he sternly. "Bings will not 
resist the officers, I am sure." 

HDon't have to,'' answered Bings, 
looking pleasantly into a cloud of to
bacco smoke. 

"Y ou,re a brazen scoundrel. sir !" 
flared Simpson. "I suspected as much 
when the doctor took you on." 

"Now, Simpson," proceeded Bings in 
a gentle tone that was most galling to 
the bogus ex-chief, "you ought to look 
at a thing from all sides before you butt 
in. I f  Peters and old Scrym make a 
pass at me I 'll side-step and leave 'em 
fanning. I haven 1t done a thing they 
can j ug me for." 

"Didn't you hike out with McFinn's 
mummy ?" 

"It wasn't 1vlcFinn's any more'n it 
\Vas mine. Those Arab bodv snatchers .,. 

started the ball, and I tve merely been 
j uggling it." 

"You've juggled yourself into the 
pen. all right." 

"Not this trip. Tell me : Didn't you 
see Nit·Ra hoist himself through the 
door o f  the box and take a look at the 
doctor ?.' 

Simpson was forgetting that. He 
rubbed one hand over his painted face, 
and then left a smear of red on the 
top fence rail. 

" How how did that happen ?, he 
asked with a blank look at Gingel. 

'tl'll explain," continued Bings, " i f  
you '11 give me time. I could be jugged, 
all right, for being found with a dead 
mummy answering Nit-Ra's specifica
tions ; but Nit-Ra is a live mummy and 
I can't even be sent up for kidnaping. 
I 've forgotten more about the law than 
either of you two coves ever knew." 

uThe mummy is really alive ?" asked 
Simpson, paling. 

Several vigorous thumps broke the 
silence, coming from the direction of 
the mummy box. 

HThat's him," said the doctor, mop
ping his brow. ''Really, it is most as
tounding." 

' 'The Panacea did it !" declared 
Bings. And he explained how. 

"Alas !" groaned Simpson. "If we 
only bad that iorn1ula now what a field 
would be open to us. We could go 
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through every museum in the Old and 
the New World, revive those old Egyp
tion relics, and Jet them shed light on 
a dim epoch of history !" 

This idea was a new one on the doc
tor. It looked both feasible and enor
mously profitable. He smiled affably. 

_.We kriow where the forn1ula is, 
Simpson," said he. HW ould you be
lieve it ? Bings knows who the thief 
is !" 

"Was it Bings ?" demanded Simpson 
aggressively. "I had a notion it was, 
and thought some of getting out a war
rant and having him pinched." 

Bings began to bristle. The doctor 
naturally did not . care to have the de
tails connected with the theft of the 
forrnula come to light. He frowned at 
Bings and undertook further explana
tions himself. 

"Let us not deal in hard terms, Jim," 
said he, "before we are fairly sure of 
our ground. You have already been 
some\\'hat premature in offering to ap
prehend Bings and the mummy and 
hold them against the coming of the 
detectives. 

"Bings was working around the 
wagon that first afternoon in Ottawa 
while you were asleep on the straw 
at the rear of the l ivery barn. He saw 
a a person hovering in. your vicinity, 
and acting in a very suspicious manner. 
That person undoubtedly was the thiet. 
We know where the thief is, and have 
only to lay hands on him to obtain the 
lost fortnula." 

While he listened Simpson worked 
himself into a state of vast excitement. 
But Doctor Gingel suavely restrained 
him, led up by degrees to the tripartite 
agreement and ultimately secured 
Simpson's consent to jt. 

Then the agreement was drawn up 
by the doctor. Sitting on the beam of 
a plow, he unlimbered his fountain pen 
and scratched off the substance of their 
understanding on the blank page of a 
memorandum book. 

Barely had the three signatures been 
affixed to the hastily written document 
when the watchful Bings raised an 
alarnt that caused considerable conster
nation. 

"Here they come !" he called. "Peters 
and old Scrym are shacking this way 
on a couple of horses. You're the limit, 
Simpson ! I'm safe, but if  you can't 
side-track that pair it's an easy gu�s 
that they'll hook the forn1ula along with 
Nit-Ra." 

"I I don't understand ! " exclaimed 
Simpson. 

"Listen !'' cried Gingel, catching his 
arnt. "Nit-Ra was the thief ! He has 
your paper talk in the mummy box 
with him. I f  the detectives arrest him 
and take him away they'll think the 
fortnula has some bearing on the case 
and take it with them. Can't you see ? 
Can't you understand ? Think, man 1 
Everything depends on you now." 

"Where's the fartner ?'' queried 
Simpson. "Can he be depended on ?" 

"He's over on the back forty, some
where, and won't cut any figure in what 
takes place here." 

"I've got it !" said Simpson. "See 
that haystack, Bings t' he added, point-
• 

1ng. 
"Sure !" replied Bings. 
"Then see how quick you can get 

inside of it. Not a word from you, 
understand, and don't show yourself 
until I whistle. Keep mum and we11 
keep the mummy." 

HI'm off !'' said Bings, rushing for the 
stack. 

"They doubted you, Simpson," re
marked Gingel as he and the ex-chief_ 
ranged up alongside the fence and 
waited. "When they said they were 
going to lay over in Ottawa it was only 
a blind." 

uwatch me get even with thern," an
swered Simpson grimly. "If  we could 
only hang onto Nit-Ra and let them 
corral Bings " 

"You're mad to think of it ! The 

·' . . . . . -• 
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way things are turning out the thr� of 
us must stand or fall together." 

"Hist !" cautioned Simpson. "They're 
pretty close now. Remeanber, I 'm to 
do the talking . " 

CHAPTER VII. 
SIDE-TRACKING THE SLEUTHS .. 

THE "sandy-complected" man was 
Mr. Scrymgeour. As he rode lei

surely at the side of Twon1bley Peters 
he had his nose in a treatis� entitled, 
''Shado\ving ; or, The Art of Surveil
lance, by An Ex-Captain of Police." 

Had the amateur not been giving 
such assiduous attention to his book, 
or had the professional not been labor
ing to roll a cigarette, it was \vith in the 
range of possibil ity that either of thetn 
might have witnessed the flight of Bings 
in the direction of the haystack. Yet 
even the best tal�nt will now and then 
be caught at a disadvantage. 

"Ha !" exclaimed Twomhley Peters, 
catching sight of the two by the fence 
as he was about to make u� of his 
cigarette. '"' Mr. Scrymgeour, the tra il 
is getting hot." 

" 'Pon my soul !" gasped M r. Scrym

geour. u:R:-�ally, Peters, it 's that dis
gui sed person we encountered at the 
sheriff's. Fancy !" 

"It may not have been a case of 
double-dealing on his part, after all," 
went on Peters, knitt ing his  brows. 
"Have you your memorandum book ?" 

'•T o he sure.'' 
''Then have the kindness to read to 

me the description · of Amzi Gingel , 
which we obtained from that Olathe 
night polic�man." 

The treatise went into on� of M r. 
Scrymgeour's pockets and th� merno
randum book came out of another. 

1 1How droll !' ' simpered Mr. Scrym
geour, recalling the text as his eye took 
in the first words. 'cThe description, 

Peters, is most picturesque. I have it 
ve1batim : 

" 'Gingel looks like a cross between 
an ordinary tinhorn and one of them 
get-rich-quick grafters with a bundl� of 
private wi res �nd a suite of offices in 
Wall Stred. Big for his size and old 
for his age ; smooth ;  needs a hair cut ; 
and he might be quick to pull i f  cor
nered-but I doubt it.' " 

Pet�rs grunted. He wished in his 
soul that peopl-e wou ld take Scrymgeour 
serious1y, at least while he Peters,
was traveling with him .. 

"That's Gingel our man in the blan
ket is talking with,'' said Peters. 

A moment later they turned from the 
road and drew �in at the f01ce. 

"You're ahead of schedu le, gentle
men," said Simpson ; Hbut, although you 
have arriv�d early, I regret to say that 
you haven't arrived early enough. " 

"How's that ?•' asked Peters darklv. 
.. 

"Bings was here/' asserted S impson 
unblushingly, ' •but he got news that you 
were coming, and w-ent on, taking the 
mummy in a wheelbarrow." 

"By Jove !" fluttered Scrymgeour. 
"Which way did he travel ? How far 
does h e  lead us ?" 

Near the fa11nhouse was a cross
roads. Simpson indicated the highway 
leading north . 

"My friend, the doctor, tetls me. he 
left about haJ £ an hour b�fore I got 
here, which was an hour ago. So he 
has an hour and a half the start of 
you..'' 

Peters_ and Scrymgeour withdrew for 
consultation. 

''What shall we do in this case?" 
asked Peters, rubbing his chin per
plexedly. 

Scrymgeour brought out the treatise 
and turned the pages rap idly. 

"Ah, here it is !" he mum1ured. Then 
he read : 

" 'lnforntation concerning the crimi
nal pursued, when given voluntarily by 
a companion of said criminal, should 
be taken cum grano salis. Still, if  it 
can be discovered that the infortner has 
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a pique at the criminal, or is likely to 
profit by the criminal's capture, what 
he says may be accepted with discre

tion . ' ' ' 

"That covers the case, it seems to 
me," -remarked Peters. "I f I remember 
righ tly, the Olathe hot�l keeper told us 
that Si mpson would not eat at the same 
tabl e with Bings.'' 

"Excellent ! Excellent !" cooed 
Scrymgeour. "Let us be rid ing, Peters. 
He is pushing a wh eelbar row, remem
ber, so we ought to overtake him eas
ily.'• 

A hol low thumping, at that mom�nt, 
reached th� ears of th� detectives from 
the direct ion of the farmer's bam. 
Facing about in his saddle, Peters 
turned h is gaze to southward and be
held the Panacea wagon . 

"Whafs that I hear ?" he muttered. 
''Does it require investigation ?', 

" Let us look it up," answered Scrym-
geour. "Ah, here it is ! -

" '\Vhen the mind i s  once made up 
concerni ng · the course taken by the 
criminal in  his flight care must be ex
ercised so that a vigorous pursuit may 
not be hampered, or turned aside, by 
considera t ions of a minor character. ' " 

" That's a great book, Mr. Scrym
geour !'' exclaimed Peters. ' 'It's a for
tunate thing for men of my profession 
that i t  is not ci rculated more 'videly." 

uy ou surprise me, Peters ! " returned 
Scrymgeour, l i ft ing his brows. 

" What I mean is, that i f  every man 
were to read that book then every man 
would be h i s  own detective and I'd be 
out of a job." 

' 'Deucedly clever, by Jove I" chuckled 
the under secretary. "Now for our 
quarry. 'Twill read well in the papers 
at home � ' M r. Scrymgeour, accompa
nied by the faithful Peters, galloped 
at  a headlong pace along the tu rnpike 
and finally overtook the thief, pu shing • 
the stolen mummy before him on a 
wheelbarrow !' Only fancy !" 

Doctor Gingel, leaning over the rail 
58 Thrill 

fence, watched the dust kicked up by 
the horsen1en until it had faded from 
the sky l ine. 

uEasy mark�,'' he commented as 
Simpson whistled for B ings. "All · 
clear7 Will iam,'' the doctor added as 
Bings presented himself. "If you will 
open the n1umtny box, Jim, and take 
the formula away f rom Nit-Ra , ,  

"I think," answered Simpson nerv
ously, "'that we had better postpone that 
until after we have c1ear�d out along 
the west road. \V� hen our friends fail 
to find Bings and the wheelbarrow they 
will probably in fer that they have been 
fooled. 

'4True enough !" said the doctor. 
"Hitch up, Bings. I will go to the 
bouse, settle our bi11, and get Mademoi
selle  Helene.' '  

In spite of the advisability of a hur
ri ed departure, Bings discovered, at the 
last moment, that the harness was 
broken, and there was a delay of two 
hours while it  was being n1ended. Gin
gel strode back and forth in front of 
the hou se, feverishly anxious and keep
ing a vigilant eye on th e  north road. 

Simul taneously \Vith B ings' an

nouncement that all was ready, a billow 

o f  dust appeared in the direction from 
\\l·hich danger \Vas to he expected, and 
rolled rapidly southward . 

' ' They ' re coming back !'' cried the 
doctor as he and Mademoiselle Helene 

scran1bled into the wagon beside Simp
son . HDrive westward, Bings and go 
as fast as you can consistent with 
safety. By the great horn spoon, if 
we ever get out of this scrape we'H 
know how to fight shy o f  another !" 

"I ' l l  n1atch \\· its \�.:ith any hook de
tect ive that walks or rides," said Simp
son, "so long as he sticks to his Sleuth's 

Compendium. Real danger is to be ap
prehended onJy when he puts the book 
in his pocket." 

As they careened along the road the 
doctor braced himself on the swaying 
wagon bed and took observations over 
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the end gate. From time to time he 
announced t.he result of ·his survey for 
the benefit of his con1panions. 

' 'That pillar of dust has reached the 
house and come to a stop. It is whipped 
away by the wind by the way, the 
wind is rising, isn't it ? and I can see 
th� two detectives just as plain as 
though they weren't more than a dozen 
rods off. 

'The farrner•s wife stands there, 
talking with them telling how we 
lit out, I 'll bet a copper ! Confound 
that harness ! If it had only held to
gether last night we'd have been out 
of sight by now. The detectives have 
turned and headed this way, and and 
Scrymgeour hasn't got the book out." 

Suddenly a hair-raising yell broke 
from Bings. Almost at the same mo
ment he threw himself back on the lines 
and brought the horses down on their 
haunches. 

The three in the rear of the wagon 
were thrown forward, and there came 
a squeal of  di stress from Pinkey and 
a sodden thud from the mummy box. 

"What's the rip ahead there !" roared 
Simpson. "What you stof'Ping for ?" 

"Cyclone !" whooped Bings. "Want 
me to have a head-on collision with a 
Kansas twister ?" 

Far away in the murky distance sky 
and earth seemed to bulge toward each 
other, uniting slenderly with a sort of 
hourglass forrnation. 

"It can't be the cyclone !" cried the 
doctor, consulting his watch. "It isn't 
due till half past three, and now it's 
hardly one." 

CHAPTER VIII. 
M INUTES THAT SEEMED LIKE HOURS. 

HETHER or not "Shadowing ; or, 
The Art of Surveillance," con

tained any advice on the subject of 
evading a cyclone when encountered 
during a criminal pursuit is unknown 
to the present chronicler. In that 

dreadful hour mere details faded into 
generalities. The doctor and Mademoi
selle Helene and Jim Simpson observed 
vaguely that the detectives were still 
coming on and that was all. 

By way of diversion, Mademoiselle 
Helene grew hysterical. "Save me !'' 
she·· screamed, tossing her arms wildly. 
"Oh, is there no one to save me ?" 

41Quiet, my love ! Quiet, my daugh
ter !" adjured Gingel. His face was 
like chalk, and his every nerve was in 
a tremor, but he put his shaking artns 
about the young woman and restrained 
her by main force from leaping out of 
the wagon. "Remember, dearest, that 
your father i s  at your side." 

The doctor's silk hat was in the bot
tom of the wagon, and his long locks 
were snapping about his head. Per
haps, on the �·hole, it \vas an excellent 
thing that his daughter claimed so much 
of his attention ; it kept him from look
ing at Death, which was twisting and 
jumping and turning back somersaults 
in that funnel-shaped cloud. 

Bings saw it all, and so did Jim Simp
son. They sat with j aws agape and 
with staring eyes, fascinated for a space 
and unable to speak or move. Simpson, 
i f  not the first to recover, was never
theless the first to express himself. 

''We're between the devil and the 
deep sea," he remarked. 

The air in the vicinity of the cyclone 
was fanned into a tremendous wind, 
whose velocity was momentarily in
creasing. And it would continue to in
crease until the wagon and its devoted 
passengers were sucked up into the vor
tex of that hopping, skipping and jump
ing cloud. 

"I \vou1dn't care a rap for the two 
imps behind,, shouted Bings, "if that 
twister would only jump us and leave 
us on the checkerboard." 

"I \\·.onder if  there i sn't a cyclone 
cellar around here somewhere ?" chat
tered Simpson. 

uwe wouldn't have time to div.e into 
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a cellar, even i f  there was one in sight,'' 
answered Bings through his set teeth. 

"Oh, Jet tne go, let me go !" wailed 
Mademoiselle Helene, seeking to break 
from her father's embrace. 

She must have been under the im
pression that they were aboard a sink
ing ship, and that her only hope was 
to spring overboard and take to the 
water. 

"See, my love !" implored the doctor. 
"There is  Jim Simpson, right close by, 
and William is  on the seat in front. 
They are both here to protect you, and 
neither they nor I will let anything hap
pen to my little gi rl." 

It  may be that the doctor did not re
alize what he was saying, or that he 
thought the circumstances warranted a 
misstatement. At any rate, he suc
ceeded i n  getting his daughter's head on 
his shoulder, and there he held her 
until she gave over her struggles and 
subsided in a burst of frantic 'veeping. 
And after that they clung to each other 
in their despai r, miserably tempt ing fate 
to come along and do its worst. 

The road the wagon had been fol
]o\\· ing ran due east and west along the 
section lines, crossing a treeless country 
as flat as a floor. During a1I its acro
batic specialties the cyclone remained 
in plain view. 

It had first appeared in the north
west, and seemed to have struck a bee 
line for the southeast, with the Panacea 
Company in its mind's eye. Suddenly, 
however, it swerved and shot due east. 
Hope thrilled in Simpson's heart. 

" M ebby it'll miss us, after all !" he 
cried. 

· 

"Not us," grunted Bings ; "we're too 
good a mark. When'll a cyclone ever 
get another chance at an educated 
razorback, a reanimated mummy, and 
four coves like us ? I tell youJ Simp, 
it wasn't on the cards that we're to be 
allowed to keep the formula." 

"If  you'd whip up, Bings, we might 
be able to dodge the thing. Cyclones 

foHow one general direction, if all I've 
heard about 'en1 is  true. While this 
one's traveling east mebby we'd have 
time to race out o f  the danger zone. 

"Besides/' Simpson went on, "don't 
forget that Peters and Scrymgeour are 
pound ing along behind us. We've been 
at a standstill for as much as a minute, 
but they've hung right to their text and 
haven't slackened pace for a second. 
Even i f  we can't dodge the cyclone," 
Simpson urged, "it  may be we could 
dodge the detectives." 

"We n1ight j ust as well be traveling 
as standing here, I suppose," said Bings. 

At a word f rom him the frightened 
horses bounded ahead, and the doctor 
and Mademoiselie Helene were over
turned and thrown dangerous1y close 
to the brink of  the wagon box.. That 
started the mademoiselle again. 

"I wish she'd stop," said _5impson 
gloomily. uThe case is bad enough 
without any extra frills in the shape of. 
hysterics. \Vhat's the cyclone doing 
now, B ings ?''  

"Just turned a handspring,'• an
swered Bings, leaning out over the tear
ing team. "It's getting close enough 
now so we can begin to see what it has 
picked up. There's a house, ain't i t ? 
And a yoke of oxen and a windmill 
and a hencoQp and a By j inks, is 
that a man ? I believe it is ! How's 
that for a merry-go-round ?'' 

" I wi sh it would pick off Peters and 
Scrymgeour !"  exclaimed Simpson. 

" No such luck for us ! A feller 
would naturally think they'd get a panic 
and turn back." 

"It's a safe bet they're looking out 
for nu1nber one, just l ike we are. 
They've got sense enough to know that 
their only hope lies in a break to the 
west, and they're hanging on like a cou
ple of nailers.'� 

"\Vhoo !" yelped Bings. "Did you 
see that dive, Simp ? The twister has 
shi fted the helm two points to the 
south !" 
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'(And now it's off, east by north !" 
cried the excited Simpson. ' 4 1£  it sticks 
to that course it'll never touch us." 

"Blamed est cyclone I ever saw !" 
breathed I3ings. " It's off on another 
tack turning cartwheels due south." 

"It'll take Peters and Scrymgeour !" 
bellowed Simpson exultantly. "It wilt, 
sure !" 

By that time the huge whirligig was 
well to the nortlreast of the Panacea 
wagon, and luck for the space of one 
labored breath, appeared to be on the 
side of the medicine outfit. 

"That fool prophet didn't make much 
of a guess, after a1 1 , " observed Simp
son. ''He's more than two hours be
hind the schedule." 

"If that cyclone spends much more 
time playing tag with us," returned 
Bings, "it 'll reach Ottawa pretty close 
to correct time. I never saw anything 
act so t Looks for all the world as 
though it hung there, hesitatin' between 
us and the sleuths." 

At that precise moment the cyclone 
made up its mind. Veering to the 
south\\·est, it swept majestically along, 
laying a straight course for the wagon. 

Hit's us for it, Simp," said B ings. 
"You and I have had our differences 
in the past, but what's the use of hang
ing out about then1 now ?" 

"No use;'' answered Simpson. 
"Here•s my hand, William." 

•'And here's mine, Jim." 
Bings dropped the lines and flung 

away the gad. What could avail fur
ther attempts to fight the inevitable ? 
In  that suprente moment Bings and 
Simpson buried the hatchet, then 
turned, gripped the nearest support, and 
crouched down and waited. 

The roar of the cyclone grew by 
swift degrees into a deafening volume 
of sound ; a thick pall of dust blotted 
horses, wagon, and passengers from 
sight. W ith a ripping tear the canopy 
top sailed off and upward ; then team, 
vehicle, and all were lifted bodily, sep-

arated into constituent parts and flung 
madly into the Unknown. 

The dust settled, and the cyclone, gal
loping into the horizon, jumped it like 
a hurdle and disappeared. Peters got 
down from his horse and picked up the 
limp form of Scrymgeour. 

"By Jove !H whimpered the under sec
retary. "Don't teJI n1e that we've gone 
through that and are sti11 alive. Im
possible, don't you know. Peters ! Is 
this you, Peters ?, 

"Of course," answered the profes
sional irritably. "Who'd you think it 
was ?" 

"Candidly, Peters, I 'm not able to 
do much thinking as yet. Did we really 
go through that cyclone ?" 

"Hardly. We only got tangled up 
in the fringe, Scrymgeour. How did 
you come to get separated from your 
horse?" 

· 

"Don't ask me. Why, from the very 
moment the cyclone appeared, up to the 
present, do you know I can't recall one 
single thing that happened ?" 

·-scared out of your wits, eh ?" 
• 

"Realty, now ! Well, perhaps that 
was it. How perfectly absurd that our 
pursuit of Bings �hould have been in
terrupted in such a spectacular man
ner !" 

"Absurd ? That's a pretty tnild tertn, 
it strikes me. Do you realize what that 
cyclone has cost us ?" 

"I  realize, Peter5, that it -did not cost 
us our lives. We have cause, I think, 
for congratulation." 

"It has cost us the capture of Wil
liam Bings," pursued Peters, his voice 
sounding the depths of profound disap- · 

pointment, Hand it has cost us the re
covery of the mnmn1y." 

Scrymgeour gave a start, clung to 
his saddle horn, and gazed over the 
cantle at Peters. 

''Yes t' he queried weakly. "You do 
not mean to tell me that the capture of 
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Bings and the recovery of the mummy 
have been anything more than post
poned ? I was thinking that we were 
about to continue our headlong ride and 
presently overtake the n1an we are 
after . ' '  

'fhcre are son1e phases of human na

ture, as evidenced by an alien like 
Scrymgeour, that will arouse a tired 
feel ing in even a professional. Peters 
was beg;nning to understand this. 

1 Ie was also heginning to understand 
why the British an1bassador had been 
so perfectly willing to spare his under 
secretary to set him adrift with his 
treatise on " S hadowing," his theories 
filched from l .. ccocq and Gaboriau, 
and with the professional 's wing for a 
hover. 

"So far as our n1ission is concerned," 
said Peters patiently, "we have sud
denly run head first into a stone wall. 
\\'e are up in  the a ir, as the saying is, 
and the I�gyptian governn1ent can 
\\·h ist le  for N it-Ra ; that is all the good 
it \\·ill do. The mumrny is gone beyond 
recovery. 1\nd \\·i th the rnummy went 
Rings and Gingel and the man y;ho sent 
us on a wild-goose chase after a mythi
cal grafter pushing a \vheelbarrow and 
the young woman who played the guitar 
and sang coon songs. 

"No," said Peters hastily, with a ges
ture of sudden restraint, "don't try to 
look it up in the t reat ise. I assure you 
that there is nothing in the hook that 
can, by any stretch of the imagination, 
cover this point ." 

"Gone ! '' murrnured Scrymgeour \v ith 

a morbid look to southward along the 
swath mowed by the cyclone. "By 
Jove, Peters, this is awful ! " 

"It  is awful,'' went on Peters. " Nit

Ra was exceedingly valuable, and so 
was ]lings in his feeble way. I £  \\·hat the 
farmer's y; i fe told us can be relied on 
.. .and I am fairly sure she gave us the 
facts, for the driver of  the \\·agon was 
certainly Bings they had the mumtny 
in that medicine van alf the while we 
were interrogating Simpson at the 
fa rn1house!' 

"And the \vagon aod every soul 
aboard were caught up by the cyclone 
and \\'hisked into eternity ?" 

"They certainly will be whisked into 
Ok1ahotna. For all I know they are 
there now. The only thing left for you 
to do is to return to Washington, \\·hile 
I travel back to New York. At one fell 
swoop the cyclone has wiped out the 
Piute Panacea Company." 

"Fancy ! ' '  murn1ured the dejected 
Scrymgeour as he climbed back into 
his saddle and rode off toward the 
farrnhouse with Peters. 

And it was fancy, pure and simple, 
this dep1orah1e fate \vhich Peters had 
picked out for the Piute Panacea peo
ple, and for Bings and Nit-Ra. The 
professional 's mind had traveJed along 
the line of least resistance and arri ved 
at \\·hat appea red to be a very natural 
conclusion. But the fact remained that, 
unknown to Peters, some account had 
to be taken of the supernatural in every
thing with v..·hich Nit-Ra was con
cerned. 

BOOK II. THE SAPPHIRE AMULET 

CHAPTER IX. 

A H U M A N  DERELICT. 

liE Wild 1\1an of Toy Creek pushed 

cellar and searched the heavens with an 
anxious eye. A cloudless vault was 
overhead, and the afternoon sun pen-

�trated the surrounding woods and 
spread a golden carpet shot through 
with shadows ; it also struck the Wild 
Man of Toy Creek squarely in the ey�. 

"Yell ow !" he growled, gnashing hts 
teeth and covering his face. "'Why 
can't it be always night ?" 

By degrees his eyes grew accu stom� 
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to the glare ; then he drew his hairy 
length out of the hole, pulled his club 
after him, and stood up. He was a 
goodly sized person, with locks and 
beard that fell to his \vaist and wearing 
a single abbreviated garn1ent of coon
skins. 

"That blow was a ripper," he mut
tered, combing out his beard with his 
fingers. "I£  I could be as miserable in 
any other part of the country as I am 
right here, blamed if I wouldn't emi
grate I Ha ! What's that ?" 

A crashing could be heard in the un
derbrush. Moistening his palms, the 
Outcast took a firmer grip on the handle 
of  his club and waited in hostile atti
tude. 

' 'More curiosity seekers, like as not,'' 
he said to himself. ((Strange how hard 
it is for me to escape renown ! Even 
from a solitude like this my fame 
spreads. I reckon I 'l l  have to quit prog
nosticating. The chances are about 
even that the noise is made by a farrner. 
Probably he wants to trade a side of 
bacon for the date o f  the next cvclone. � 
Well, the bacon would come in handy, 
although I " The Outcast went 
straight up into the air and came down 
with a gasp. "Shade of Burton ! 
\Vhat's this ?" 

A .Phantom had glided out of the 
brush. At least its outre appearance 
suggested that it might be a phantom. 

It was extraordinarily tall and gaunt, 
and it \\·as swathed from neck to heel 
in dingy yellow bandages. Over its 
shoulder was a long, narrow box, open 
do'A-·n the length of one side and curi
ously carved and painted. 

For a full minute the Outcast and 
the newcomer stood staring at each 
other. Then the newcomer removed 
the box from his shoulder, placed it on 
the ground, and sat do\\·n on it. 

"WeU, well !" muttered the Outcast. 
•'I've had all sorts o f  callers since I 
went into retirement in this place, but 
never another one that ans\\·ered this 

fellow's description. Hello, friend !" 
called the Outcast. 

Something akin to a smile cracked the 
newcomer's parchmentlike face. 

"Aur-Aa," said he. 
"Wonder i f  he�s from the Sac-and

Fox tribe ?" murmured the Outcast. 
"It may be that he has separated him
self from his red brothers just as I have 
from my own kind. '' 

This reflection worked on the Out
cast's sympathy. He took a step to
ward the newcomer gu�rdedly and with 
club convenient for use if needed. 

"How ?" said the Outcast, extending 
his hand. • 'My name's Mahoney. 
What's yours ?" 

"Aur-Aa," responded the other, look
ing at the offered hand with a certain 
amount of surprise. 

"Don't want to be friends, eh ?'' 
snapped the Outcast. "Well, if  you've 
got business any place else don't let 
me detain you a minute. This is my 
busy day." 

"Aur-Aa," persisted the caBer, still 
smiling. 

Mahoney was bewildered. "Seems -
friendly enough," he thought, "even i f  
he does refuse to express his amicable 
feelings by a handshake. First Injun 
I ever saw that wouldn•t take my hand 
-or anything else I had if he could 
get it. I ' 1 1  try again. 

"Mebbyso Injun hungry, eh ?" Ma
honey inquired. "Like urn something 
to eat ?" 

"Aur-Aa." 
The frequency of  that word's repeti .. 

tion inspired the Outcast v.'ith an idea. 
"Oh, ho !" he cried. "That's your 

name, is it ? Aur-Aa. Sounds like it 
might be Injun, all right. Well, Aur
Aa, here's where I live. �fake yourself 
at home. When I'm thirsty I go down 
to the creek ; when I'm hungry I raid 
a hen house or a pork barrel. It's the 
simple life from the ground up. 

4CTry to be miserable ; that's my 
motto. The harder you try the happier 
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you11 be. My favorite author is Bur
ton ; my favorite book his 'Anatomy 
of 1\Ielancholy.' Ever read it ?" 

' 'Aur-Aa.' ' 
"There, there, of course not� It's a 

little heavy, but it's great. Taken in 
small doses it's an eye-opener, but a 
little too much of it will put you to 
sleep. Come from the reservation ?'' 

''Aur-Aa.'' 
"Say, I wish you'd say something 

else," said the Outcast petulantly. 
"Your vocabulary is  so limited it gets 
monotonous. Now, look at me. I'm 
a college graduate Podunk, Class of  'go. There's more real talent and abil
ity wrapped up in this coonskin kimono 
than you could find in a month's travel 
through the highways of  commerce. ( 
hate to speak in this way about myself, 
but there's no dodging the bald fact. 

"When I left college I had n1y eye 
on a particula r1 y fine mansion on the 
shady side of easy street. In two 
years I had amassed a million dollars, 
and Fortune handed me a deed to the 
property on the thorough fare I have 
j ust mentioned. But '"'·ould you believe 
i t! Realization curdled my early de
sire. I put the deed in escrow, gave a 
million of  tainted money to the Home 
for Indigent Umbrella Menders, and 
took to the woods. 

"Here, with my coonskin overcoat, 
my club, and my long-handled dirk, I 
contrive to eke out a precarious live
lihood by foraging and by bartering 
weather reports for the few simple 
things I cannot secure other,vise. I 
had thought," he added pensively, "that 
I was done \Vith n1ankind, but it is 
wonderful the way I have warmed up 
tO YOU • 

.. 

" I f  you wish, you may join me here. 
I \vil l  make it my business to instruct 
you in the written and spoken language 
deve1oped by the Anglo-Saxon. l-Iand 
in hand, Aur-Aa , we will travel th rough 
the primer and onward and upward to 

those sublime heights where cultured 
commercial ism multiplies graft by fi
nesse and gives a product of  gold 
stamped with double eagles. 

�·And then, then," cried the Outcast, 
"perhaps you will be able to read and 
understand Burton. At least,'' he 

added, "you will appreciate the senti
ment that pron1pted n1e to cut loose 

from things as they are in order to 
run1inate on things as they might be 
here in the solitude of the forest. 

"Just carry your box into my com
binat ion cave and cyclone cellar, make 
yoursel f  as comfortable as you can, 
and I'll hike out and scare up some· 

thing for supper." 
The newcon1er had listened with a 

dejected air that s·t�dily deepened. In 
the silence that follo\\·ed �fahoney's last 
word he got up, shouldered his long - -
box, and, with a repetition of the two 
syllables V.'hich seemed to limit his abil
ity in the language line, started for the 
brush. 

His intention to depart, however, was 
abruptly changed. Once more there 
came a sound of  crackling tYt' igs directly 
in front of  Aur-Aa and apparently 
heading him off. 

He \vhirled about \\rith the look of a 
hunted \Vo1 f. The ya\vning mouth of 
the cave met his eye, and forth\vith he 
plunged for it, wriggled through, and 
dragged the box a fter him. 

Hardly was he out of  sight when an 
under-sized, red -headed man pushed. 

clear of the undergro\\rth. This second 
visitor '\\·as hatless and shoeless, while 
his clothes were torn and much the· 
worse for an experience that seemed to 
have happened quite recently. 

fn this red-headed man the Outcast 
saw only an enemy of Aur-Aa a pur
suer, it might be. With one jump he 

had the intruder by the collar ; another 
n1oment and he had th ro\\rn hin1 down 
and was standing over him \\· ith the 

club. 
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CHAPTER X. 

MAHONEY IS ENLIGHTENED. 

ASY there \\·ith that stick !" clam-
ored the red-headed man. "If 

you're working for Peters and Scrym
geour, I'll give in and let it  go at that. 
But don't hit me. After what I've been 
through I don't think I could stand it." 

"Who are you ?" snarled the Outcast .. 
"Bings, William Bings!' 
"How did you come here ?" 
••Tha t twister picked me up a11d 

Janded me in a tree. I'm the sole sur
:wivor of a party of four five, i f  you 
count the mummy. Put up the club, 
please do ! Sit down, can't you, and let 
me feel easy ? I think I deserve it." 

Observing that he had B ings properly 
fiuelled, and suspecting that he might 
have made a mistake, M ahoney laid 
aside his weapon, and the other sat up 
and felt of his bruises. 

"My, my," mourned B ings, "but I 
must be a picture !" His sad eyes wan
dered over the man before him. 
·'Where was you when it struck us ?" 
. he asked. 

"Safe," was the curt response. 
"You knew it was coming in time 

to get out of the way ?" 
4'1 should hope so ! I knew it was . 

k , comtng a wee ago. 
4'Then you're the weather prophet ?'' 

asked the amazed Bings. 
"So they call me. By the way, you 

spoke of a mummy., 
"Have you seen him ?', returned 

B ings eagerly. "He's a live mummy
or, rather, he was. It's a safe guess 
that cyclone has backcapped the effects 
of the Panacea." 

"You talk of a live mummy," said 
the Outcast derisively. "Do yoa wish 
to insult my intelligence ?" 

"No, no," panted Bings as Mahoney 
reached for his club. "Be reasonable, 
can't you ?" 

"I 'm trying to be." 
"Well, I '11 give you the details, and 

then you can size up the thing for your
self," went on Bings. 

Then he went into matters connected 
with the Panacea, deftly shielding his 
culpability wherever it would have 
given a bad impression, saying nothing 
about the forn1ula, as such, and utterly 
ignoring Peters and Scrymgeour. The 
point which Bings sought to cover was 
the marvelous effect of the Panacea on 
Nit-Ra. . 

"So, you see," he finished, "Nit-Ra 
was very much alive just previous to 
the cyclone, but it's a safe-money break 
that he never weathered that. Although 
I've trotted a heat with the Ra-Ra boy, 
I'm not so well posted on mummies 
as I wish I was. Four thousand years, 
I should think, is an endurance test that 
would leave an extra tough mummy 
pretty brittle. And what would happen 
to a £ ragile relic like that in a blow like 
we just had ?

,
' 

Mahoney did not answer. There 
was a thoughtful look on his face, and 
he was running his clawlike fingers 
through his whiskers • 

''If you happen to run across any of 
the remains," continued Bings, getting 
painfully to his feet, "I 'll be obliged to 
you i f  you drop me a line. Address 
your letter to Jerome Sykes, General 
Delivery, Kansas City. Mr. Sykes," he 
added, "is my uncle." 

William Bings never had had an 
uncle. He simply knew it would be 
safer for him to inquire for mail under 
the name of Jerome Sykes, so he laid 
his wires accordingly. 

"And another thing," B ings went on. 
"You see, I 'm subject to attacks of diz
ziness ; I get light-headed artd all that 
sort of '' 

"I see you do," cut in Mahoney with 
disturbing emphasis. 

"Well," pursued Bings, a bit miffed, 
"there's only one thing that helps me 
when I go off the jump, and that's a 
prescription an old doctor made out for 
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me years ago. I used to keep it in 
the mummy's sarcophagus, and it was 
there when the cyclone picked us up. 
The old doctor's passed out, there's ne 
other copy of the prescription in exist
ence, and I 'm up against it proper if 
the original can't be found. I t's on 
three small sheets of paper. I f  you 
happen to run onto the scraps I'll make 
it worth your while to put 'em in an 
envelope and mail 'em to M r. Sykes.'' 

"If that prescription was filled and 
you had a dose of it just about now, 
I think it would do you good." M r. 
M ahoney moistened his palms and laid 
hold of the bludgeon. "Those three 
pieces of paper may be anywhere be
tween here and the Gulf, so that the 
supposition that I may find them is too 
far-fetched for serious consideration. 

"I'm an odd genius, William Bings, 
but not odd enough, thank Heaven, to 
take any stock in your four-thousand
year-old mummy miraculously revived 
by an accidental deluge of this so-called 
Panacea. The next town," he added, 
' 4 is eight miles ; the road is off there to 
the left." 

Bings was dismissed. He felt that 
he must be going, and that the quicker 
he started the better it would be for 
him. 

"Well, so long," he said, and_ limped 
for the brush. As soon as he was out 
of Mahoney's sight he began to run. 
" .. � human gorilla !" he muttered. "He's 
about the swiftest specimen of a 
\\·eather prophet I ever laid eyes on." 

After making sure that Bings had 
departed, the Outcast took. his club un
der his arrn and strode to the entrance 
of his retreat. There he paused and 
peered around him like a man who has 
suddenly found a purpose in J i fe .. 

"Fate," he murtnured, "has done this 
thing ! Fate has reached back into the 
Dim Past, snatched this derelict from 
the Land of the Nile, quickened him 
with l ife, and passed him along to the 
Present and to me. Ah, my prophetic 

soul ! Now let us see what I make of 
this most exceptional opportunity., 

CHAPTER XI.  
A FALL FROM GRACE. 

LET us glance hastily at the record 
of two studious months, dwelling 

more at length on Mahoney's fall from 
grace through gazing too much upon 
a certain magnificent star sapphi re. 

Nit-Ra's intellect was as high above 
the average as his own stature topped 
the race of ordinary and modern men. 
That is to say, he was head and shoul
ders in the lead, mentally as well as 
physically. 

When he was told a thing once, he 
never forgot it, and tlie leaps and jumps 
by which he mastered the English lan
guage, raced through the at·ithnletic, 
and ran the gamut of the rest of Ma
honey's knowledge kept his instructor 
in a constant state of wonder and awe. 

At the end of  six weeks Nit-Ra was 
. . -

explatn1ng obscure passages in Burton 
and bringing to l ight hidden beauties 
which Mahoney had never dreamed the 
"Anatomy'' possessed. 

Along with his mental development, 
too, Nit-Ra waxed plump and strong. 
His black hair was renewed luxuriantly, 
and he blossomed out with a regal air 
and an authoritative manner which 
proved embarrassing to his companion .. 

He was particularly reticent about 
his past. Mahoney ]earned that he had 
lived in Thebes ; that he had died there 
at the age of thi rty ; and that he had 
been transmigrating ever since, up to 
the time the Panacea wagon jolted over 
the railroad tracks into the town of 
Olathe. 

Along at the first he was but half 
revived. He remembered getting out 
of the mummy box twice, once in 
Olathe to try and locate himself, and 
again in  Ottawa to secure a papyrus 
which he believed to be his and which 
he had seen a red-headed man take 
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from another who was asleep on a straw 
pile. 

Every Ancient Egyptian who 
amounted to anything was put away 
with a papyrus, extolling his vi rtues and 
his good deeds, so that the Adjusters in 
the Hereafter could arrive at  a shade's 
proper value and reward accordingly. 
The first thing Nit-Ra did when he be
gan to wake up was to miss his papy
rus, and this caused hirn·a vast amount 
of concern. He had cut a pretty "'·ide 
swath in Thebes, and he wanted the 
Adjusters to be sure and maKe a note 
of it. 

He remembered opening and drink
ing a bottle of the Panacea ignorant, 
o f  course, of the nature of the bottle's 

• 

contents and desiring only to assuage 
his growing thirst, and he had a very 
vivid re<:o11ection of a tremendous 
something that had laid hold of the 
mun1my box, given it a mighty shove, 
and then set it to spinning and whi rl
ing as though it had been launched into 
some mighty whirlpool . 

The sensation had ended in a splin
tering crash, and when Nit-Ra regained 
his senses he found himsel f and the 
sarcophagus lying amid the ruins of  
the n1ttmmy box. He had then shoul
dered the box and started on il still 
hunt for the River Nile, Aur-Aa in the 
Old Egyptian. 

This was the extent of the infornta
_tion he vouch safed to Mahoney. \\lben
ev:er the latter proffered inquiries bear
ing upon the pastt Nit-Ra shut up like a 
st(el trap, freezing his interlocutor with 
the regal air already referred to. 

There was a vein of humor in Nit-Ra, 
however, which made him at times most 
companionable. It was the fifth week 
before the star sapphire dropped into 
their placid life and threw its baneful 
influence over 11ahoney. 

As Ancient Egyptians were put away 
with a papyrus, so \vere they also 
equipped with a potent amulet by the 

solicitous ones they had left behind. 
The star sapphire was an amulet. 

Nit-Ra sprung it on the Outcast one 
afternoon. Strolling over to where his 
companion was skinning a rabbit, the 
Egyptian borrowed the makings of a 
cigarette tobacco being one of the 
things the Outcast had carried into the 
wilds to h�lp make him miserable. 

"\\.hat do you think o f  that ?" queried 
Nit-Ra, seating hi rnsel f on a log and 
balancing the sapphire on his bare, • 
bro\\·n knee. 

l\1ahoney dropped the rabbit, looked 
at the great,  glittering gem, then rubbed 
his eyes and looked again. At an early 
stage of his career he had been head 
salesman in a j ewelry store, so he knew 
a thing or two about precious stones. 

' (If you found that anywhere around 
here;' he cried, grabbing the sapphire 
from Nit-Ra's knee, "it's mine !" 

Nit-Ra's beady eyes peered at the 
Outcast through a cloud of smoke. 
There was surprise in his look as he 
continued to observe his companion. 

Mahoney \\· as gloating over the sap
phire as he held it in the palm of his 
hand. In color it was a soft velvet 
blue ; ancient cutters had ground it en 
caboch on, so that it  displayed an opal
escent star of six rays .. 

"i\n asteria r' he murmured. "Where 
did you find it, Nit-Ra ?" 

"I didn't find it," answered the man 
from Thebes ; " I brought it with me . ., 

"B rought it 'vith you ?" repeated Ma
honey. 

4 'Y es. �ly though t f.pl friends bound 
it upon my . breast to insure me a safe 
and prosperous passage to the under
world." 

1\lahoney's disappointment and cha-
• • 

grtn were tntense. 
"It's no use to you now, is it ?" he 

queried. " I've been putting in several 
weeks at hard labor teaching you the 
alphabet and the multiplication table 
and other things, and, while I haven't 
made any charge, still I think it would 
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be a gracious condescension on your 
part to present me with this er
bauble." 

"What do you \Vant with it ?" asked 
Nit-Ra in a hard voice. 

"It will be a n1emento of the pleasant 
hours we have passed together, Nit
Ra," said Mahoney, beaming. 

"I guess you had better give it back," 
ans,vered Nit-Ra, stretching out his 
hand. "It is sacred to Osiris and Thoth, 
the supernal ones who preside over 
Truth and Wisdom. I f  left in  your 
possession the stone would be out of 
its element." 

.. Out of its element ?" scowled Ma
honev. "What do vou mean ?" � . 

"It's this way," sa id the Egyptian 
amiably. "The high priests of my na
tive Thebes have crooned over that 
stone and carried it through the sacred 
Mysteries. To look upon the amulet 

. 

overtnuch brings out a man's true na-
ture. Frank1y," and here his bearing 
became that of  the potentate and his 
voice grew sharp with authority, "it 
wouldn't be healthy for you to tote the 
sapphire around. I \vant it !" 

Mahoney flung the amulet at him, 
kicked the half-skinned rabbit into the 
bushes, and pulled savagely at his 
whiskers. 

' 'You're the worst case of ingratitude 
I ever saw in  mv life !, he snarled " I  

" 

had a million before I came here, and 
I turned it over to the Chicago Board of  
Trade " 

' 41  thought the Indigent Umbrella 
Menders- -" , 

uoh, you thought ! What right have 
you got to think, anyway ? I f  I had 
that stone I could sell it for enough 
to go back and take a fall out of the 
market.'' 

Grabbing up his club, the Outcast 
sulked away into the undergrowth. 
Nit-Ra wrapped the stone up in the 
forrnula and put both into the inside 
pocket of his coonskin coat. Then he 
made a fire and cooked the rabbit. Ma-

honey drifted back in  time to eat half 
of it. 

"Forgive me, old chap," said Ma
honey, brushing away a repentant tear 
with the back., of his hand. " I  thought 
I had sufficiently brutalized myself so 
that wealth ceased to have anv allure-

... 

ments. But the old spirit dies hard:'' 
Nit-Ra forgave him cheerfully, but 

from then on until the last night of the 
Egyptian's eight weeks' course there 
was noticeable constraint in the bearing 
of each toward the other. 

On that last n ight Nit-Ra, returning • 
from the creek, where he had been for 
a drink, stumbled over a bundle among 
the bushes. Carrying the bund1e to an 
open space, he examined it under the 
pale, cold gleam of the moon. 

It contained, he found, a club of sec
ond-growth hickory carved with signs 
of the zodiac always carried by the 
Outcast on those rare occasions when 
he went visiting a Sunday-\ coat of ex
tra-quality coonskins, four muskrat 
nides, a dozen woodchuck scalps, and 
ha 1 £  a cold roast chicken. 

The fact that thes� belongings were 
done up into a bundle indicated that the 
Outcast \vas about to break camp ; and • 
the other fact that the bundle had been 
secreted indicated that he was to take 
the step covertly. 

Nit-Ra gave vent to a cackling laugh, 
tied up the bundle as he had found it, 
and returned it to the place where it 
had been left ; then be went back to 
the hang-out, shook up a pile of dry 
leaves under an overhanging ledge of  
rock, and laid down but not to sleep. 

The Outcast was sprawled out on his 
own bed, and was breathing heavily, 
as though in deep slumber. Nit-Ra 
made it his business to watch him. 

And well was it for the man from 
Thebes that he took the precaution. 
VVhen three or four hours had pas� 
�fahoney gave over his heavy breath
ing, rose to his hands and knees, crept 
pantherlike upon Nit-Ra, and groped 



THE MAN FROM THEBES 

lightly into his breast pocket. His hand 
shook as it came forth with the papers 
and the sapphire. 

"Back to the world again !'' he whis
pered exultantly, holding his plunder 
aloft. ' ·Back to the only l ife worth J iv
ing, and '";ith the \\·herewithal to carve 
out a career that ' ' 

Just at that instant the hi llside tipped 
over and dropped on Mahoney ; at least 
his last ray of reason fostered that im
pression. He came to himself with a 
headache, with the quiet stars mocking 
him from their serene depths, and with 
a slowly growing conviction that he had 
been baffled. 

Both the fonnula and the star sap
phire were gone. A brief investigation 
showed hin1 that Nit-Ra had also van
ished, and had taken his cedarwood case 
along. 

Securing two dry sticks, the Outcast 
rubbed them together and made a blaze. 
As soon as the fire \\'as going well he  
brought out the "Anatomy of Melan
choly," ripped it apart, and fed it piece
meal to the flames. 

"I have been nursing a viper in my 
bosom," he n1uttered ; ' 'I 'n1 stung. But 
no animated mummy is going to get the 
better of me r· 

N ext morning he put on his best 
jacket, armed h in1sel f with the zodiacal 
club, and descended upon the nearest 
fannhouse. There he traded a weather 
report for a postage stamp, an envelope, 
and a sheet of paper. 

l .. ater on he flagged the rural carrier 
as he was jogging along the highway 
and gave h itn a letter addressed to 
''Jerome Sykes, Esquire, Cieneral Deliv
ery, Kansas City, �1issouri." 

CHAPTER XII. 
T H E  STRANGER IS TAKEN IN. 

GOODNESS me, Silas ! Who's that 
a�comin' into our front yard ?" 

Mrs. Mings was getting breakfast. 
Mr. Mings was sitting on the steps at 

the kitchen door, whittling out a bung 
for an old cider barrel. 

M rs. �l ings, when the new "L" was 
built on the house so that the old sum
mer ki tchen could be done away with, 
had insisted that her ne\\r culinary quar
ters should contain a window facing 
the road. It \Vas "company, for her, 

while engaged in the kitchen, where 
nine-tenths o f  her waking hours were 
passed, to \\'atch the farmers going and 

• 

corn t ng. 
Silas balked at the extra outlay of 

two dollars that v:ould be required , and 
M rs. ?\.lings picked blackberries along 
the highway and earned the money her· 
sel f. So the \\·indo\\" was put in. 

Now, through this very window, Mrs. 
M ings saw a wondrously tall man of a 
bro\\rn complex ion walking through the 
gate. He wore a skin gown that came 
to his knees and was belted about the 
waist with a piece of rope, and over his 
shoulder he carried a long, narrow box. 

"By J iminy !,  murn1ured Silas, start
ing to his feet. "He·s got up some like 
that weather prophet that l ives in a 

cave over to Skinner's woods, near Ot
tawa. Seen that feller once ; but th is 
ain't him. My ! He's taller'n our 
Seth." 

"\\!""el l, I never !" said Mrs. Mings, 
turning from the window with modest 
ind ignat ion. "Shoo him off, Silas 
Mings. I wonder at you, standin' there 
like you are and lettin' that shameless 
critter approach this house.'' 

"Don't go into a fit, Samanthy, "  an
S\vered S ilas. "For a lead in' light of 
the Methodist persuasion you're a good 
deal of a backslider. He's a stranger, 
and don't Scripter say something about 
takin' a stranger in ?" 

('You've been eternally takin' some 
one in all your li fe, Silas," flung back 
Samanthy as she started for the dining 
room with a plate of fried potatoes. 
"I hope to goodness you'll get come 
up with one of these days. Call Seth. 
Everythin 's on the table.'' 
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In a loud voice Silas made the hired 

man acquainted with the - delectable 
news that breakfast was ready ; then he 
went around the end of the "L" to head 
off the tramp. The fartner came back 
just as Seth had finished his morning 
ablutions and was preparing to sit down 
at the table .. 

"He seems l ike a real nice kind of 
a fe11er, Samanthy," remarked Sila$. 
"Talks like a school-teacher ; says his 
name is Nate Rah, and that he's lookin' 
for work. Put somethin' on a plate, 
and we'll let him eat in the woodshed.'' 

" I  swan, if you ain't the most aggra
vatin' man ! You're just that set on 
goin' against me  you'd let him eat here 
i f  you died for it. Watch him w�en 
he leaves and see't he don't take noth
ing belongin' to us." 

"He ain't go in' away,'' said Silas 
dryly as he took the plate of food ; 
"anyhow, not for a spell. He's goin' 
to stay an' do the chores, all but the 
milkin' while Seth an' me are busy with 
the castor beans." 

"Silas Mings," screamed Samanthy, 
.. i f  that coffee-colored tramp sets foot 
in this house /Jl/ leave. That's flat." 

"He's goin' to sleep in the bam an' 
eat in the woodshed," returned Silas. 
Samanthy talked, but Silas was the one 
that had his way. "Besides," said Silas 
with a wink and in an explosive whis
per, "he's offered to work for five dol
lars a month an' found." 

Seth Biddle was getting twenty. He 
looked uncomfortable as though he 
fancied he might become the victim of 
cheap labor. 

"You don't need another hired man 
any more'n a dog needs two tails," was 
the accompaniment to which Saman
thy's wrath and antagonism subsided, 
''but i f  you can get anythin' cheap you'll 
have it  in spite o' fate .. " 

Silas left with the food for Nate 
Rah. When he came back and sat 
down to give attention to his own be
lated breakfast he declared that Nate 

Rah "et like he hadn't had a square 
meal for a month." 

And thus it was that Nit-Ra, duly 
posted in the language and with a the
oretical smattering of some of the arts 
and sciences, had set out to acquire a 
practical knowledge of American man
ners and customs. 

Out of deference to M rs. M ings' fas
tidious notions, the first move was to 
put the ancient king into overalls and 
wamus, borrowed for the purpose from 
Seth. Although Seth stood six feet 
two in his stockings, the borrowed 
clothes still left uncovered a distressing 
length of arm and leg. A pair of Seth's 
boots, however, proved fully a size too 
large. 

On that first day of the Egyptian's 
work for Farmer Mings, Seth was told 
off to show him the ropes. The milking 
had been accomplished before break
fast, and three fifteen-gallon tin cans 
were standing on the platforrn by the 
pump. 

Lighting his cob pipe, Seth leaned 
against the garden fencet his hands in  
his pockets, and bossed the new hand. 

uTake the cover off'n that first can," 
said Seth ; -Hpush it  under the spout an' 
pump it  full." 

The can was two-thirds full of milk. 
When water enough had been added 
to bring the contents to the brim the 
cover was put on and the can lifted to 
one side. 

"Now do the same with that next 
can," said Seth. 

The process was repeated, and Nit� 
Ra reached for the third can. 

"Leave that un alone !" ordered Seth. 
"It's full up with our best milk now.'' 

"Pardon me," said Nit-Ra respect
fully, "but may _ I  inquire why you mix 
water with two cans of milk and yet 
keep it  out of the third can ?" 

"Them first two cans," exp1ained 
Seth, '-are sold to a man that peddles 
milk in Williamsburg, and we've fixed 
'em up to go farther so'st nonP of his 
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customers'll be disapp'inted. That other 
can goes to the creamery, an' Mings 
gets paid accordin'  to what it tests. 
Now we'll go out an' hitch up to the 
democrat wagon." 

On their way to the barn they passed 
Mr. Mings h itching a horse to the cas ... 
tor-bean sled. 1-I rs. Mings, who in
sisted on taking care of the chickens 
herself, was just coming from the poul
try house in a state of visible agitation. 
. "Sakes alive, Silas !" she cried. 

"That speckled hen did steal her nest, 
just as I said all along. She's over 
there under the edge o f  the strawstack 
w ith eighteen eggs. I 've missed her for 
goin' on two weeks, an' she must have 
been settin' on 'em all the time. I 've 
locked her up in the h en house, 'cause 
I don't want any chickens comin' off 
this time o' year. Seth,'' she adde4, 
turning to the hired man, "you take 
them eggs down back o'  the pigpen an• 
break 'em.)) 

"What d'you want to \\·aste 'em like 
that for ?" spoke up Mr.  Mings. "Eggs 
is sixteen cents in t rade.. We ain't 
so darn rich, Samanthy, that we can 
take twenty-four cents out back o' the 
pigpen an' throw it away." 

"Bring 'em in,  Seth, when you come 
from the barn," said Samanthy. '41 £ 
they ain't too shiny I reckon they'll 
pass.'' 

" May I inquire," said the ex-king, 
I 

while they were putting the horse to 
the democrat wagon, "what eggs are 
good for after a hen has set on them 
for two weeks ?'' 

"Good for chickens i f  she sets an
other week," chuckled Seth. 

"But are thev \\:orth sixteen cents 
.., 

a dozen at the store ?" 
''They·re wuth "·hatever you can get 

for 'etn. 1\fy," Seth added, "but you're 
dumb ! Where you lived all your life, 
huh ?" 

''In a great city." 
"Don't know nothin' 'bout farn1in' at 

all ?" 

"No ; but I'm eager to Jearn." 
�'Youtll learn, atJ right, if  you stay 

here long. Mings is the greatest feller 
to get somethin' for nothin' you ever 
saw in your life." 

They dTove up to the house and took 
in the milk cans. \Vhen they had fin
ished loading, l\1rs. 11ings came out 
with her basket o f  eggs. 

�4Thev's twelve dozen of 'em here, 
., 

Seth," she said, "and you take 'em to 
Ki11umts an' get their v.rorth in sugar. 
And te1 1 Killum I want real sugar, too, 
as \ve got plenty of sand right here 
on the farm. I f  vve get any more sugar 
like the last we'll do our tradin' at 
Snyder's." 

c•vou seenl to be well in fortned, 1\fr. 
Biddle," observed Nit-Ra as they rode 
along, Hand I wish you would kindly 
explain why sand is mixed with sugar ?" 

"For the same reason, Nate, that 
water's mixed with milk goes farther. 
Say, you're funnier 'n a circus." 

"One thing more, please," said Nit
Ra humbly. "If  we trade one dollar 
and n inety-two cents' worth of eggs, 
with eighteen ·bad ones in the basket, 
to �l r. Killum for one dollar and ninety
two cents' \Vorth of sugar that is mi xed 
'vith sand, "·hich loses most, Mr. Kil
lum or �Irs. �1 ings ?" • 

" ''" M
. ,, 

lVt rs. tngs. 
HHow is  that ?" 
"\Ve11, Killum has got the advan

tage ; h e  can sell short 'veight. Then, 
too, Killun1'll candle the eggs, sell the 
good uns in Will ian1sburg and ship the 
rest to Kansas Ci tv., .., 

After they had turned over the milk 
to the milkman and the creamery, and 
had taken on the etnpty cans, they pro
ceeded to Killum's. Nit-Ra's extreme 
length and ill-fitting apparel had 
aroused considerable levity whenever he 
had got out o f  the wagon to stretch his 
limbs and walk around. This fretted 
his kingly spirit to such an extent that 
he remained on the wagon seat while 
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Seth \vas exchanging the eggs for the 
sugar. 

A Fairbanks scales \Vas n�ar the 
place where he was waiting, and he 
saw a man drive on the platform with 
a hayrack. then jump down and stand 
to one side. 

"Say, Pete," called the man \\·ho was 
doing the weighing, "you was on the 
rack \vhen I weighed the load, wasn't 
you ?" 

"You bet !" replied Pete. 
"Then you better get back on. You 

weigh clost to two hundred." 
"Say, Gus," replied Pete, "that hay 

was for ole Ketchum, an' " 
"That so ?" said Gus. "Then stay 

right where you are. Ketchum bought 
a couple of baskets of coal here last 
winter an' paid for 'em with a plugged 
dollar." 

Pretty soon Seth came out, smoking 
• 

a ctgar. 
"Ever indulge, Nate ?" he asked. 
"Sometimes," answered Nit-Ra. 
"Well, then, you burn this un." He 

handed over a second cigar to his com-
• 

pant on. 
"Two-fers," commented Seth, pick

ing up the lines, "an' cabbage leaf at 
that. But I paid a nickel apiece. " He 
chuckled. "But they was lead nickels 
I give Killum," he added. " I  had 'em 
in my pocket for the last two months 
every time I went in the store, waitin' 
till he didn't have his glasses on." 

"Does your conscience trouble you 
at all, M r. Biddle ?H asked Nit-Ra 
blandly. 

"Conscience ?" returned Seth with a 
blank look. "What's that ? If you 
mean am I sore on account of the cab
bage-lea f cigars, or is Killum sore on 
account of the nickels, I shake my head. 
He changed a quarter for me two 
months ago, an' that's where the nickels 
come from first. Mebby some un 
else'll want a quarter changed.''  

uWhy does a man, when he sells a 
load of hay, stay on the load when it's 

weighed and then get off the wagon 
\vhen he weighs that ?" 

"You're a corker, honest !" grinned 
Seth. "Got to have a diagram for 
everythin', ain't y'u ? When a man 
stays on the load it weighs more ; when 
he \veighs the wagon back, an' stays 
off, it weighs Jess. The diff' renee is  
the man's weight in graft. See ? An' 
good hay's wuth nine do1lars a ton !'' 

��what's a p1ugged dollar \VOrth ?" 
"A hundred cents, i f  you can get it. 

I f  you can't it 's a keepsake." 
They continued to smoke as they 

jogged along. Seth, beginning to warrn 
up to his innocent frierid, became remi· 
niscent. 

"Last week," said he with a gleeful 
snicker, "Mings 'vas pretty nigh sick 
abed. Had a roan with the heaves, an• 
wanted to make a trade with old 
Ketchum, that l ives in town, for a bay. 

''Ketchum sent word by me that hetd 
be out with the bay at ten in the mom
jn'. 'Bout nine I seen Mings pourin' 
some stuff out of a bottle an' puttin' 
it in  a pail o' water. When Ketchum 
come, an• M ings led the roan out, 
blamed i f  it wasn't breathin' perfectly 
natural. 

(4Ketchum run the roan twicet around 
the barn an' l istened with his ear clost 
up to the roan's nose. Nary a heave. 
So they traded, even up. A tickleder 
man than Mings you never seen. 

"Next mornin' M ings came in, white 
as a sheet,· and asked for hot drops. 
Bay was dead in the stall. Glanders, 
epizootic, er somethin' Samanthy give 
Silas fits, then put him to bed with a 
mustard plaster and a hot flat. Say, 
but he was sore !" 

When they got back to the farm, Seth 
jumped out of the wagon, unloaded the 
cans, and carried the sugar into the 
house ; Nit-Ra drove on to the bam. 

While he was unhitching he caught 
a glimpse of a rig coming into the 
M ings' yard. He vouchsafed it only 
passing attention until he saw a short, 
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thickset, dilapidated-looking man get 
out of the huggy, hitch the horse, re
move some bulky object from the rear 
of  the vehicle, and carry it a round to 
the front door o f  the house. 

Nit- 1� leaned against the wagon 
wheel and rubbed his forehead. As in 
a dream he ren1embered pulling himself 
half out of  a long, dark box and looking 
upward to "·here this short, th ickset, 

dilapidated person had stood in the light 
of a torch. 

At that time there were others he 
had seen as well ; notably a woman with 
alabaster skin and kinky hair that stood 
out from her head l i ke the quills on a 
fretfu l porcupine ; the red -headed man 
at whom he had opened his right eye 
on one occasion had been manipulating 
the supposed papyrus on another, and 
on yet another had choked in order to 
recover the papers ; and last ly he had 
seen the indi v idual in  feathers and blan
kets as he roll�d off the wagon into the 
gathered crowd. 

Nit -Ra breath�d hard, brushed his 
hand across his  eyes, and then slowly 
and reflect i vely led the hor�e into the 
bam and to his stall. Wh ile the har
ness was being removed Seth Biddle 
came out. finally bringing up at the 
place where Nit-l�a was at work. 

"Better go into the house, Nate," said 
he. "The's a smooth fe1Jer in  there 
with a patent churn. Either him or 
M i ngs'll get skinned out o' his eyeteeth 
afore the t\vo break a\vay. I 'm goin' 
back ; jest thought I'd come out an' 
give you a tip if  you wanted to see some 
fun.' ' 

"Mrs. Mings isn•t very frimdly to
ward me," ansv-·ered Nit-Ra, "so I 
guess I won't get any closer to her than 
I Ita ve to. \Vhat' s become of that long, 
cedarwood box of mine ?" 

41Mrs. Mings had me carry it into the 
settin' roon1 ; says she's goin' to make 
a bookcase out o f  it or a plate rack or 
somethin'. \Veil, take it easy, Nate, 

till I come back. You'll need all the 

breathin' spells you can get while you're 
workin' for Mings." 

Seth went one way, and Nit-Ra
aftcr he had used his pencil on a scrap 
of paper which he found in the barn m 

went another. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

GINGEL PICKS UP A CLEW. 

G 000 morn ing, madatn ! llave I 
the pleasure of add ressing '' 

Doctor Gi ngel doffed his hat and 
smi led affably as �I rs. �ling� came to 
the door in ans\ver to his knock. 

" I f  you're sell in' anyt hing," inter
rupted Mrs. Mings, get t ing a look at 
the churn behind the doctor, "you might 
just as well save your breath and go 
on some'rs else. We don't patternize 
agents here." 

"\� ery sens ible, madam, "  averred the 
doctor ; "agents are not always relia
ble. I can see," he said, peering beyond 
M rs. Mings into the room behind her, 
"that you are a lady o f  discritnination. 
The neatness o£ your house, \vhat l ittle 
l am able to see of it, convinces me 
that " 

" I  don 't want any of your soft soap, 
either,�' cut i n  �f rs. �lings. " I 've got 
a world of work to do and I can 't stand 
here wasting my time."' 

She would have closed the door, but 
the persistent doctor interposed his foot. 

, . �1 adam/' said he, hten minutes 
wasted nO\Y \Viii save you ten hours in 

... 

the course o f  a month, and one hundred 
and t\venty hours or five \\'hole days ! 
-in the course of a year. I have a 
little mac.h ine here wh�rh will " 

" You said you \Vasn't an agent !" 
' ':\or am I ,  n1adam. I an1 the sole 

owner and proprietor .Pf  Gingel 's pat-

ent dasherle�s churn , guaranteed to 
hring super-exctHent but ter from any 
kind o f.  cream in th ree n1inutes by the 
\\'atch : and more butter f ron1 the same 
aruount of c ream than any other chum 
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on the market ; not only that, but it is 
so easy to run that a child � ,  

"We sell all our milk in \\' i11 iams· 

burg," said Mrs. Mings with pointed 
fina l ity. 

From the place where he was work
ing at the castor heans M r. M ings had 
seen the strange rig turn into his front 
yard. Fea ring an opportunity of some 
ki nd tnight escape him i f  he rema ined 
a \\·ay from the house, the farmer made 
ha�te to return .  

. .  \Vhat is it, Samanthy ?" he asked, 
entering the room just as h is \\"i fe was 
persuading hersel f she had put up an 
unan s\\·erable argument against the pat
ent churn . 

"Allow n1e, s ir," cried Gingel, "to 
plaC'e the matter before you. You look 
like a tnan of penetrat ion and - business 
sagacity , and I know you \\'Ould not 
be two minutes in seeing the revolution 
my churn is about to cause in the but-
ter-milk ing indust ry . " 

· 

.,Corne in," cal led Mings, taking the 
knob out of his wife's hand and pul1ing 
the door open. 

\\' ith a glare of shrewi�h d isapproval 
�1 rs . �fings flounced out into the 
k itchen ,\ but took care to post hersel f 
in such a position that she could see 
and hear al l  that took place. 

" I  haven 't got any n1oney to squan· 
der," "'\\·ent on �1ings as Gin gel Jugged 
his churn into the room, "bat 1 '11 t rade 
you somethin'." 

"Churns a re monev," answered the 
_, 

doctor, "especial1y chums that are 
snapped up as quickly a s  these are. 
You w i ll observe, sir, t hat we do away 
with the dasher entirely. An oscillating 
motion, communicated to the crean1 re
cept acle by this crank, enables a person 
to, to • " 

The doctor's words di� on his 'lips. 
He had seen a long, narrow box on the 
opposite side of the room, curiously 
car.ved and painted. He strai ghtened 
up, �ta red, then leaped to the box with 
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a wild cry and dropped down on his 
knees beside it. 

.. Can it be possible ?" he whispered 
hoarsely. · ·can I believe my eyes ? It 
s�ems incredible, and yet and yet " · 

Seth had joined ?vl rs. M i ngs in  the 
kitchen, and both stood i n  the open 
doorway, gazing at the man with the 
patent ch um i n  startled wonder. �fr. 
M ings himsel f was no less astonished . 
than his wife and the h i red man . 

'' \Vhere did this come from ?" cried 
Gingel, starting up and facing the 
farmer. uwas it dropped in your vicin
ity by the cyclone of two months ago ?" 

"',\tell ,  no," replied �1 ings, "the cy
clone didn't have anyth ing to do \\?itb 
that box gettin' here. I t be1ongs to 
the man I h i red to work on the place 
this morning." 

"The man your hired ! Was he a 
very taU man, brown almost as an J n  .. 
dian, \\�ith black hair and eyes ?, 

"That's the feller !" declared Mings. 
' 'Nate Rah, he calls himsel f. Do you 
know hin1 ?' ' 

The doctor had again fallen into a 
skeptical reverie, asking himsel f many 
times and half aloud i f  it could be pos
sible. 

" Know him ?" cried the doctor, ap
par�ntly convinci ng himsel f that it  was 
not only possible, but probable, and that 
now, if  ever� was h i s chance to secure 
the fonnula. "I  should say I did know 
him ! ·where is he ? Show him to me 
at  once." 

"What's vour business with him ?n � 
den1anded M ings. "He's working for 
me now, you know, and i f  you have 
any notion of taking him away " 

H I  haven't,'' cut in the doctor. "All 
I wi sh to do is  to take something away 
from him that belongs to me." 

.. I told you so, Silas Mings !'' ex
claimed Samanthy. H I  had a feeling an 
along that you hadn't ought to have 
anything to do with that tramp .. " 

"Where is Nate, Seth ?'� asked Mings, 
silencing his wife with a look. 
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"I left hitn at the bam a minute ago," 
replied Seth. 

The three men hurried out of the 
house, and when they reached the bam 
.they found this_ bit of \vriting, fastened 
by a sliver to one of the doors : 

lfR. }.I 1 NGS. The employment you offer is 
not compatible with a conscience evolved out 
of the civilization of Old Thebes. A short 
blo hours in your service has convinced me 
of this. 1 am leaving somev.·hat hurriedly, 
or it would be my pleasure to wait upon you 
personally and ease myself of  a few remarks 
that are l);ng very close to my heart at this 
w•·iting. �� y cedar-wood case I am leaving 
with M r. Biddle, in lieu of his gannents, 
which I am wearing, and o f  v•hich I have 
oot the neces!ary time to divest myself. With 
kindest regards for the gentlemen of the 
patent churn, I remain, your disappointed ex-
uuploye, NIT-RA. 

CHAPTER XIV. 
U:MARKS BY NIT-RA PERTI NENT A ND 

I M PERTIN ENT. 

QNL Y a very fe\\" \\·ritings, in Nit-
Ra's O\vn hand, remain to us.. It 

appears that h e  kept a journal, setting 
down his adventures and reflections 
sometimes in the English ·character, and 
sometimes in the hieroglyphic and hier
atic. 

A fragment of  this journal, consist
ing of three small close) y \\'Tit ten leaves, 
is now at my hand· through the courtesy 
of Mr. Scrymgeour. The manner in 
which he secured the )eaves will appear 
Jater. 

.,In the afternoon of the dav that 
.I 

witnessed my flight .  from the l\fings 
farm I fell in \\·ith a disreputable-look
ing person named Hank, '"·ho belonged 
to a recognized caste called 'Hobo.' 
This caste abjures toil, lives by the wits 
entirely, wanders from point to point, 
and has evolved a systen1 o f  hieroglyphs 
for its ov;n particular use. 

''With Hank I became quite compan
ionable, and, under his expert guidance, 
covered a great stretch of country, 
reached this magnificent modem city, 

and have entered into the profitable en
gagement \vhich I am to begin to-mor
row. 

"Li fe with Hank was one of charm
ing simplicity, and came near to over
turning the unfavorable opinion I had 
conceived of existence in the rural dis
t ricts. Money he despised as unworthy 
o f  virtuous consideration, and we slept, 
ate, and traveled many hundred miles 
\\·ithout a stiver between us. 

"Whenever a meal hour approached, 
Hank would skirmish up to a prosper
ous-looking house and inspect the gate
post for hieroglyphics. I f  he turned 
away from the gatepost i t  would be to 
remark, 'There,s a dog here,' or 'They're 
too close-fisted for a hand-out,' or 
something of like import, according to 
the signs he had read. But when the 
signs were favorable h e  went in and 
invariably returned with a supply of 
food. 

"\Vherever night overtook us we slept. 
Sometimes this was in the open, some
times in a stacJ< of straw, and once a 
kindly disposed villager offered us a 
bed, but i t  was too short for my un
usual statur�, and I had perfOf"ce to 
take to the floor. 

''So far from indulging in coarse 
jokes at the expense of my height, as 
so many \Vere in the habit of doing, 
Hank regarded it with admiration, and 
declared that he kne\\· of a way whereby 
my extreme length could be made the 
measure of  my good fortune. 

"Be fore many days I became ac
quainted with the cars, and Hank and 
I cra\vled into one of them, and were 
j erked and slammed about in the dark
ness for se,·eral hours. When we 
crawled out again we were in a place 
called Kansas Citv. • 

"Here we remained barely long 
enough to get aboard another freight 
train, from "·hich we were inconti
nently ejected before we had gone fifty 
miles. The train was proceeding at a 
good rate of speed at the time, and I 
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was spilled all ov� the right of way, 
sustain ing several bruises. 

'4After that we walked and foraged 
our way to the next to\vn. Here Hank 
instructed me how to ride on a brake 
beam, and when night fell and a pas
se�ger train came along we crawled be
hind the wheel� and took up our pre-

. . .. 

cartous postt tons .. 

"By Hekt, nev�r in my life have I 
u ndergone such a frightful ex�rience ! 

44 As nsual, my stature interfer�d \Vlth 
my convenience, and even subjected me 
to UD\\ronted peril. 

"The world into which I had awak
ened had been constructed with espe
cial reference to the con1fort and wel
fare of men �suring five feet eleven 
or twelve. ��ny one over that size has 
to put up with crarnped accommodations 
or do \Vithout. 

"Many times, as I clung to that brake 
beam, terror would cause th� hairs of 
my head to stand on end ; but, inasmuch 
as I am come o f  a royal l ine , I could not 
consistently relinquish my post or give 
audible expression to my fears. So I 
stuck i t  out ,  but was heartily glad when 
we got off the limited and went back 
to a frei ght . . 

"In th is manner we �arne at last to 
the m ighty city wherein I am writing 
this brief account. Here the peopl� are 
thick as locusts during the Great 
Plague, and the buzz ing of the market 
place has brought me n�ar to distrac
t ion.  Yet I am anticipating that tnany 
favorable impressions await me in this 
magn i ficent home of wealth and indus
try impressions that v.· i J I  utterly wipe 
out those received in that obscure cor
ner of the country where I "·as first 
brought to light. 

" So far Hank has been the one bright 
pearl of my di scoveries. I haTe not 
t rusted him with a look at my amulet, 
for the vague fear of disturbing our 
pleasant relations has restrained me. 

"On our first reaching the city he 
left me for several hours. When he 

returned he brought with him a short, 
thin gentl�man, gayly clad and wearing 
much je"·elry and many diamonds. 

"As this gentl�n1an stood in front of 
me, and look-ed up into my face be 
rubbed his hands and indu lged in  ex
pr�ssions of surprise, del ight, and cop
gratulation. 

"l'he gentl eman's name was Klymer, 
and he is at the h�ad of an amuse1nent 
�nterprise. He made me a proposition 
to appear before his patrons in an edu
cat ional capacity, and 1 accepted of it 
forthwith. 

"Likewise, Mr. Klymer made Hank 
an offtt to appear with me jointly, 
int roduce me from the stage, a:nd ad 
in th� capacity of manager for myself. 

Bt1t he declined. For his free ancl 
languid nature the toil was too arduous. 

' 'We parted, Hank and I ,  with tnany 
e� pressions of our distinguished regard 
and undying friendship. So here am 
I ,  at the last, in a well-furnished apart
m�t whose ceiling is high enough to 
£lear my Mad, and with a chair and 
a bed o f  suitable size for my require
�ts. 

' 'To-morro\v I begin my educational 
campaign, and I expect to receive as 
much or more instruction than I give. 
My soul has been harrowed by that 
Kan3a� experience, but, trusting ia 
Thoth and Osiri� ,  and facing the future 
with a kingly spirit, I am fain to be
li�ve that this magni ficent Chi cago wiD 
bani�h the evil impressions inspired by 
Seth." 

CHAPTER XV. 

BENT-ANAT, OTHE'RW1SE �fADEMOISELL£ 

II ELENE. 

HAT first morning of his nlgage

ducted to M r. Klyrner's ediJcational in
stitution on Cla rk Street by an attache 
in a blue un i form. The Egyptian was 
to receive a salary of two hundred dol
lars a week, and hal f this sutn bad bee•• 
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advanced and expended, under the su
pervision of Mr. Klymer, for board 
and clothes. 

A neat suit of brown khaki covered 
the man from Thebes, and fitted him 
\\"ell. He could not have been put into 
gartnents that would have displayed his 
graceful, \Vell-proportioned body to bet
ter advantage. 

With the young man in blue Nit-Ra 
,,,.alked the crowded streets, creating a 
vast amount of excitement as he passed. 
KJymer had counted upon this, and 
the attache had been given a lettered 
banner calling public attention to Kly
mer's museum and the many objects of 
interest to be seen there . .  

Arrived before the building, Nit-Ra 
found the front of its three stories plas
tered \\" ith pictures. The largest pic
ture of all, hanging just over the en
trance and extending upward to the 
roof, purported to be that of Hoop-La, 
the Philippine Giant. 

Hoop-La, as represented on the huge 
poster, bore a striking resemblance to 
the Wild Man of Toy Creek. 

"It seetns that I am not the only 
giant," thought Nit-Ra, following the 
attache up a flight of broad stairs to 
the second floor. 

"Here's where the freaks hang out,, 
said the boy in blue as he ushered the· 
Egyptian into a long room. 

There were small platfonns along 
both sides of the exhibition baH, and 
above each hung a card \vith the name 
of  the attraction for which that partic
ular stage had been set apart. It was 
early the doors \Vere not open to the 
public until ten o ·clock and Nit-Ra 
was the first freak to put in an appear
ance. 

"There's 'vhere you belong," said the 
attache, halting before a stage ticketed 
as reserved for the other giant who 
had loomed up so large above the en
trance. 

_ "There's a mistake here," said Nit
�, his eyes on the card. "I'm the 

• 

Egyptian giant. You're giving me the 
other giant's place." 

HMy orders is to land you on this 
here platform,'' answered the boy in 
blue and brass buttons. "We only got 
one giant, anyhow." 

"But my name isn·t Hoop-La ! And 
I never even heard of the Philippines." 

"A \V, \vhat' s the diff ?'' And with 
that the boy faded away. 

Nit-Ra, greatly perturbed, climbed to 
the platfornt and seated himself com
fortably in the big rocking-chair that 
had been provided for his use. Cer
tainly there had been a mistake, and, 
as soon as he could see Mr. Klymer, 
be would have it corrected. 

The eyes of _ the man from Thebes 
traveled up and down the hall, taking 
account of the label over each platform. 
There were cards for "The Arrnless 
Wonder," " Hophra, King of the Zu
lus," "Mademoiselle Helene, Albino," 
"Mephistopheles, Fire-eater," HPetrified 
Man Dug Up in Arizona," and "Jo-Jo, 
the Human Orchestra.'' 

These attractions summed up the hu
man freak department of Klymer's ed
ucational enterprise. On the third floor 
\\·as a small wax\\·ork exhibition, war
ranted to thrill the strongest nerves, a 
shooting gallery, and a cage of mon
keys. On the first floor was a stage 
where hourly performances were given. 

Mademoiselle Helene's platfortn \vas 
directlv across from Nit-Rats. The "t\1-

,., 

bino's nearest neighbor was the Petri-
fied Man. A pair of dingy chenille cur
tains swung in front of the Arizona 

• 

CUriO. 
Save for a negro boy, who was tak

ing up a final dust pan full of sweep
ings, the Egyptian was alone in the hall. 
At least he thought he was alone, but 
was presently undeceived. 

"Hello, there, Hoop� La ? Howdy ! 
\\'e're neighbors, and we might as well 
be sociable." 

Nit-Ra's startled gaze, following the 
direction from which the sound came, 
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rested on a shaved white head that had 
been thrust from behind the chenille 

• 

curtatns. 
"Who are you ?'' asked the Egyptian. 
"Why, I'm the Prehistoric Relic from 

Arizony,'' answered the other with a 
sepulchral grin. 

''Oh !" murrnured the man from The
bes. ''By the way, my name isn't 
Hoop-La. '' 

"Sure not. That's your stage name. 
"By the same token, I ain't petrified, 
nuther ; only lined over, see ? Perfes
sional secret. Us freaks gen'ra11y gits 
onto each other, so I might j est as well 
put you next at the start." 

''Then you weren't really dug up ?" 
"Eh ? Dug up ? Well, I should hope 

not !'' 

"Then you're deceiving the publ ic !" 

cried Nit- Ra. "You're perpetrating a 
fraudu " � 

"Shucks !" and the g1eaming white 
face took on a statuette look of di sgust. 
"I'm just as much of a freak as the 
Zu1u or the Fire-eater or as Mademoi
selle Helene, \vho jest bl� in. She's no 
more of an albiner than me ; peroxide 
albiner, that's \\·hat sh e i s." 

The mademoise1le had mounted to the 
top of her plat fonn, laid down her gui
tar, and was busy unfastening her cloak. 

"Sam Jackson, you mind your own 
business !" she called. "I'll give you to 
understand that I 'm a lady, and you cut 
out them remarks or 1'11  put up a ho11er. 
I've al ready spoke to Mr. Klymer, and 
he's got his eye on you. There ! I 
guess thaell hold you for a spell ." 

" Ya, ya, ya I" mocked the Relic, and 
withdrew from sight. 

The mademoiselle· threw aside her 
cloak: and stood forth in a blaze of 
green and gold. This costume was cut 
low at the neck and high in the skirts, 

and had elbow sleeves. 
Around one bare, alabaster foreann 

was twisted a serpentine bracelet. 
Small golden sandals covered her feet. 
She seated herself, deliberately ar-

ranged her skirts, and failed to notice 
that the giant had risen and was star
mg at her wtth breathless attention . 

Suddenly she looked up. The giant 
met her eyes, and she gave a little 
scream. 

"Where- where did you come 
from ?'' she asked tremulously. 

"Be not alarmed, 1otus blossom,'' 
sm iled Nit-Ra. '�I recognize you ; you 
cannot hide your identity from me !" 

The madernoisel1 e  was v isibly shaken. 
The giant's soft voice, however, reas
sured her in some degree. 

' 41 didn 't have a th ing to do with it, 
you kno,v," she remarked eagerly. "It 
was all that li ttle red-headed Bings.'� 

HYou are the Princess Bent-Anat, '' 

pursued Nit-Ra, clasping his hands rap
turously, "the beaut i ful star that arose 
in old Thais, and " 

"You've got me mixed with some 
other lady," broke in the mademoiselle. 

Sentiment, however, was her loAg 
suit. The fervor o f  Nit-Ra's words 
was unmi stakable, and she began to lan
gui sh, to arrange her fluffy hair, and 
to pose. 

"Osiris is good to me !" breathed Nit
Ra, his hands on his heart. " H e  has 
brought you down through the ages te 
meet me here, and to cheer my \vander
ing spirit. Bent-Anat, can you not re
mentber that moonlit night on the Nile? 
I lay at your feet, and your little hands, 
wandering over the strings o f  the zis.. 
trum , 

"I'm guessing for fair now," intea� 
rupted the mademoiselle, sl ightly nerv
ous. "Helene is my name, tlQt that 
other th ing you ca1 1ed me." 

" Aye, �fademoiselle Helene now, but 
in those ancient days you were the Prin
cess B ent -Anat. " 

" Hello, old girl !" called the Arnll 
Wonder, moving softly into the hall in 
his bare feet. "\\t'hat kind of a hocus 
pocus you workin' with the giant ?" 

"That's what I'd like to know," said 
the Zulu, slapping his spear against his 
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rawh ide shield. He had trailed into 
the hall directly behind the Wonder. 
•'KJymer won't stand for any of this 
gum-drop talk. He fired the snake 
chartner last week for makin' eyes at 
the What Is It." 

14Speak when you're spoken to," 
snapped the mademoiselle, settling back 
in her chair. 

The Zulu nudged the Wonder, and 
they went on to the places appointed 
for them, winking at  Nit-Ra as they 
passed. 

Calming himself with an effort, the 
Egyptian resumed his seat. He had 
made a great discovery a discovery 
that meant much to him but that was 
hardly the time or place to follow it up. 

A few mi nutes later the freaks were 
all in their places, the doors at the en
trance were thro,vn open, and the pub
lic began to drift in. For Nit-Ra that 
first day passed like a dream. 

He was heedless of the fictitious nar
rative with which a gentleman in black 
introduced him to the people at hourly 
intervals. When bidden to stand, that 
his great height might be seen to ad
vantage, he did so mechanically, and 
when the gentleman in black left him, 
and the people flocked away to feast 
thci r eyes on another £ reak, he sat down 
and continued to thro\v his soft and 
surreptitious glances at the madernoi
selle. 

That first day he was content to gaz� 
from afar and to let his actions and 
the words he had al ready spoken sink 
into the mademoiselle's mind. Some
where at the back of her subconscious
ness lurked the ghost o f  a forgotten 
metnory. A little time and those days 
in Old Egypt must come back to her ; 
then she would remember that she was 
really the Princess Bent-Anat, reincar
nated as A1ademoiselle Helene. 

11ie man from Thebes, when he 
wended his way homeward through the 
brilliantly lighted streets, \\"as still dazed 
by the emotional wave that bad rolled 

over him. He could think of no one 
else but Bent-Anat. 

The sublimated Bent-Anat, on the 
other hand, was thinking entirely of 
him, but her t.houghts differed from his 
in a marked degree. En route to her 
boarding house that night, she stepped 
into a telegraph office and sent the fol
lowing : 

DOCToR A M Z I  GtsGEL, Wi11iamsburg, Kansas. 
Have located Nit-Ra. WHI ho1d him un-

til you get here. HELEN!. 

CHAPTER XVI. 

N IT-RA IS APPREHEN DED. 

THE mademoiselle made it a point, on 
the following morning, to be at the 

museum at an early hour. A similar 
point was covered by the man from 
Thebes, and they had a delightful little 
chat, with only the sable attache in the 
great room with them. The attache, 
busy with his broom and dustpan, gave 
them but scant attention. 

The mademoiselle was on her plat
fonn, and Nit-Ra sat on the edge of 
it, close to her slippered feet. The 
Egyptian sighed heavily several times, 
and the mademoiselle _ _  picked absently 
at the strings of her guitar. 

"Doesn't it come back to you, Bent
Anat ?" murmured Nit-Ra, peering up 
into her face. ''Did you not see the 
glorious past i n  your dreams last 
night ?" 

"I done a week in the Pantheon at 
Niles, �fichigan, once," blushed the 
mademoiselle. .:'\\'as it- there ?" 

'' Ah, no," he answered disap
pointedly. "I referred to the River 
Nile, 'Aur-Aa' in our ancient tongue." 

"Oh, yes," she answered, for to 
"hold" Nit-Ra against the arrival of 
her father she felt that she must play 
a part and play it well. "I believe I 
do remember that boat ride, but it was 
quite a while ago. Excursion boat, 
wasn't it ?" 
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"A shallop, Bent-Anat," he returned 
with a catch in his voice. 

"That's right," she said, gazing at him 
with a clearing face ; "come to think 
of it, it was a shallop. But you '\\�ere 
Nit-Ra then, not what they got you 
marked up now., 

"Trickery and deceit have surrounded 
me ever since my 3\Vakening !'' ex
claimed the man from Thebes.. "In 
this magnificent city I had expected bet
ter things ; and 'vhat do I find ? \\'ny, 
this educat ional institution is a hum
bug. The Petrified 1-!an "·as not dug 
up in Arizona " 

"I should say not !" broke in the 
mademoiselle \\·ith a haughty look to
ward the chenil1e curtains. "Pa taught 
him that stunt." 

�, And the Zulu chief is an improvised 
American ! Even the Fire-eater coats 
his th roat \Vith a chen1ical before he 
s\\rallows those blazing balls of cotton." 

"The Artnless \Yonder is the real 
thing," interposed the mademoiselle, 
"and so's the Human O rchestra. And 
you, Nit-Ra, you're al l to the good." 

"Look at the name they've given me," 
was his bitter response. 

"Stage names goes in this business, 
Nit-Ra," she answered softly. 

uYou and I, Bent-Anat," he went on 
passionately, "are sadly out of our ele
ment. But, perhaps," and his heart 
looked th rough his deluded eyes as he 
spoke, "perhaps we two may yet be 
happy in spite of our disturbing envi-:: 
ronment." 

' ' I  shou)dn't wonder," she whispered. 
"Ho,v'd you ever get out of that cy
clone ?" she added, feeling that they 
\vere getting on treacherous ground aiid 
that it would be well to change the sub
j ect. 

HOsiris befriended, and Thoth di
rected, me." 

"Didn't lose anything, did you ?" she 
asked with ill-con�aled eagernesi. 
"You had some papers " 

''I have thern still,'' be answ�ed ; 

''three pap�rs which, at first, I took to 
be the papyrus that was to befriend me 
wh�n I stood before the forty-two 
j udges of the under·world." 

Her eyes glo\\·eci 
"Don't you think, Nit-Ra," she whis

pered, leaning toward him, "that your 
princess had better take care of those 
papers for you ?" 

"Not you, my star of Thais, not 
you !"  he exclaimed. "Something tells 
me that there is danger \vrapped up 
in those papers. I could not expose you 
to peril." 

She r�lized that it would not be best 
to press the point too far. 

"That cyclone," she breathed, lean
ing back in her chair and smothering 
her disappointment, "�·as the \vorst 
ever. Pa and I come down in a river, 
and up to the time I left Kansas we 
hadn't seen the first thing of Jim Simp
son or Bings or Pinkey. Team was 
gone, too, and so was the wagon." · 

She h eaved a melancholy sigh. 
"It was an a\\7ful come-do,vn," she 

went on, ''for people l ike us that was 
u sed to better things. I struck out on 
a freak circuit, and Pa he went to work 
with a patent chum.'' 

Nit-Ra shivered and got up from the 
edge of the platform. 

"Is that fat man \\·ho is selling the 
patent churn your father ?'' he asked 
gloomily. 

She nodded. ''He's a real nice man 
when you come to knov.r him," she said. 

The other freaks had begun to drift 
in, and Nit-Ra walked over to his own 
platfonn. It seemed i ncredible that the 
dazzling Mademoiselle Helene could be 
the daughter of the man \Vith the churn. 
Truly, the �"ays of Thoth are inscruta
ble ! 

Under the spell thrown over Nit-Ra 
by Bent-Anat the hours lengthened into 
blissful days, and the days brought thern 
to the \Veek's end. The handsome, 
dreamy-eyed giant had made an im
mense hit with the public, and Klymer 
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had already secured his promise to stay 
on at the museum indefinitely provid
ing Maden1oiselle Helene also ren1ained. 

It  was on Wednesdav a fternoon that 
... 

Nit-Ra took note of a tall, slim, spec-
tacled gentleman who seemed unable to 
break away from his vicinity. This 
gentletnan, it soon became evident, was 
studying the Egyptian. 

When the crowd had thinned away 
to the waxworks upstairs, or to the 
stage perfonnance below, the spectacled 
gentlen1an would draw off to one side, 
twist his head into a sharp angle wit}t 
his right shoulder, and peer steadily at 
the man from Thebes. Then he would 
jot something down in a book. 

Taking up another position, he would · 
continue his survey and resume his 
writing. These strange proceedings 
were kept up for an hour or more, a fter 
which the spectacled gentleman van
ished as mysteriously as he had come. 

Thursday a fternoon found him again 
in the museum, and Friday and Satur
day, pursuing his usual tactics. But 
on Saturday he was far behind the cus
ton1ary hour for h� daily can, appear
ing about nine in the evening. 

Nit-Ra, wrapped up in other things, 
had given but passing heed to the gen
tleman's pronounced interest. But not 
so with Mademoiselle Helene. When
ever the spectacled gentleman was pres
ent, gazing earnestly and writing assid
uously, she \\·as on nettles with anxiety. 

Who \\ras he, she asked hersel f, and 
why was he displaying this persistent 
curiosity ? Had he an inkling concern- -

ing the fortnula, and was he endeavor
ing to forestall her father i n  securing 
•t f 1 • 

At six o'clock Saturday afternoon 
Mr. Klymer presented Nit-Ra with an 
envelope containing one hundred dollars 
in crisp, new bills. 1"'he Egyptian was 
the top liner and was paid a fancy 
sala ry. 

The Petrified Man received fifteen 
dollars, and this also was the stipend 

doled out to the entrancing Mademoi
selle Helene. The Human Orchestra, 
who:. did more work than all the other 
freaks put together, received only ten 
dollars. But the astute �fr. Klymer 
probably knew his business. 

At nine-thirty Saturday night, when 
the two upper floors were almost de
serted and the last pcrfonnance was 
being given in the theater bdow, a party 
of five climbed the stairs to the freak 
haJJ,  entered hastily, and proceeded at 
once to the giant's plat form. The spec
tacled gentleman who, up to that mo
ment, had been very much in evidence, 
dodged behind a breath-testing rna shine. 
Although he saw everything that took 
place, he kept exceedingly quiet. 

Nit-Ra was astounded. In the group 
that approached and pressed about his 
platform were the little red-headed man 
whom he had encountered on several 
previous occasions, the fat person who 
had called at the Mings fartn with the 
patent churn, and could Nit-Ra be
lieve his eyes ?-�--Mahoney, the one-time 
Wild Man with headquarters on Toy 
Creek. 

� Mahoney was very different now 
from what be used to be. He had been 
shaved and shingled, outfitted with a 
new and complete wardrobe, and looked 
more like a prosperous confidence man 
than an ex-herxnit. Yet Nit-Ra recog
nized him at the first glance. 

With these three came two officers, 
one of thent an inspector. \Vhile the 
Egyptian stood staring at his old 
acquaintances, wondering what had 
brought them there and why he should 
be the object of their attention, the 
officers climbed to the top of the plat
forrn. 

"You are sure this is the man ?" que
ried the inspector .. 

"That's the handy boy, all right," said 
B ings. 

' 'I'd know him anywhere," averred 
Mahoney. 

"It  doesn't need a Bertillon system to 
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identify a fellow of his size and color," 
added the doctor. 

Snap, snap I N it-Ra looked down 
and discovered that two bracelets of 
shining steel had been affixed to his 
wrists. Then he . straightened erect, his 
jet-black eyes fairly aflame. 

"What is the meaning of this ?" he 
demanded. 

"You are arrested," said the inspec
tor, "on a warrant sworn out against 
you by Doctor Amzi Gingel and Rich
ard Mahoney, charged with the larceny 
of important papers and an immensely 
valuable star sapphire. Come with us, 
and come quietly.'' 

CHAPTER XVII. 
FAITHLESS BENT-ANAT ! 

R. KL YMER hastened out of his 
private office and joined the 

group at Nit-Ra's platform. 

�'What's th i s ?" he cried. uone of 
my attractions u�der arrest ? What's 
the matter here, inspector ?" 

uy our giant appears to be a tliieft 
M r.- Klymer," repl ied the inspector. 
ulnstead of coming from the Philip
pines he hails from Kansas, having left 
that part of the country with goods 
that don't belong to him." 

"I can't believe it !" cried Klymer. 
"\Vhy, gentlemen, he's one of the best
natured freaks that was ever put on 
exhibition. Fact, I assure you. In

spector, you've got a wrong steer some
how." 

uThen it's up to these men that swore 
out the warrant," repl ied the inspector. 
"They tell a straight-enough story." 

"Mebby he has the goods on,'' sug
gested Bings. "Search him and see." 

"A good idea !'' said the inspector. 

"Frisk him, O'Connor." 
Nit-Ra leaped aside with his back 

to the wall. 
''I will not submit to the indignity !'' 

he declared. "This is a vile plot to 
secure property that is rightfully mine. 

· B ent-Anat ! Bent-Anat !" he called, 
looking toward the place where Made
moiselle Helene was nervously adj ust
ing her wraps, preparatory to leaving. 
_.Tel l  these men that I am from Thebes ! 
:ren then1 that you knew me there in 
the days when all Egypt did me honor !" 

._He must be shy a few," muttered 
the i nspector. "Is this part of his busi
ness, Mr. Klymer ?'' 

"Well," returned Klymer, "he thinks 
Mademoiselle Helene is the reincarna
tion of a princess he says he used to 
know. It's a harn1less bee, and I've 
been letting it buzz." 

" Mademoiselle Helene," said the doc
tor importantly, 4 ' is my daughter. It 
was a telegram from her that brought 
us here. She said that she'd hold Nit
Ra until we arrived, and she's done it. 
Has he the fo rmula, Helene ?'' the doc
tor called to h is  daughter. 

"He told me he had," answered the 
mademoiselle. 

il'Then you are faithless, Bent-Anat 1" 
called Nit-Ra, his whole frame qu iver

ing and drooping forward. "The evil 
of the time and the country has left its 
blight even upon you. Nothing is left 
for me now but a quick journey to 
Amenti." 

.i\nd thereupon ensued a struggle 
such as the inspector and o·eonnor had 
never before been called upon to face. 
�lr. Klymer and the doctor and Bings 
Bed to the farther end of the room ; 
but Mahoney, remembering the time the 
hillside bad tipped over on him at Toy 
Creek, joined issue \vith the officers, 
and between them the unfortunate Nit
Ra was hammered into a stupor and 
stretched prostrate on the floor of the 
hall. 

Klymer was at his wit's end. The 
reputation of his house as a resort for 
ladies and children was likely to su ffer. 

"Get him away from here-quick !'� 
he implored. 

"What's this ?" panted the inspector, 

picking up a blue stone from the Boor. 
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c'The sapphire !" exclaimed Mahoney. 
"Give it to me ! It's mine." 

The inspector thrust it into his 
pocket. 

"You'll have to prove it's yours, Mr. 
M ahoney, before it is turned over," he 
curtly remarked. 

"L.ook for the papers my papers !'' 
begged the doctor, who had scanned the 
.floor in the vain hope that the forn1ula 
might also have been spilled out during 
the tussle. 

"Time enough to look for your pa
pers "·hen we get him to headquarters,''
said the inspector. "He's all in now, 
and it i s  a good time to get him dov;n
stairs and into the "·agon." 

\\rith O'Connor at one end of him 
and the inspector at the other, Nit-Ra 
was hustled out of the museum and 
tumbled into the patrol wagon, v.'hich 
had been waiting at the curb. There 
wer� two officers with the wagon, be
sides th e driver, and these, with o·con
nor, were deemed an ample gua rd. 

The inspector, accompanied by Made
moiselle Helene, Gingel, Bings, and 
Mahoney, follo\\·ed the wagon on foot 
and at a leisurely pace. 

"We can take a short cut through 
the alley here," said the inspector, "and 
get to the city hall ahead of the 
wagon." 

As they turned into the alley a forrn 
brushed past them almost at a run, fol
lowing the course of the vehicle \\·hich 

.. was bearing Nit-Ra in the direction 
of Washington Street. William Bings 
caught a good look at the figure as it 
passed under a n  electric light. He 
gasped and made a grab at Gingel's 
arrn. 

"What's the matter with you ?t' de-
manded the doctor. 

· 

'tThere there goes McFinn !" whis
pered Bings excited1y. 

''Bother McFinn !" growled Gingel. 
"He's not in this." 

"Don't bank on that too much;' re-
turned Bings. "He's trailing the 

wagon, and it's a safe guess he's bound 
for h eadquarters Jike the rest of us. 
Right here's where I drop out, doc ; 
it  won't do for me to cross trails with 
the professor in the pol ice department. 
111 see you later at the hotel. t' 

So, \\·hen the party finally reached 
police headquarters, Bings was not one 
of its number. The patrol wagon had 
not arrived. Five minutes, ten min
utes, fi fteen minutes passed, and still 
it had failed to appear. 

The inspector's nervousness in
creased by s\\·ift degrees. He went out 
into the court between the city and the 
county building, '\\·here patrol wagons 
and the Black Maria usually left their 
passengers, and continued his an."'C.ious 

• 

watt. 
Finally the vehicle arrived. There 

was something funereal i n  the soundif\g 
gong, and apprehension tugged at the 
inspector's brain. 

"Everything all right, Stryker?" he 
called ou� to the driver of the wagon. 

"I don't think," was the rueful an
swer. uPris'ner slipped the cuffs at the 
comer of Monroe, grabbed O'Connor's 
club, batted O'Connor an' Gibbs into 
the bottom of the wagon, knocked Mc
Ray off the rear step and ducked. I 
waited while McRav tried to find him, 

.., 

but it '\\'asn't any use. Gibbs is able 
to talk, but I think O'Connor ought to 
be in the hospital . "  

An extra man assisted Gibbs out, the 
wagon drove off with O'Connor, and 
five minutes later police phones were 
j ingling aU over the city. The chief 
was getting his dragnet out for a seven
foot Egyptian, wanted for larceny and 
assault with intent to kill. 

CH.-\PTER XVIII. 
MAHONEY's DESPAIR. 

DOCTOR GINGEL had actively but 
fruitlessly pursued Nit ... Ra from 

the Mings far n1 . One clew after an
Qther was followed until ten days had 
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been spent. At the end of that time 
the Egyptian was still at large, and the 
doctor had given up the search in dis
gust and returned to \Villiamsburg. 

There he met William Bings most 
unexpectedly, and was presented by him 
to Mr. Mahoney. Bings explained that 
he had met Mr. Mahoney some eight 
\veeks before, had told of the disaster 
to the Panacea Company, and had re
quested him Mahoney to keep his 
weather �ye out for an escaped Egyp
tian. 

Mr. Mahoney wa� clamoring loudly 
for a star sapphire which, he declared, 
the Egyptian had stolen from him. 
Mahoney had dropped Bings a line at 
Kansas City, and Bings had come on 
as fast as the car� could bring him. 
The two had begun an exhaustive 
search of the surrounding country, but 
without effect. 

Then the doctor told of his search, 
and the clew which had led up to it. 
\\'bile the three discouraged ones \vere 
debating their next step the telegram 
arrived from �1ademoiselle Helene. 

Neither Bings nor Doctor Gingel had 
very much money ; not nearly enough, 
in fact, to take them to Chicago. ?\fa
honey, however, dug up an old kettle, 
twenty paces west by north of a blasted 
sycamore on the edge of Toy Creek, 
and emptied it of a thousand dollars 
in gold, silver, and small change. 

The doctor thereupon persuaded Ma
honey to go into partnership \\·ith them. 
An agreement was drawn whereby �!a
honey was to furnish funds to continue 
the pursuit, and when the Egyptian v;as 
overhauled the spoil was to be divided, 
Mahoney taking the star sapphire and 
the doctor and Bings the formula. In 
pursuance of this agreetnent the doctor 
and Bings were to declare, if  necessary, 
that they knew the sapphire belonged 
to Mahoney and that it had been feloni
ously appropriated. 

With this understanding, they pro-

ceeded to Chicago, got out their war
rant, and the arrest followed. The 
wonderful escape of Nit-Ra was the 
deathblow to the doctor's hopes. 

The sapphire, of course, had been 
saved. At the very moment of  the 
Egyptian's escape the stone had been 
safely reposing in the inspector's inside 
pocket. 

The resourceful doctor now trimmed 
his sails to another breeze. In spite 
of the agreement which had been drawn 
up and duly signed, he declined to state 
that the sapphire belonged to M ahoney 
until the latter had promised to give 
him a third of the proceeds the stone 
\vas to bring. 

As to the agreement, its every pro· 
vision smacked of fraud, and to pro
duce it in  a court of law would be tan
tamount to the arrest and imprisonment 
of its signers. �Iahoney saw that he 
was cornered. 

As the day fo11owing Nit-Ra's escape 
failed to witness his recapture, Ma
honey, Bings, and Gingel repaired to 
headquarters and demanded the sap
phire. By his flight the guilt of the 
thief seemed perfectly established, and 
by the testimony of Gingel and Bings 
-who 'vas also to come in for a share 
of the proceeds the ownership o f  the 
stone seemed equally well proved. 

So it fell out that �fahoney secured 
the sapphire. Gingel and Bings clung 
to him like leeches until he had visited 
the largest jewelry store in the city and 
consulted the gem expert who was to 
be found there. 

Mahoney had had some experience, 
but not enouglr to enable him to arrive 
at any idea of  the stone's value. Ac· 
cording to his notion, it should be worth 
many times the sum which a flawless 
diamond of the same size would bring. 

A cry of delight escaped the expert's 
lips as 1tlahoney dropped the gean into 
the palm of his hand. 

"What will you give for it ?" de-



9.2 THE MAN FROM THEBES 

manded Mahoney as the expert screwed 
a Qlagnifying glass into his right eye. 

"Just a moment," answered the ex
pert, and dived behind a screen. When 
he reappeared it v.·as with a disap
. pointed air, and he laid the stone con
temptuously on the showcase. 

"It's blue glass, " said he, "and its in
trinsic value \vould be high if placed 
at fi £teen cents.'' 

Mahoney reeled, the doctor went 
pale, and Bings · tottered over to a red 
plush divan and dropped weakly. 

''Are·· are you sure ?" gasped �Ia
boney. 

"Positive !" declared the expert. "It 
is very old and might be \\"Orth a few 
dol lars as an antique. Some one \\'ho 
is up in Egyptology could tell you more 
about that. " . 

Jw1ahoney pulled himself together, 

dropped the amulet in his trousers' 
pocket, and strode out. Gingel and 
Bings followed him sadly. 

The sun was as bright, the sky as 
serene, and the world was wagging in 
very much the same way as when the 
three had entered the store. And yet, 
semehow , everyth ing seemed changed . 

' 'I 'm going back to Toy Creek," 
growled �fahoney. "The more I see 
of this wi cked world the less I like it" 

"There's a little multum-in-parvo in
strument that I used to set1/' murmured 
Gingel. " I guess this is a good time 
for me to fall back on that." 

"Me to the provinces," said Wi11iam 
Bings sadly. 41But we ought to keep 
track of each other somehow, in case 
an)ihing turns up." 

A fter settl ing this point among them
selves they separated. 

BOOK IlL THE EIGHTEENTH OF APRIL. 

CHAPTER XIX. 

NIT-JtA M EETS AN OLD FRIEND. 

ROFESSOR McFI��, candle in 
stairway, pushed open the trap in the 
roof, and let himself out into the glass 
cupola that capped his Hyde Park 
home. 

•'Nit-Ra !'' he called softly. 

At the base of a telescope which oc
cupied th e cent�al part of the observa
tory sat the Egyptian. He, was bowed 
over a small table near him, )bis face 
in his arms. 

··-

The professor set down the candle. 
By its light he could see that Nit-Ra 
had erected � figure of the heavens, 
and had been laboring over the same 
old astrological problem that had 
claimed his attention for months. 

''Are you weary, my friend ?" in
quir,ed the professor, laying a hand on 
Nit-Ret's shoulder. 

"Not weary, Hotep/' answered the 
Egyptian, lifting his head, "but over-

come by the malefic aspects of the prob
lem I have just solved." 

uThen you have worked it out ?'' 
"To the very minute. " 

"\Veil done !" exclaimed the profes

sor approv ingly. "For up\\'ard of six 
months now you have haunted this spott 
scanning the stars until they paled into 
the morning dawn. Your persistence 
has won its reward, and I congratulate 
you." 

Nit-Ra seized the hand extended t o  
him, holding it gratefully while he an
swered : 

41You have been my true friend, 
Hotep ; but this is as it should be. ..�s 
head priest in the temple at Thebes 
during my reign it  was you yourself 
who instructed me in the stars, taught 
me to read them for good or ill, and 
to cast nativities. You are one, at least, 
over whom these malignant t imes have 
cast no spell. 

"As you ted my mind toward the 
heavens in those ancient days,

· 
so you 

have bared the truth to me now in these 
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modem times. You have shown me 
how gain is the watchword, and subter
fuge the means, by which your people 
rise in power ; how honest endeavor is  
dwarfed and nullified in the scramble 
for high places ; and how the palm is 
borne by him who is able to hide the 
nefa rious practices by which he wins 
success.'' 

The Egyptian laughed softly. 
"If  I were to draw your America in 

hieroglyphs," he finished, Hit would be 
as two dogs, bristling and glaring at 
each other over the bone of wealth." 

"You are too severe, Nit-Ra," an
s\\�ered McFinn . "My country is great, 
and drunk with prosperity.. Let the in
toxcation wear off, and human nature 
will adjust it set £." 

"The intoxication begins at th� lowest 
round o f  the ladder," said Nit-Ra, "with 
lead nickels, cabbage-leaf cigars, bad 
eggs, and sanded sugar. If a man on 
one o f  your street cars can dodge the 
conductor he will boast for weeks over 
the fact that he saved a fare. Such 
petty gra fting can hardly be the result 
o f  prosperity !" 

"'You are too new here, ... .my friend, 

to understand. It isn't the nickel the 
man saves on the street car that makes 
him exult ; i t  is  the fact that he has, 
in a sma11 way, beaten a corporation 
at its own game. 

••1 hold, you know, that this is a 
mighty good country in spite of its im
perfections. Even universal gra ft fur
nishes excitement that tinges l ife agree
ably. The constant thought that some
body is tl)"ing to skin you becomes a 
source o f  ins pi rat ion to a vigorous and 
resourceful people. 

"You o f  the East will never be able 
to comprehend this. But I should like 
to assure you that, since the day of 
your power, Nit-Ra, the Orient has 
sadly deteriorated .. " 

"On that point,'• returned Nit-Ra 
quickly, "my convictions will always 
clash with yours." 

·-If you were to see for yourself, to 
visit Egypt now and make a personal 
investigation " 

uThat is precise]y what I intend to 
do, Hotep," interrupted Nit-Ra. 

4'As a case in point, my friend," pur
sued McFinn, ''your own degenerate 
countrymen discovered the vault in 
which you had been laid av.�ay, looted 
it of its royal mummy, yielded it up to 
st rangers for gain, and suffered it to 
be smuggled out of the country." 

N it-Ra shook under this clinching 
a rgument. Nevertheless he answered 
doggedly : 

'(I shall see for myself, Hotep. But 
before I leave America there are a few 
honest debts which I must cancel. This 
duty perfortned, I shall emigrate. If 
Egypt proves degenerate, I shall place 
an asp in my bosom and sleep with my 
fathers." 

The professor heaved a long breath ; 
then, rousing suddenly, observed : 

"But I am forgetting the errand that 
brought me here. A very unsavory
looking tramp is  belo\V in my study. 
He asked me point-blank i f  I knew any
thing about you or could gi ve him any 
clew to your whereabouts. He seemed 
so well infortned that I thought I would 
come to you bef-ore I denied him." 

H\Vhat name did he give ?" 
"Hungry Hank, I believe, is the so

briquet he offered." 
A cry of delight escaped Nit-Ra, and 

he arose instantly. 
"Apart from yourself, Hotep," said 

he, "Hank is the only honest man I 
have met since my awakening. I should 
like to speak with him privately." 

"You are sure you can trust him ?"' 
queried �·lcFinn. ''You are under ban 
of the law, you know, and must take no 
chances." 

HI would trust Hank with my life !'' 
"Very well, then," said McFinn. 

"take the candle and go below. I will 
await you here.'' 

A few minutes later Nit-Ra had en-
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tered the study and was standing face 
to face with the inglorious one whont 
he had set as a pearl in the social dia-
dem. 

Hungry Hank was ragged and soiled, 
but through the stubble of his flabby 
face ran a grin of joy as his gaze reMed 
on Nit-Ra. 

"Y ous is  de king bee, Nit, dat's 
"·hat !" he exclaimed heartily, swooping 
down on the Egyptian's outstretched 
hand. "It does me proud t' land on 
yer fist wit' me O\Vn duke. How's 
tricks, anyway ? An' while -we're tal kin' 
about tricks, dere's a little box o' me 
own I got t' open. If it wasn't fer dat 
I wouldn't be here." 

CHAPTER XX. 

N IT-RA's BARGAI N  WITH HANK. 

THE man from Thebes \\·elcomed the 
hobo like a- brother ;  gave him the 

easiest chair, offered him a choice cigar, 
then sat and lis tened while he opened 
his ubox 0 f tricks." 

"It's like dis, Nit," said Hank as he 
puffed luxurious clouds of smoke into 
his surroundings, ''I never t'ought f�r 
a minit dat yous would git pinched by 
de cops. Y ous is too many fer any 
peeler dat walks. An' I never t'ought, 
w'en yous give de1n boys wit' de star 
a slip, dat yon' d fly yer kite out o' Chi. 

' 'I been t' Cinsnati since dat hap
pened, hunrin' wann corners durin' de 
cold snap. Late in March I headed 
north, jolted Chi by droppin' in on it 
April 1 st, den started right in t' hunt 
up �lcFinn, de Egyptologist, calculatin' 
t' ask him a fe\v about verse) £. 

� 

"Last night I prowled around de 
place here, but piped off a brace o' ·coves 
standin' acrost de street in front. One 
of dem was sandy-complected an' was 
readin' a book in de light of a street 
lamp ; t'other cove was a sort o' Limpin' 
Jim, an' seerned t t'ink his friend w�s 
more 'r less of a nuisance. 

" 'Dat's de place, Scrymgeour,' says 

de chap wit' de hobble, p·intin' t' dis 
house. 'Question is, is de mummy dere 
'r ain"t it ?' 

" 'D�r treatist says, Peters,' pipes up 
de· odder, 'dat in a case o' dis kind it's 
best t' make haste slowly, an' den t' 
caU wen we ain't looked fer. S'pose 
we go 'way an-' come back ter-morrer 
night at ten ?' 

"Dey flew de coop, at dat, an' I fol
Iered t' see w'ere dey went. Dey 
rounded up at a hotel, a11 right, so I says 
t' mys-elf, 'If Nit's at McFinn's, I 'll call 
dere ter-morror night ahead o' dern 
guys an' put him next.' So dat's me 
at de present speakin'." 

Nit-Ra had hem fully infottned con
c�rning Peters and Scrymgeour by Pro
fessor �I cFinn. He kne\v the detec
tives were looking for a stolen mummy, 
and that they were acting in behalf of 
the Egyptian government. 

"You are always thoughtful, Hank,'' 
said the man from Thebes, with f�ting. 
"That is one of the many things about 
yon that I admire." 

"A'\", go on !'' said Hank uncomforta
bly. "You got plenty time t'  pull yer 
freight between now an' ten." 

ul can't leave before to-morrow 
night." 

"But dey1l come, an' , 

�'I hope they will come," interrupted 
Nit-Ra \\·ith a smile ; "I should like 
to talk with them." 

,.\Von't dey nab yous ?" 
'� ou overlook the fact that they do 

not se�m to be fu11y informed in the 
matter. They are looking for a 
mummy." 

"Y ous is der boy !" murrnured Hank 
admiringly. "I'd give me eyeteet' if 
I had dat block o' yourn. Dat's right." 

'4Your call here to-night is most op
portun�, Hank," continued Nit-Ra, "on 
other grounds than those that concern 
these detectives. I know that you are 
exc�ding1y clever, and I have a bit 
o f  work that will call for all your skill 
and finesse. There is fifty dollars in 
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the job for you if you will undertake 
it." 

"If it's somet'in' dat's goin' t' help 
yous, Nit,'' returned Hank, "yous ought 
t'  know better dan t '  offer me a wad 
fer doin' it." 

Nit-Ra smiled tenderly into the 
bleared eyes and uninviting face of his 
friend. 

uYou may have to use the fifty for 
expenses," he went on ; "at least, I shall 
insist that you take it. I must be in 
San Francisco by the seventeenth of 
April. You are aware, I think, that I 
am under ban of the law, and that if  
seen bv an officer I should be immedi-., 

a tely recognized. 
"Now, will you agree to take me in 

hand and get me safely across the coun
try and into San Francisco ? I warn 
you that if  you are caught assisting 
me you will be liable to suffer." 

"Caught ? �f e ?'' Hungry Hank gave 
a raucous laugh. "Don't you ever t'ink 
it, Nit. An' you won't git pinched 
neider. De job's mine. Yous want t' 
start ter-morrer night ?'' 

"Yes.'' 
"Den, ,v 'en I shows up here, you 

have dem glad rags yous is wearin' i n  
a bag, see ? Git inter somet'in' dat's 
more in keepin' wit' der feller yous is 

• 

t '  travel \vit'." 
"I'll be ready." 
"Dis McFinn must be a purty good 

pal o' yourn, hey ?" 
.,Next to you, Hank, he's the best 

friend I have. \\,.hen I escaped from 
the officers, months ago, i t  was he who 
took me by the hand, spirited me 
through alleyways and dark streets, and 
finally succeeded in getting me to his 
home, here in Hyde Park. 

'•I have been in close confinement 
ever since \vhich v,·as- exactly what my 
safety demanded but I am now eager 
to be out and a\vay." 

"Well," said Hank, starting up, "I 
t'ink I'll mosey along. Ter-morrer I'll 
look up de trains, so't I'll know jest 

where ter take yous, an� how, when we 
leave here. Can yous let me out o' 
de kitchen door ? Dat'll be better dan 
Jeavin' by de front." 

Nit-Ra conducted his friend do\vn a 
back stairway, gave his hand a confiding 
clasp, and sent hitn out by the rear 
of the house. He had barely returned 
to the study \vhen a ring at the bell 
echoed through the hall. 

Instead of proceeding to the observa
torv to caJJ McFinn, Nit-Ra seated him-• 
self in a chair by the professorts desk. 
1tfcFinn had but one servant, and that 
'"·orthy presently appeared. 

"'Two callers to see Professor Me
Finn," the servant announced, laying 
t\vo cards on the desk in front of 
Nit-Ra. 

uTwombley Peters," ran the legend 
on one card, and "Horace Chester �!c
Alpine Scrymgeour, British Embassy," 
\\·as the burden of the other. 

"Admit them,'' said Nit-Ra grimly, 
settling back in his chair. 

CHAPTER XXI. 
TI-I E SLEUTHS RECEIVE A CLEW. 

VOMBLEY PETERS and Horace 
Chester �fc;\lpine Scryn1geour en

tered the study of the famous Egyptol
ogist and stood deferentially before 
Nit-Ra. 

11Pardon me for not rising, gentle
olen," said the man from Thebes, who 
had no desire to let his stature tell 
against him in the interview, ubut, ow
ing to certain circumstances, I think it 
is best for me to remain as I am." 

uno not trouble yourself, my dear 
sir/' answered Scrymgeour. 

"By no means," added Peters. "You 
are Professor �fc Finn ?" 

H I  am Professor �fcFinn's assistant. 
· Perhaps I can serve you as well as 
he ? I do not wish to disturb him at 
the present time. Witt you be seated ?" 

The sleuths took chairs, vis-a-vis with 
the assistant. Scrymgeour pulled out 
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his compend ium, turned the leaves 
quickly, read, then handed the book to 
Peters, marking a paragraph with his 
thumb nail. 

In the pursuit of  information bearing upon 
the whereabout! of stol�n property, care 
should be taken to go to the fountain head, 
wherever possible. But, if  the source of the 
in f orrnation is one who, even in a remote 
way, is at all concerned in the larceny, then 
an employe may be bribed, or given the 
"third degree/' or even wheedled into dis
closing facts ·which could not be had f rom 
the principal. 

Peters returned the book \Vith a nod 
o f  approval. 

" I  am �fr. Scrymgeour, o f  the British 
etnbassy/' said the undersecretary, leav
ing the treatise on his knee, where it 
would be handy . for reference. 

''And I am Twombley Peters, of 
New York," said the detective. 

"We are looking for a mummy that 
was looted f rom an Egyptian tomb," 

- proceeded Scl)·mgeour, "and smuggled 
to America without the pennission o f  
the Egyptian authorities. Perhaps you 
have heard Professor McFinn speak 
about the matter ? He was er indi
rectlv interested. ,. 

., 

N it-Ra nodded. 
''Very good," continued Scrymgeour, 

with a pleased look at  Peters. "Several 
months ago we traced this mummy to 
Kansas, \\"here it \Vas being exhibited 
by a rascal named Bings in connection 
with a certain traveling medicine com
pany. We had almost captured Bings 
and recovered the mummy when a cy
clone came along and swept the medi
cine company, as we thought, out of ex
istence. I returned to Washington, and 
Mr. Peters to New York." 

"\Vhat fotlo,ved ?" queried Nit-Ra. 
"Mr. Peters, a few days ago, discov

ered a person answe ring the description 
of the man who had been at the head 
of the medicine company, vending a 
patent can opener on a New York cor
ner. Mr. Peters, who now admits his 
error, should have arrested the man ; 

but, not having a copy of this excellent 
treatise'' Scrymgeour laid his hand on 
the book "he was at a loss how to pro
ceed, and merely question� him. Gin
gel, for that was the man's name, re
ferred him to Professor McFinn, of 
Chicago. I was telegraphed for, j oined 
Air. Peters in New York, and we came 
on here together." 

" You and 1tlr. Peters are \VOrking 
for the Egyptian government ?" asked 
Nit-Ra. 

' 'I am working for the Egyptian gov-_ 
emment," said Mr. Scrymgeour with 
dignity, --and have retained 1v1 r. Peters 
on a per diem." 

Five dollars a day and traveling ex
penses �o doubt looked ver-y good to 
Peters. Even a professional, in a dull 
season, might bear patiently with a book 
amateur on such favorable terms. 

'"Ho\v can I serve you ?' ' asked Nit
Ra. 

Scrymgeour gave the treatise earnest 
consultation for some minutes. 

"\Vould you mind/
, 

he asked timidly, 
"telling us whether Gingel had any 
grounds for referring Peters to Pro
fessor Me Finn ?', 

• 

" He had excellent grounds," an-
swered Nit-Ra calmly. 

The detectives jumped forward i n  
their chai rs. 

" Indeed !" cried Scrymgeour. HYou 
oven\' helm me, sir. " 

"Is the mummy here ?" asked Peters 
bluntly. 

"The mummy," Nit-Ra deliberately 
ansv;ered, "\\·i l l  be in San Francisco on 
the seventeenth of this month.'' 

HWhere can we find it ?" queried 
Scrymgeour excitedly. 

" I f  you \vill call at the St. Francis 
Hotel at eight o'clock in the evening 
o f  April 1 7th, and ask for a letter, you 
will receive directions as to where you 
must go to find the mummy. But you 
are not to enlist the police. When yo'J 
go to the place mentioned in the letter 
it is  necessary that you go alone.t' 
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"Pardon me," said Scrymgeour, ris

ing. "Whisper,, he added to Peters, 
and the t\\·o passed to the farther end 
of the studv . 

... 

"\\'hat shall \\ .. e do in this case ?" 
asked Sc rymgeour. 

" Personallv,''  said Peters, "I don't 
.. 

like the conditions. Better look it up . " 
Scrymgeour looked it up. 4 1Ah, here 

it is !" he n1uunured, and read the fol

lo\•ling in a low ton� : 
• •  •Jt is  well, when securing informa

tion regarding stolen property from a 

source not abso1utel v kno\\·n to be re-
�· 

l iable, to accept \vithout hesitation any 
conditions that may be imposed ; par

t icularly so i f inforrnation is given vol
untarily. There is everything to lose 
and nothing to ga in by tak ing a con
trary course. ' " 

uThat is sufficiently emphat ic, " said 
Peters, and they returned to Nit-Ra. 

uwe are obl iged to you, sir;: said 
Scrymgeour, "and your instructions 
sha ll be stri cth' follo\\·ed. \Ve thank 

"' 

you very kindly for your interest in  the 
case, and will nO\\. \\· it hdraw." 

Nit-Ra rang for the servant to show 
them out. \\'hen in the hall, Peters 
excused h imse1 f to his companion and 
turned back. 

"I  should liket sir," said he to Nit-Ra 
confident ially, "to have this case last 
as long as possible. I have worked 
Scrym for several months' pay quite 
successfully so far, and if  you could 
prolong the pursuit into the coming 
sun1mer I 'd be glad to make it right 
with vou." 

"' 

•'\Ve'll see," answered Nit-Ra. 
\·Vhen Peters rejo ined Scrymgeour, 

the 1a tter likewise excused himself for 
a private \\·ord. 

••You under�tand, my dear sir,'' said 
he, ''that the glory of t his achievetnent 
belongs to me. Peters is  merely a paid 
employee, and really sometimes he is a 
good deal of a drag, don't you kno\v." 

Scrymgeour thereupon rejoined his 
friend, and the two departed. 

78Thrill 

"\\'e shall .have a delight ful gathering 
of incompetents in San Francisco,, 

muttered Nit-Ra, wh irling to the pro- · 
fessor'� desk. 

On a sheet of plain paper he wrote 
the follow ing : 
!tfR. R ICH ... ID �IAHOSEY, on Toy Creek, near 

Williamsburg. Kansas. 
This is to infoun you that. if  you will get 

wort! to Doctor Gingel and \Villiam Bings, 
join them, and all proceed to San Francisco 
togethe r ;  you ·will there meet the undersigned 
early in the morning of the 18th. The 
forntula for the Piute Panacea enters largely 
into my request. I �hould like to exchange it 
ior the sapphire amu·let. The place o f  meet
ing will be detennined by a letter, addressed 
to , yourself, which will be awaiting you at 
the St. Francis Hotel at eight o'clock in the 
evening of Apri l I 7th. Gin gel and Bings 
and, i f  possible, the other person who "''as 
associated with them-I do not refer to 
�lademoiselle Helene •nust accompany you. 
V nder no circumstances is Mademoiselle 
Helene to accompany your party. 

NJT-R.�. 

On the following day th is Jetter v."as 
mailed, and on the follo"·ing n ight a 
ragged seven-footer \\· ith a bund le, 
hearing the cry of a loon from the 
neighboring alley, took affectionate 
leave of Professor �fcFinn, and let 
himself silently out of the pro fessor's 

kitchen door. 

CHAPTER XXII. 

THE GATHERI NG OF THE I N COM PETENTS. 

T eight o'clock in the evening of 

prominent St. Francis l-lotel, in San 

Francisco. They had been gathered, 
as it were, from the four \\· inds. 

The large gentlernan who looked like 
a prosperous confidence man had re
cei ved the surprising letter fron1 the 
Egyptian. He had immed iately com
municated w ith �fademoiselJe l-Ielen� 
through whom the th ree \\·ho had con
spired to spend money and titne for 
the acquirement of a p iece of cut glass 
had �greed to keep t rack of each other. 

�lademoiselle Ilelene, in her turn. 
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bad sent word to the doctor and Wil
liam Bings. The meeting occurred in 
Oticago, and was a surprise in one re
spect, for Bings had been working a 
shell game in �1 innesota with Jim Simp
son and had brought him along. 

The doctor had supposed perhaps 
hoped that ]in1 Simpson had met his 
end in the cyclone. But chasing Ne
gritoes in the far-away Philippines is a 
good deal of a toughener, and Simpson 
had survived. 

Ownership of the fortnula, therefore, 
was vested in the original three who 
had signed the agreement on the day 
after the flight from Ottawa ; the orig
inal three, plus Mahoney, for be would 
not show his letter from Nit-Ra until 
a new agreement was drawn in which 
his name was included. 

Thereupon he produced the letter, 
and made the surprising announcement 
that he had lost the piece of blue glass 
while en route from Chicago to his na
tive wilds half a year before. 

Nit-Ra's letter was plain enough. 
What he wanted was to exchange the 
formula for the so-called sapphire. 
Now, as the four schemers did not have 
the bit of blue glass, what were they 
to do ? 

Bings and Simpson, fresh from their 
shell-game operations, were ready with 
a suggestion. There were four of them 
and only one of Nit-Ra. What would 
be easier than to overpower him and 
take the forrnula by force·? 

Gingel and Mahoney agreed forth
with. Thereupon Bings armed himself 
with a slungshot,· S impson secured a 
set of brass knuckles, Gingel borrowed 
a revolver, and Mahoney bought a 
sword cane. 

Thus equipped, and harboring their 
dark intentions, they filed into the San 
Francisco hostelry, as already stated. 
Mahoney1 acting as spokesman, leaned 
over the counter and asked for his let
ter. 

\Vould he receive one, or would he 

-

not ? Atl four scarcely breathed while 
the clerk ran through the bundle of · 
mail in Box M .  

A letter was flung out, and four anxi
ous faces instantly cleared. Mahoney's 
hand trembled as he tore the envelope 
open and drew out the inclosed sheet. 

Be at 2dJ Jasper Street, south of Market, 
at five o'clock sharp to-morrow morning, and 
ask for me. Remember, not a minute later 
than five in the morning, and not a minute 
earlier. Ntr-RA. 

The four had retired to an out-of
the-way corner of the lobby, and here 
Mahoney had read his message. 

"Now, why do you suppose he's so 
particular about the hour ?" asked the 
doctor nervously. "Think he's up to 
some trick ?" 

"Hist !" put in Bings. "Look at 
who's askin' for mail now !" 

Four pairs of eyes were turned to
ward the counter, and there beheld two 
fortns quite familiar to Gin gel, Simp
son, �nd Bings. 

"Twombley Peters !" gasped the doc
tor. 

"And Scrymgeour !" added Simpson 
breathlessly. 

''Sure !" spoke up Bing�. "They're 
on- Nit-Ra's trail. He kt)ows i�, and 
he's trying to play safe. We'd better 
play safe, too, and duck out of this." 

It was necessary to explain matters 
to Mahoney, but the other three con
trived to do this \\·bile on the way back 
to the cheap hotel where they were stay-
• 

tng. 
"Nit-Ra's a sharp one,'' said Ma

honey ; "be's got things fixed, all right." 
"So have we," said Simpson. 
VVhereupon they nud� each other 

with their elbows and laughed at the 
futility o f  the Ancient Egyptian mind 
attetnpting to combat the Modem 
American. 

Back in the St. Francis, Peters and 
Scrymgeour were puzzling over their 

• • 

own communacahon. 
Be at 200 Jasper Stret, south of }.!arket, 
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at five o'clock sharp to-morrow morning, 
and you will find the mummy. .Remember, 
not a m inute later than five in the morning, 
and not a minute earlier. 

"Why do you suppose," asked Scrym

geour, his hand wandering to\\·ard the 
pocket where he usually carried the in
valuable treatise, "he is so particular as 
to the hour ?" 

The treatise, much to Scrymg�our's 
regret, had been lost or stolen during t 

the journey to the coast. 
Happening to look up at that mo

ment, Peters saw th ree people whom he 
knew just leaving by the st reet door. 
He took three hasty steps in pursuit, 
then gave over the idea and returned . 

to the \\·ondering Scrymgeour. 
"Didn't you see 'em ?" he asked. 
"Who ?" palpitated the undersecre

tary. 
" \Vhy, Gingel and · Bings and Simp-

son. " 

"Are the)' here ?'' 
"They j ust Jeft the hotel. Ah, ha !' t 

and a kno,ving look crossed Peters' 
face. "I am beginning to understand 
why the hou r of our visit to Jasper 
Street is so important. Those fellflws 
a:re on the track, and whoever has 
charge of the mummy knows it. Let 
,us accept the situation j ust as it i s, 

• 

Scrymgeour, and not be too critical." 
On the following morning, as Peters 

and Scryrngeour approached the low 
brick building at 206 Jasp�r Street some 
one had just been admitted. They were 
not cJose enough , hoY.yev�r, to see \Yho 
it was or whether there \vere more than 
one of the cal1ers. 

Their own rap \vas instantly an
swered by a Chinaman. 

HWe are here by appointment," an
nounced Scrymgeour. "An ancient 
Egyptian mummy has been left in this 
place for us and \Ve have come to g� 
•t " 1 • 

The Chinaman made no response, but 
seemed to . knO\\' exactly what \\'as re
quired of  him. Leading the detectives 

along a narrow hall, he stopped in front 
of a door that was just closing. 

u You go in there," said he, pointinc, 
"and you findee what you want allee 
l ight. " 

They opened the door and entered, 
Scryn1geour nervously pushing Peters 
on ahead. 

"Ah , M r. Peters and M r. SQI)'IIl
geour !" exclaimed a bland voice. "At 
last, gentlemen, \Ve ar� all together. 

Now for the rest of it." 
A quick movement followed. The 

door \vas slammed and locked. Tbe · 
detectives caught a glimpse of an irn-· 
mensely tall man, whom they recog
nized as the one they had seen in Me
Finn's study, hastening to a narrow slit 
of a w indow. He threw someth ing out. 

"There goes the key," said the good
natured giant \vith a laugh. "Now, 
then, we are aJI tog�ther and there is 
time for a brief exchange of ideas."  

In the silence that fol 1o\\·ed the de
tectives stared at Gingel, Bing�, Simp
son, and Mahoney, and they, in turn, 
stared back at the detecti ves. Then 
all eyes turned apprehensive1y on Nit ... 

Ra. 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE CRACK OF DOOM. 

N IT-RA was in a very amiable mood. 
He stood at one end of the nar

row room in which his six guests were 
locked, with an open- face silver watch 
lying before him on a table. 

"Gentlen1en," said he, appealing ta. 
Mahoney and his group, "haYe you met 
�lr. IIorace Chester 1\-lcAlpine Scrym
geour, of the British embassy ? And 
Mr. Twombley Peters ? Yes or no? 
By Thoth, it is hard for me to te11, by 
your actions, v.-hether you have met 
each other or not." 

The Mahoney group gla red its hos
tility at  the two men opposite. Scrym
geour drew closer to Peters, and Peters 
backed against the wall. 

"You are the man, I think," said 
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Peters, his voice trentbling slightly, 
"who told us to come to San Francisco 
and get the mummy. Where is it ?" 

''Before you," answered Nit-Ra. "I 
will thank you, in referring to me, to 
make use of  the masculine pronoun. I 
am the mummy that was �tolen out of  
Egypt, only to be revived by an acci
dental breakage of  Piute Panacea bot
tles in the town of  Olathe, Kansas .. 

• '.:\nd for that," thundered Nit-Ra, 
'11 hold you two incompetents jointly · 
responsible. Had you proceeded about 
your work in a professional manner 
Bings would have been captured and 
my mummy recovered long before he 
had met these medicine people and 
made the final catastrophe possible. 

" I  once was a king," cried Nit-Ra, 
towering above the six in the majesty 
of his wrath, uand Bings and these 
medicine people have carted me about 
the country, exhibiting me to the mor
bidly curious. Osiris alone knows how 
I have suffered at your hands. But 
you, · Peters and Scrymgeour, might 
have prevented this. Your failure to 
do so has invited my anger and led me 
to seek reprisal. 

"I have advance inforn1ation of a 
tremendous seismic disturbarrte which 
is to lay this proud city in ruins," Nit
Ra went on, consulting the watch. "It 
will occur in four minutes." 

He looked up. 
"The door is locked," he continued, 

''and the key is in the street. The 
wind�ws are narrow, and exit by means 
of them is an impossibility. At one 
time this house was a resort for opium 
smokers, and was constructed with the 
view of guarding against police inter
ference. So, you see, you must all re
main here with me and await the crack 
of doom.', 

The Egyptian's hearers were dumb 
with amazement and consternation. It 
is not to be supposed that they took 
much stock in his announcement of  the 
coming seismic disturbance, but his tre-

mendous earnestness and the shrewd 
plan by which he had gathered them 
all together worked upon their nerves 
and dazed and bewildered them. 

"Against you, Mahoney/' went on 
Nit-Ra, "I have the greatest grievance. 
In your attetnpts to secure the amulet 
you have halted at nothing. You se
cured it finally by heaping upon me 
the crowning disgrace of  this, my sec
ond existence. 

"My statement that I wished to ex
change the forniula for the amulet was 
a ruse. And yet I stand ready, at this 
moment, to carry out that exchange. 
Where is the stone ?, 

''I haven't got it," answered Mahoney 
with dry lips. 

"You haYen't it ?" shouted Nit-Ra, 
roused to fury. 

"It's lost," answered Mahoney, pull
ing the sword out of the cane. "Keep 
away from me, Nit-Ra, or I 'll run you 
through like a ·rabbit." 

"Open ! Open !" wailed Scrymgeour, 
pounding on the door. 

"Quiet, you fool , ,
, 

growled Mahoney. 
"Turn around here and face this luna
tic like a man. We are six, all told," 
he cried, "and are we going to let one 
man get the better of us ?'' 

"Well, hardly," answeted the doctor, 
displaying his revolver. 

"If it comes to a fight," struck in 
Simpson, slipping the brass knuckles 
onto his right hand, "I think we'll stand 
something of a show.'' 

"Why not ?" piped Bings, flourishing 
the slungshot. "We're heeled, and he 
hasn't a thing to use.'' 

"I'm with you, of course," said 
Peters. ''This fel1ow is plainly a mad
man. The game he is playing is \vorse 
than foJly. The sound of a disturbance 
here will bring the police, and when 
the officers come the door will be 
broken down and we will be released." 

"Wilt you give up that formula ?" 
demanded Mahoney. 

"Never I" flung back Nit-Ra, crouch-



THE MAN FROM THEBES tot 
ing as though for a spring, his eyes like 
twin coals and every muscle taut and 
ready. 

"1'hen, at him !" shouted Mahoney. 
In another instant the narrow room 

was filled with tw isting, writhing, and 
struggling humanity. The sound of 
blows, gi ven and received, the crack of 
Gingel's revolver, groans, . frantic ap
peals for help from Scrymgeour · all 
this horrid din was suddenly caught up 
and intensified by a muffled roar f rom 
�· it hout. 

The bu ilding seeemed to buckle and 
heave ; one wall fell outward� the chim
ney of a neigh boring structure toppled 
over and sent the roof down before i t  
as though i t  \\·ere cardboard. A ye1 -
lowish dust a rose, bli nding the eyes and 
choking the thr.oat. 

The struggle to overcome Nit-Ra had 
merged into an individual battle a bat
tle for li fe. GingeJ , pinned to the floor 
by a fallen timber, caught at a flash 
of  wh i te . 

•' Pa pers !" he thought. ''The for
mula !" 

He clutched the scraps, clung to 
them , and finallv a loosened brick struck • 
his head, and be stiffened out, uncon-

• 

SCIOUS. 
-

\\Then he came to himself he was in 
the street. R uins were all around him, 
and through them li ttle spirals of smoke 
were ascend ing. 

Sitting up, dazed and only semicon
scious, he watched hal f-clad fortns flit
ting about him like phantoms. \Vas he 
asleep and drea :ning ? , 

" �1 ahoney !" he called, groping about 
\\·ith h i s  hands. "Bi ngs ! S in1pson !" 

A groan ans"·ered him, and he looked 
around to behe ld a fe11ow sufferer who 
\\·as binding a bleeding wrist with a 
handkerchief. 

"They've aU gone,'' said this individ
ual, \\�ho, on closer inspection, proved 
to be Scrymg�our. 

"Gone !" echoed G ingel. "Did they 
get out alive ?" 

• 'Yes ; and ran south as though the 
fiend were a fter than. I'll dock Peters 
for this !'' 

''Where's Nit-Ra ?'' 
4 1He hasn't been seen since the shock." 
"Shock ? " returned Gingel feebly. 
"V-l e've had an earthquake, don't you 

know ! \\ny, n1an, the ground is still 
rocking. " 

"Anvho\\· " said Gingel HI've got 
, ' ' 

what \Ve came a fter. " 

He \\ras still gripping the white scraps 
which he had picked up on the floor 
of the house. 

"I stayed to pull you out," said 

Sc ryrngeou r. uThe rest of the cowards 
fled, and would have abandoned you 
to your fate." 

"I shall remember you, Scrymgeour !" 
cri ed  Gin gel in  a burst of generosily. 

u111 give :you a half interest in  the Pan
acea. The rest have forfeited their 
rights to it ." 

He staggered to h i s  feet and stood 
beside the undersecretary. Rubbing 
the dust from his eyes, he looked at the 
supposed fonnula. The next moment 
he had dropped backward into Scrym
geour's embrace . 

"Brace up, man !" urged Scrymgeour • 

There "·as no answer. Gingel lay a 
dead "'eight in the Englishman's arms. 
Lowering him as easily as he could, 
Scrymgeour knelt at  h i s  side, peered 
into his face, and laid a hand over his 
hearL 

There \\'as no doubt about it. Doc
tor Amzi Gingel was dead ! 

Scrymgeour, shaking his head sadly, 

arose to his  feet. The scraps of paper 
\\·hich had fluttered from the doctor•s 
hand caught his eye. He stooped and 

recovered them. 
The sheets \vere not the written 

scraps that had held the fonnula. In
stead, they con1pri sed the few leaves of 
Nit-Ra's journal, which have already 
been adverted to. 

\Vith a final look· at the doctor, Hor-
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ace Chester McAlpine Scrymgeour 
turned away slowly and joined the tide 
of fugitives that was flowing toward 
the San Bruno Road and southward 
into the hills. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 
CONCLUSION. 

AN indefatigable worker among the 
ruins, and one who earned much 

praise from the military for his per
sistent efforts, was one Hank, a hobo. 
He came over from Oakland on a pass 
the second day of the fire, and confined 
his energies to the vicinity of 206 J as
per Street. 

That section of the town had taken 
fire early, and had been swept clean. 
Hank, however, prodded among the 
smoldering embers, and i t  was not until 
the third day after the shock that he 
gave up, crossed back to Oakland, 
touched up a generous railroad com
pany for transportation to Chicago, and 
started East. 

Hank had taken Nit-Ra to that place 
on Jasper Street, and had introduced 
him to the proprietor. But Nit-Ra 
would not let the tramp stay, insisting 
that he go over to Oakland and sleep 
out Tuesday night in one of the parks. 

The tramp had returned, of  course, 
to look for his friend. When he left 
San Franscisco it was with the pro
found conviction that Nit-Ra had got 
clear of the wrecked building and had 
escaped to some Puget Sound port and 
there taken ship for the Red Sea. 

This hypothesis of Hank's, in view 

of a lack of any trustworthy infornla
tion, must be allowed to stand. 

Of the six who had hurried to San 
Francisco at the instigation of Nit-Ra, 
Gingel alone did not return. Fate had 
singled him out, and disappointment, 
when he had learned the true character 
of the papers supposed to contain . the 
formula, had given him his coup de 
grace. 

Mahoney went back to Toy Creek 
presumably, as weather reports have 
been coming from that vicinity of late. 
The shell workers returned to Minne� 
sota, where they were joined by Made ... 
moisetle Helene and where, a few weeks 
later, she and Simpson were quietly 
married. 

Before she became Simpson's bride, 
however, Mademoiselle Helene insisted 
that he should get into some honest 
business. He is now se11ing razor 
strops in the Northwest, and his wife 
is assisting him with music and song. 

Bings is probably in the penitentiary 
somewhere. And if he isn't he ought 
to be. 

Simpson, in a burst of confidence, 
told Helene that he had secured the 
formula from a sick soJdier on the way 
over from the Philippines. The sol
dier had received it from a friar in 
Cebu. 

The soldier had died on the transport, 
the friar was unknown, and so it may 
be surn1ised that the secret has been 
forever lost. 

That is, unless Nit-Ra has it. But 
Nit-Ra is as much of an unknown quan
tity as the friar. 

A DANGEROUS GIRL 
By Charlotte Miab 

FTER he met her he couldn't sleep ; he lost his appetite, he became haggard 
and thin, he lost all interest in everything. 

In love ? No, she bad the "flu,'' and he caught it. 



SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. 
The railway engtneo�rs of ,.1trion� trains �ntering New York City from ot her parte ot the State 

nnd country dl�co¥rr that for t&ome uo acrountabJe �ason tbey ar� all  twenty-four bours late accorcJ. 
tng tu t h e S<'ht>dult·d 1 i m e  of 1.-a,·ing thetr �tnrting pointR and arrl\"'ingo at New York City, I n  other 
words, when the datP throughout the <"ount ry, exet'pt in Ne-w York Clty, l• positlvtlly TutlsdAJt 
Mart'h 13, In N�w York City the date is just as poslUvtly, but una('countabiy. W�docsday, March 14. 
ThE>r('fore, elt hrr NPw York City has inrxpllcably gone one day ab(l8d of the rest of the nation 1D 
ti m�. or an the remalod�r ()f the coontry bas dropped one day IK'hlnd New York City. The situ
ation that at once arises iD all the walks and acthit l�& of American life ls bewildering and cbaotle 
I n  thP . extreme. F\nandal powt"'r8 are contused and dtsruptrd to the vrrge of panic. All the 
grPat national lndt:Jstrtes are staggerPd. Disagreements over N()W York. City time and that wblcb 
prevails .elsewb('re in the country regult in riots. Qua rrels. mu rd('rs, sulctd�s, and other abnorm&.l 
�tcts o�c-ur wblcb t�stif1 to the extraordinary tension under wblch the country is lAboring. Meet• 
ings for tbe pre�natton of th� ctty'a safety are held, to either solve the mystf.'ry or detPnalne 011 
somf' m('ans of rtlstortn� harmonious rtllat ione between Nf!'w York City and the remainder of th•· 
t-ou n try. A t  last, tbe t N:'m�n d�n� proh lem is Ia td b�forfl the United States Sen at t>, and a resol utlon 
is drawn for lnvPstlgaUng t he mJstery by a committee of si:r eenator•, at whose disposal tor maste� 
lng the em•·rgrnr.y t� latd the �urn of fifty tbouMnd dollars. The rommlttPe at once departs for 
New York City on Hs mission. rl,bt)' lf"IVe Washin�on on Tu.-sday. March 20th, and aJtbougb 
tbelr journPy iH but five houn long. thE-y a rrh·e ln New York City on Thur1dau, March t!d. An· 
oth�r day bas bef'n lost from the nation's time, or New York Ctty has, with equal mysteriousness 
aa before, llved two days and ntgbta wbUe the re8t of the United Stat{)l bae ll•�d but ooe. 

CHAPTER \'II. 

N EW YORK DEFIES T H E  COUNTRY. 

ENATOR ALDEN tried to com
prehend the fresh catc1ysm of 
events which confronted his com

mittee, as he scanned the pages of the 
New York evening newspapers that 
night. 

The topic spread over all of the first 
page. No other subject in the world's 
ne\\' s, by CODlmon consent of  editorial 
instinct, received a tine of that space 
in the final editions. 

Incoming and outgoing thousands 

of travelers discu ssed it, l ikewise, to· 
the exclusion of a11 other ideas. From 
inconvenience their troubled thoughts 
merged rapid1y into fear ; and from 
fear they gre\\! to terror. Never be
fore, in the recorded or traditional 
history of the world, had they a prec
edent to guide or reassure them .. 

Some of the more timid ones were 
discussing the prophecy in the Book of 
Revelations, where the story is told of 
the end of tirne. One gray-bearded 
patriarch, on the municipal ferry going 
to Staten Island, solemnly read to his 
fel1o\v passengers : 
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•• 'And the angel which I saw stand 
upon the sea and upon the earth li fted 
up his hand to heaven, and sware by 
him that liveth for ever and ever, who 
created heaven, and the things that 
therein are, and the earth, and the 
things that therein are, and the sea, and 
the things which are therein, that there 
should be time no longer.' 

H e  closed the book, and gazed at the 
others, with the light of  religious fer
vor in his eyes. 

uBrethren," said he solemnly, "the 
last days are here.'' 

A quick-witted boot-black grabbed a 
woman about to jump overboard and 
tried to comfort her in the Sicilian 
dialect of the Italian language. An
other, whose clothes proclaimed him 
''a sport," gently cautioned her to '1be 
gan1e !" 

Back in �Ianhattan proper, the 
executive committee members o f  the 
Con1mittee of Safety were hurriedly re
convened by telephone calls from the 
t\\·enty-five vice presidents, for an
other meeting in Madison Square 
Garden. 

Again the enormous throngs broke 
traffic regu]ations and drank up all the 
liquids in the vicinity, vwhile waiting 
to hear the results of the meeting. 
Proprietors o f  near-by cafes, saloons 
and hotels sent out envoys extraordinary 
for ne'v kegs and cases, sometimes 
lowering them through coal-holes into 
cellars from the rear, when the main 
streets refused to yield a passageway 
for the power-driven trucks or team
drawn vehicles. 

Star-men and special writers bent 
once more to the feverish tasks of feed
ing the omnivorous crowd with extras 
from a11 newspaper offices. The papers 
flowed in hundreds of thousands from 
the great triple and quadruple-decked 
Hoe and Goss presses. In the business 
offices, n1anagers sent telegrams im
peratively urging paper manu facturers 
to rush more of the great white rolls 

of transfor1ned spruce to supply the 
regular editions whose reserve stock , 
had been depleted by the unusual drain 

• 

upon 1t. 
The Committee of Safety did not 

immediately begin its formal delibera
t ions. Individual members congre
gated in small groups, constantly 
changing in personnel, interrogating 
each other. Men seemed relieved to 
find others confir n1ing their opinion 
that it was really Thursday, March 
twenty-second, instead o f  Tuesday, 
March twentieth. 

They were just as certain that the 
rest of the United States had gone mad 
as on the first occasion of the confusion 
of the calendar. And this, too, not
withstanding that millions of Americans 
everywhere held the same opinion re
garding the residents of �Ianhattan. 

When the preliminary discussions 
had been thus settled, the chairman's 
gavel fell. The meeting came to order. 
As on the former occasion, the Hon. 
Seton Ridgeway presided. 

In the membership of the committee, 
consisting almost whoJly o f  business 
and professional men prominent in 
public li fe, with here and there a 
sprinkling of the scholastic element 
from the 1ocal universities, there was 
quickly apparent a unity of opinion 
that some means for avoiding the legal 
imbroglios, otherwise arising, must be 
quickly found. 

But, on the one hand, they were con
fronted with the Scylla of the element 
of time as the essence of all their local 
business agreements. On the other was 
the Charybdis of every contract of the 
same character \vith the innumerable 
people outside o f  the metropolis itself. 

One broker arose to point out how 
the disagreement as to which day of 
the week it  was a ffected the purchase 
and sales of grain which Wall Street 
or individual speculators made with 
Chicago. It  meant a loss of  millions 
of dollars in commissions and the pur-
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chase of the transactions in that 
commodity every day. 

A banker followed, explaining how 
no financial institution could hope to 
carry on its delicate business unless the 
question was speed i ly determined, be
cause with Washington, D. C., where 
the government treasurer had his official 
residence running on one schedule of 
time and with New York nwning on 
another, with first one day difference, 
then two, and no one knowing when the 
gap would still further widen, every 
bank would be jeopardized that had the 
custody of government funds. In case 
of the w ithdrawal of any amount, 
because of the uncertainty as to time, 
loans to reliable customers might be 
forced into liqu idation, and widespread 
economic disturbances arise. 

A landlord began a speech by assert
ing that he would never be able to pay 
either the interest nor the principal of 
his mortgage, if the tenants could insist 
on occupying his apartments two days 
of the month, rent free. 

"Gentlemen," interrupted Chainnan 
Ridgeway, ''these discussions are not 
really gerntane to the condition we must 
face. V\' e know that they exist, but 
continually looking at them through the 
spectacles of each individual affected, 
cannot help us to meet and conquer the 
crisis. We must do something. Has 
anyone here any suggestion as to \\·hat 
it shall be and as to how we shall 
proceed ?" 

A slender, poorly-clad figure, with a 
Hebraic cast of countenance, arose in 
the front rows of seats . 

"Mr. Bresident l" 
"Mr. er-er I have not the honor 

o f  knowing your name, sir.'' 
''My name is  Henry Hockenstein. I 

vant to know for vy ve don't find vare 
dese lost days i s  and kill 'em off I And 
kill 'em before dey comes any more ?" 

The roa·r of laughter kept Chairman 
Ridgeway pounding the table \\'ith the 
gavel for several minutes. 

�'That is the mi1k in the cocoanut,'' 

said he. "I am sure that any individual 
that could achieve such a result would 
be sure of a mighty substantial reward 
and the gratitude of all American 
people everywhere.'' 

' •M isther Chairman !'' yelled a 
brawny Celt, still further to the rear. 

"The gentl eman may speak." 
'4I'm Mike McGinnis, an' I drive a 

truck. What I want to know is this : 
If we kill off these lost days, �·hat be
comes of the wages we've earned ? 
Are they ki11ed , too ? All I get is me 
wages. And all I have to feed me wife 
and six kids, and pay rent and gas 
bi lls, and buy clothes, is them same 
wages. If  yer kill off the lost days, me 
boss won't pay me for lost time, wilt 
he ? An' if  he don't, how am I a-goin' 
to pay me bill s ?  I'm in favor of tell ing 
the rest of the country to go to the divil . 

I know that I worked on them two 
days.  An' if any of them rubes had 
been sweatin' blood in an' out of the 
warehouses an' do\\·n to the piers, as 
I did, on them two days, they would 
know whether they had been workin' 
or not and whether they was livin' 
or dead, an' whether there was such 
things a� days or whether there wasn't. 
I object to killin' off any time I've put 
in, until I know what is to be done 
about payin' me. An' I guess yer'll find 
plenty more of the teamsters' union 
as'll tell yer the same thing." 

Shouts and cheers followed the 
dec1aration. The chairman waited 
patient ly until they had subsided . The 
meeting continued. At last, after a 
long series of harangues, Vice Presi
dent Charles H. Winney presented a 
resolution : 

Whereas : The difference of calendar time 
between New York City, in the Borough of  
�fanhattan. has caused great trouble to people 
in every walk of life, and it is necessary that 
it be amended or rectified in some way 
which shall be fair to all concerned, and 
Whereas : It is the consensus of opinion of 
this mass meeting of citizens of New York 
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of all classes and occupations that th� balance 
of the country and not New York is at 
fault in the matter ;  now, therefore, BE IT 
RESOLVED : That this meeting goes on 
record as forever standing by the present 
calendar as in daiJy use, and here and now 
intimates its intention to resist any and all 
attempts to force on it an artificial, blunder
ing, and certainly erroneous method

. 
of keep

ing time ; and demands of  the PreSident and 
Congress of the United States, or such ot?er 
subdivisions o f  political or legal authonty, 
that they shall compel the balance o f  the 
country to conform to the New York 
schedule without de1ay, and not further im
pugn or insult the intelligence and knowl
edge of this community in matters of which 
practically all of its residents stand as a 
unit. 

The resolution was adopted with 
cheers. New York defied the rest of 
the country to force them to drop two 
days from the calendar which everyone 
knew, beyond a mere fragment, had 
actually been lived, the same as all . 
other days that had preceded. 

At this j uncture a message was 
handed to the chairn1an. He advanced 
to the edge of the plat fortn, and read 
it aloud : 

" 1The Senatorial Investigating Com
mittee from \Vashington desires the 
attendance of the twenty-fi\·e v ice
presidents, to give testimony regarding 
the di fference in the calendar time 
between the Borough of 11 anhattan of 
N e\\" York and the rest of  the United 
States. We await your arrival in order 
to begin our work, because of the 
extraordinary character of the emer-

., 

gency.' " 
The crowd rose as one man. 
HTell 'em to go to the devil !" roared 

McGinnis. 
A torrent of cheers \velled from 

thousands of throats. 
The chairman held up his  hand : 
"In m1. opinion," said he, "we s�uld 

comply with the order of the comm1ttee, 
while in no wise failing to stand our 
ground as to the letter and spirit of 
these resolutions. It may be that ·the 

investigation will help to solve the 
mystery. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

THE SENATORIAL COMM ITTEE GIVES 
A DECISION. 

THE Senatorial Committee held its 
sessions i n  private. In no other 

way could they proceed with the facili tY. 
which was so essential to an early de
cision. Expert stenographers, working 
in relays, took the testimony of different 
witnesses, rushed to other rooms where 
speedy typists were waiting and laid 
the completed transcripts before the 
members on]y twenty minutes behind 
the proceedings during the · night 

• 
sesston. 

The first witness on behalf of Man
hattan was Chai rman Ridgeway. He 
told of his awakening on Wednesday, 
�larch fourteenth, as usual. He de
scribed his bath, breakfasting, and then 
he said he went to work. 

" What were you doing, i f  you re
menlber ?" asked Senator Ferne. 

"I  was completing a brochure, 'The 
Best Methods o f  Suppression of Perni
cious Propoganda,' " answered the 
witness. 

'' \iVhat kind of a day was it ?" queried 
Senator Marcy. 

' "A typical New York day rather 
more cloudy than usual. I had to use 
a light in my study to save my eyes 
from too much strain." 

The witness testified to facts for 
nearly two hours. He was succeeded 
by other men, all very prominent in the 
acti vities of Manhattan, and their 
testimony seemed to agree in all 
essentials with his. 

Then the committee began to inter
rogate a few working people from out
lying districts Brooklyn, Jersey City, 
Tompkinsville, and other points, whose 
employment necessitated their crossing 
the river or bay to and from their 
homes. All of thern told of a rriving 
in New York, apparently a day behind 
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the schedules of the ordinary calendar, 
and some of them were quite explicit 
as to the confusion that resulted. 

These were positive that their em
ployers were wrong. Others seemed 
dazed as to the real day of the week, 
and frank1y stated that they could not 
state whether or not they had been right 
or wrong. 

The bewilder n1ent of the committee 
was apparent from the questions which 
the various Senators asked and the 
replies of the witnesses, all of  whom 
were under oath, did not tend to 
simplify the muddle. 

AU the first session succeeded in  ac
complish:ng was to get upon the official 
record a great mass of testimony which 
corroborated the previous accounts of 
the con fusion, as printed in  the daily 
papers of the entire country. 

The committee rose at four o'clock 
in the morning, announcing that they 
would reconvene next day at ten in the 
forenoon. 

At that hour they were again in their 
places, and Senator Alden began read
ing front a manuscript : 

"It is most apparent," he  began, "that 
there is a gulf of time between Man
hattan Island and the balance of the 
United States, which is, as yet, utterly 
unaccountable. The testimony of men 
of well-known standing and unques
tionable rectitude of intention, both in 
public and private l ife, makes the duty 
of 1his committee one of great gravity, 
and also one to be performed with tact 
and delicacy. The committee is con
vinced of the entire good faith of all 
the \\'itnesses which have been brought 
before it on behalf of the residents of 
�la

.
nhattan. Nor can anyone deny the 

enttre truthfulness and sincerity of the 
contradictory witnesses. The situation, 
thus arising, is not on1y unexplainable, 
but also intolerable from any point of 
view. I t  is the duty of 1he Senatorial 
Committee to immediately rectify it-

and this must be with entire equity to 
all concerned. 
. "If the committee were to consider 
only the question of the preponderance 
of proof alone, the task would be an 
easy one, because n1any witnesses from 
other cities could be brought before i t  
to show that New York people, so far 
as Manhattan Borough is concerned, 
are vastly outnumbered. 

1'But that would be tantamount to 
crushing down the �taten1ents of right
minded and farseeing men by sheer 
weight of numbers. So, the decision 
of the committee will not be made upon 
that basis. 

"There is an authority, however, 
from whose decisions there can be no 
reasonable appeal, hov�·ever distasteful 
it may be to any citizen of the United 
Sta-tes. The members of this Senatorial 
Committee, after carefully revie\\'ing 
and discussing all of the testimony 
taken before itJ have concluded that the 
taking of further testimony at this time 
would be unwise, because it would 
simply delay the decision which must 
be made� i f  we are to return to a normal 
basis of life and its activities, not only 
in New. York, but throughout the entire 
country. 

"Therefore, we have decided that the 
decision about to be rendered sha 1 1  rest 
on what facts are already before us, 
because we believe that new matter will 
be wholly without further light, and 
serve to only confi11n that already 
under consideration. 

"The calendar divisions o f  time so , 

far as the years, months, and days, 
are concerned, rests who11y upon the 
ea_rtht s motion. This well-known scien
tific fact, while increasing the confusion 
of the comn1ittee as to how the di ffer-

. ence could have arisen, has also aided 
it in arriving at a decision. 

' 'A year of time i �  measured by the 
progress of the earth in its path around 
the sun in space. A month of time is 
approximately one-twelfth of the year' 
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period. A day of time, however, is 
caused by the earth presenting alternate 
sides of its circular surface to and from 
the sun making night and day. 

••It \\'ill be at once seen that it is 
scientifically impossible for a day to 
really pass on such a fragment of the 
earth's surface as Manhattan , and not 
occur on the balance of the globe, with
out that fragtnent detaching itself from 
the earth's surface and making days 
and nights of its own. 

uThe place cal led Manhattan is in 
its usual geographical locality. There
fore that contention is absurd. The 
cotnmittee, consequently, is forced to 
the conclusion that while a day and a 
night more than elsewhere have not 
actual/ y taken place , they have in 
reality appeared to do so. 

''Nor is this all. To avoid the 
possibility of any error, the committee 
has submitted the question of what the 
calendar day of  the year really is to 
four astronomers . They are : The 
Greenwich Observatory of England ; 
The Lowell Observatory at Flagstaff, 
Arizona · the observatory on Mount 
Wilson , 

'
near Los Angeles, California, 

and the one on Mount Hamilton, near 
San Jose, Cali fornia. 

uTelegrams from th�e three Ameri
can observatories all agree, and a cable 
from the Greenwich Observatory also 
agrees with the other three. These 
astronomers are the highest earthly 
authorities on the question of time . 
They not only mark what is called 'sun
t ime' but also 'siderial or star-time' by 
means of which they correct the time 
of the sun i tself, and thereby give us 
one additional day in each four years 
to keep us correctly on our planetary 
path. " 

He paused, and looked around. The 
twenty-five vice-presidents of the Com
mittee of Sa fety of Manhattan were 
nodding their approvaL 

"They all declare that to-day is Wed
nesday, March twenty-first, in reality, 

and not Friday, March twenty-third, 
as �!anhattan believes it  to be. 

"Therefore, the committee has no 
choice in the matter. but to announce 
that it so tinds , and that �1anhattan 
must readjust its business activities, 
j udicial proceedings and all other 
relationships of every character to cor-

d "  respon . 
The n1en sat in sttHlned silence. 
"Ne\v York is certainly wrong," went 

on Senator Alden. "But the duty of 
this committee does not end here. \V e 
have another and even more important 
task ahea d of us, and that is to ascertain 
how, why, when and where this tre
mendous illusion ha s arisen, and to 
prevent its r.ecurrence again, i f  possible. 

'�To that end the comrn it te will now 
return to Washington, and report to 
the Senate of the United States this 
testitnony and their decision regarding 
it. VvT e shall then ask for another ap
propriation of enough money to provide 
one hundred and twenty-five thousand 
dollars, for the investigation and dis
covery, i f  humanly possible, of the 
cause of this error. 1 would suggest 
that we co-operate with the Committee 
of Safety of  Manhatta n, and that they, 
too, appropriate an equal sum, if  �he 
amount is not too bu rdensome,  and wtth 
us endeavor to prevent such a contin
gency again arising. The committee 
stands adjourned, without delay." 

The dazed vice-presidents of the 
Manhattan Committe of Safety lowered 
their flag without a return shot. They 
hadn 't a sheH with which to reply, 
and their apparently impregnable forti
fication had been shattered by the first 
broadside fron1 the cowboy senator. 
The newspapers printed extras of the 
developments. Son1e of them, refusing 
to abide by the decision of the com
mittee, ran t\vo date-Jines. 

"Manhattan, Friday, March twenty
third. Elsewhere , \\' ednesday, March 
twenty-first.," they read. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

ENTER, PROFESSOR MIDGLEY. 
THE man approached Senator Alden 

and Seton Ridgeway \\·here they 
were talking. l-Ie was a queer looking 
chap. His head was very large in  pro
portion to his body at times it 
wobbled, as i f  out of balance with the 
slender neck \\·hich supported it. 

Chin, sidewhiskers, eyes and glasses, 
were of the type \\·hich cartoonists use 
to depict "The Common People." 

'• My name is Micah M idgley," he 
announced with a curious, cracked 
voice. ' 'I'm professor emeritus of 
chemi stry, physics and general bio
logical and histological research at 
Rosewood University. May I have the 
pleasute of a few words with you 
about these lost days ?'' 

HCertainly," said Senator Alden, 
kindly, ''especially i f  you can throw any 
light on the matter.'' 

They adjourned to the Senator's 
room, where his secretary was packing 
for the trip back to Washington. 

"Gentlemen," went on the scientist, 
"I have the advantage of both you in 
one essential. I was at Rosewood 
following my usual occupation in re
search work there I have no classes 
unless I desire to lecture in place of my 
assistants when this first lost day ap
peared. In common with other people 
o f  the United States, including you, 
Senator, I believed Manhattan had 
gone mad. I wqndered what could 
cause such an inexplicable series of cir
cumstances. So I came to New York 
to investigate." 

"Did you learn anything ?'' queried 
Chairtnan Ridgeway. 

''I did," ernpha tically replied the 
speaker. 0\Vhen the second lost day 
appeared, I found that I was affected 
the same as yourself and nearly all the 
other people on the Island of Manhat
tan. I believed the rest o f  the United 
States had gone mad, this time." 

He joined in the hearty laugh which 
followed. 

•4 What does that prove, if anything ?
,
. 

asked the Senator. 
� � It  proves, presumptively at least, 

until the phenomena again appears in 
other localities, that it only affects peo
ple on Manhattan Island, and not 
always all of them.'' 

"Have you any theories by which 
to account for it ?" 

"That is  what I wish to talk about. 
Gentlemen, a professor of science, even 
with the many years behind him which 
I have, and · on a fairly comfortable 
salary, still does not find himself at 
sixty-five wealthy. I have only a 
modest home, and enough to educate 
my children and Jive simply. I believe 
I can find what causes these lost days. 
Just how I am not prepared to say.'' 

"If you can," broke in M r. Ridgeway, 
"you can have a hundred and t'venty
five thousand dollars from the Com
mittee of Safety, or from my private 
purse, i f  they won't give it, provided 
you will prevent thei r reappearance." 

"And I believe the national govern
ment will  not be behind private citizens 
in rewarding you," supplemented 
Senator Alden. 

''All very well," replied the scientist. 
11But, I must make many investigations, 
must have assistants, and must pur
chase supplies of whatever kind I find 
necessary. I might, perhaps, have tQ 
lay out in cash as much as  two thousand 
dollars, and I could not, gentlemen, of 
course guarantee that I would accom
plish anything. But I can try, i f  you 
\\· ill see to the defraying of' expenses." 

Chairman Ridgeway guaranteed the 
payment of a l l  bills, advanced five hun
dred in currency to start the work at 
once, and Midgley bade them both a 
courteous good a fternoon. 

· " You may not hear much from me, 
but you will each receive a telegram 
every day, in  which I will give out as 
much or as little as I feel is necessary 
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for your information," said he, as he 
\vent out the door. 
. Whereupon, Senator Alden and his 
colleagues caught the fast train for 
Washington, Seton Ridgeway went 
back to his writing, and l\'lidgley started 
for a down-to\\rn laboratory. 

The most exciting incident of the 
day was the release of Attorney Robert 
Hart from the Tombs, by order o f  
Judge Murphy, and a reconcil liation be
tween the t\vo gentlemen, \\·hich took 
place in pri vate in the judge's chambers. 

The court also sent back to · the grand 
jury for consideration the mass of 
testimony which the dist rict attorney 
had been presenting before the first 
indictments had been returned against 
Police Lieutenant Daniel Delaney. All 
other judicial proceedings taking place 
on either of the lost days was also set 
aside, and the dockets of the courts 
cleared o f  the enormous mass of cases 
which had been thrust upon them. 

New York, again on the same 
schedule of the days of the week as 
the balance of the country, once more 
settled down to its never-ending task 
of keeping ahead o f  the rest of the 
wor1d in everyth ing except time. 

Each day Chairman }{idge\\·ay and 
Senator Alden received a telegram from 
the queer-looking professor. 

The first one was :  
Thursday, March twenty-second I have 

gone to  work. 

The next : 
Am beginning preliminary investigations. 

This was followed on the day follow
ing by : 

Find I have to discard one theory. 
H ave di�carded another theory 

Came the day after that. 
At Ja�t, on �larch thirty-first,. the 

two gent lemen felt a stronger pulse
throb than usual, when they read : 

A dew. 
The next day : 

Following clew, trail getting wanner. 

Enchanced their pleasure. 
On April second, the message read : 

Solved ! l\leet me in New York City with 
the executive committee of the committee 
of safety. 

Senator Alden, Seton Ridgeway and 
the other gentlemen privileged to enter 
the apartn1ent, faced the scientist on 
Tuesday, Apri l third, in a fever of 
excitement. 

"First,,. said the man at whom they 
were firing volleys of questions, Hlet 
us arrange for the orderly procedure 
of this explanation. I do not desire it 
to be heard, at present, outside of the 
Senators, the vice-presidents of the 
Con1mittee of Safety of }.Ianhattan, 
and my own assistants. I will , n1yself, 
afterward give out a statement to the 
press, scientifically accurate, fr:ee from 
m isstatement s, and so lucid that it may 
be easi1y understood. For this reason, 
no reporters will be allo\ved in the room 
at this time." 

Roars o f  indignation from the repre
sentatives of the press drowned the 
speaker. But he sat calmly do\vn, and 
refused to proceed until his request had 
been complied with. When they had 
gone he went carefully over to a sn1all 
obj ect inside the fireplace, and discon
nected one of the two wires which 
S\vttng it down the chimney. 

"The enterpri �ing representative of 
the New York Sphere, who hung his 
dictagraph down the chimney from the 
roof, will not worry me," he observed 
amid general laughter. "Now, if  the 
equally able repr�sentative of the New 
York Blurb ... ·ill come out from under 
the divan and leave the room, we may 
pro�.'· 

Another roar of laughter greeted the 
shame-faced man who enterged and left 
the room. Somebo\v. the hard-headed 
men of affairs who had gathered to 
hear the exp1anatiQn of  the tnystery, 
found their appetites curiously whetted, 
and their respect for the queer pro
fessor rising. 
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CHAPTER X. 

HOW MIDGLEY FOUND THE TRAIL. 

A PRELI MINARY statement is nec-
essary, gentlemen, for you to un

derstand what is to follow. I will make 
it as easy to comprehend as I may. 
Listen careful1y, please, because every
thing I say will be in some way linked 
up \Vi th  the solution of the mystery.'' 

The men addressed assumed various 
attitudes of comfort and attention. 
The professor turned to a S@ri�s of 
blackboards behind him. 

''I will first say, gentlemen, that I 
prefer not to be interrupted. It will 
break the trend of my narrative, pos
sibly unnecessarily prolong the explana
tion, confuse son1e of  you, and in 
general prevent a thorough comprehen
sion o f  how the lost days arose, and 
why we will now abate either their 
reappearance or even its remotest 
possibility." 

The professor had to stop just there, 
to let a roar of applause die down. 

uLet me first state, gentlen1en, that 
time, as understood by us in our every
day life, is an illusion. I hope to make 
this plain to you. It  really has no 
existence. ·Yet, because of the nature 
of our lives, we are forced to recognize 
it, and conform our affairs to it.  

"For instance, time is like the re
flection of a man in a mirror. There is 
really no man actually there. Yet the 
image moves, and has apparent life. 
You will the more easily understand 
this, as I go a little further. We will 
suppose that w e  are now in Buffalo. 
Two trains are starting from the station 
on Exchange Street. One -is called 
the Empire State Express-, and it  leaves 
the station at one o'clock, to make its 
eastward nine-hour run to New York. 
Along side itJ on a parallel track, stands 
another train. This, however, is a Lake 
Shore passenger train, and it runs out 
along Lake Erie, west\\·ard to Chicago. 
The gong strikes. Both trains move 

out, simultaneously, on parallel tracks, 
and so close that the engineer o f  the 
Empire State Express can reach out 
and grasp the extended hand of the 
fireman of the Lake Shore Express. 

"Yet, gentlemen, the superintendent 
of that station will tell you, without 
hesitation, that the \\'atch of the 
engineer of the Empire State Express 
indicated one o'clock, while that of  the 
engineer of the Lake Shore train will 
say that it is twelve o'clock. 

"If the engineer of  the Empire had 
a watch saying twelve o'clock, and the 
one on the Lake Shore indicated one 
o'clock, neither of those men would 
probably ever again pull a train out of 
that shed." 

He looked around at the faces of the 
men tu rned up to him, and smiled his 
query : 

4 ·vvhat has become o f  that hour of  
time ? \\'as it ground bene�th the 
powerful drivers o f  the engines o f  these 
locomotives ? No, because time, as I 
have explained, i s  an illusion of our 
senses. It is the method, merely, by 
which \\·e divide the one revolution of 
the earth on its axis into something 
which, for our own convenience, enables 
us  to better carry on our endlessly 
diversified affairs. 

''The turning over of the earth on it� 
axis is an event. The reflection of that 
event, we call a day o£ time. That is 
why a railway train, the faster it runs 
the less time it takes to cover a given 
distance. Scientifically speaking, it 
more nearly approaches the speed of 
the revolving earth. So, we divide the 
reflections into hours t\\·enty- four of 
them. And, by means of clocks and 
watches, we harmonize these little 
n1echanical affairs of our own invention 
so that thei r motion exactly approxi
mates that of the earth. For instance, 
these little hands on clocks and watches 
twice make the circumference of their 
painted or enameled dials!' 

.�11 of the time :Nlicah Midgley was 
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enabling his audience to understand him 
by reference to figures on black boards, 
representing the subjects he was dis-

• CUSSing. 
' 4lf  that is clear," he went on, 441et's 

start with the understanding, clear and 
explicit, in our m i nds, that time is not a 
thing, but is o·nly a�J appearance, and 
a creation of our senses. That is why 
there i s  an apparent loss of an hour 
between those t\vo Buffalo trains, one 
going east and one west. That i s  why 
we set our watches ahead one hour 
at various places on the earth's surface, 
until we reach the international date 
line, in the middle of the Pacific, where 
it is always one day and an inch across 
it to the west it i s  always a day later." 

Various nods and gestures of assent 
from the men present showed he \Vas 
con1 prehended. 

"No,v, gen tlemen," resumed the pro
fessor, ''I therefore concluded that 
whate,·er i t  was that had affected peo
ple in !lanhattan, and had not affected 
people in Brooklyn, Jersey City, and 
other point s near by, must ha·ve caused 
the appearance of thl' passage of t'luenfJ'
four hours 11.1hich really did not pass, 
DS we hat't been .shown by th e astrono
Mef's. 

"�fore than that, the tv.tenty-four 
hours that seemed to appear in  New 
York proper, and then to vanish, nutst 
have been includrd iM the ordi�UJry 
tweHI)'-/Ot41" hot�rs which people outside 
experienced, as usual, -without dis
t'Nrbance of a11y kifld. 

"Do you all understand that ?" 
''Yes," '• \V. c do," ''Go .on !" came 

from various parts of the room. 
"One more little explanation, and 

we are fairly on the road to solving the 
mystery," said 1\-1 idgley, bearning 00\\'n 
at tbe audience, who srniled back in 
response. "Now, we are all human 
beings. We all have eyes, ears, mouths, 
fingers, noses various organs to con
vey to our brains the phenomena of 
life through different channels. The 

mind directs the body and largely rules 
it. But, the converse is also true, the 
body also rules the mind by ruling the 
brain, through which the mind acts . 
The body supplies the brain with blood. 

"There are people who deny this. 

But," he pulled out a leather case from 
his inner pocket, "if any of them are 
here, I will shortly convince them that 
what I say is true. I will give any man 
who th inks the brain rules the body 
and not the body the brain, one-fiftieth 
of a grain of hyo�cyamus. He will 
shortly becon1e the victim of a perver
sion of his ideas just as soon as the 
d rug is  absorbed into the circulation 
and carried to the brain by the blood. 

"I  have known men, under this  in
fluence, to sit down and t ry to pick a 
knot-hole out of  the floor�- while their 
fingers never got nearer the floor than 
six inches. 

"In this case, as something in the 
body affected their brain, and i n  turn 
the mind, which functions through the 
brain, it was their sense of distance 
which was caused to err. 

"They seen1ed to see that knot-hole 
six inches nearer to their eyes than it 
really was. Do you all  understand me, 
gentlemen ?'' 

"\:� ou bet !'' "Keep on !" "It's clear 
as day !'' \vere a few of the replies 
\\'hich floated back. 

"Very well. As I was say ing, the 
hyoscyamus affected that particu1ar 
man's sense of distance. In the present 
instance, something had affected not 
one tnan, but tnany men and women
in their sense of the fl ight of time. 

"This, so far as one individual is  
concerned, is nothing ne\V. Men have 
been known to forg�t th�ir names, or 
their homes, and wander away. They 
have come to thetnselves, sometimes 

-

years afterward an<l miles away, with-
out any realization of the lapse of in
tervening time. 

• 'But on no such theory could we ac
�ount for tlus doub ling-up process, 
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which made New York apparently live 
two days while the rest of the country 
lived only one. 

"Yet, there was no getting back of 
the facts. As I have before stated, I 
was at Rosewood when the first day 
was lost. I thought the rest of Man ... 
hattan mad. I was in Manhattan when 
the second day was lost, and I thought 
the rest of the United States mad. 
Whatever had happened, I wa s a victim 
of the second appearance of this 
pecul ia r condition, as w ell  as your
selves. 

44But the fault lay, gentlernen, with 
me, the same as with you, in  my own 
sense of ti111-e. Something, somehow, 
and coming from somewhere, had 
affected me, and my first start, there
fore, must be made to find out what this 
thing was that affect� my mind as to 
the flight of minutes anrl hours. When 
in N ew York, it  undoubtedly seemP.d to 
pass on the second lost day twice as 
fast as i t  would surely have seemed to 
pass in Rosewood . 

"And, whatever it was, i t  was un
deniably something which affected my 
brain, because the brain alone receives 
the messages which come to me . from 
all the rest of the world, including the 
other parts of my own body. 

''Right there, I took up the trail. I 
must find this th ing, whatever it was, 
and wherever it originated. 

. 

CHAPTER XI. 
HOW M IDGLEY .t�OLLOWED T H E  TRAIL. 

MY first theory,'' went on the pro-
fessor, " was that there might 

hav� been some sort of gas which had 
affected the senses of the people with
out their having �come. aware of it. 
Perhaps it had arisen from some open
ing or crevice in the subway, or in one 
of the many deep excavations wh ich 
ar� constantly being made in Manhattan 
for the �rection of buildings. 

''Neither I nor my assistants could 
88Tbrill 

confirtn this . We made careful tests 
of the air in al l  of th�se places. It dis
closed nothing abnormal . Besides, had 
it been due to this cause, it is more than 
probable that it could not have been 
confined to the island proper. Gas of 
any sort, aln1ost, is  light�r than air, 

volatile, and has a tendency to diffuse 
or spread over the su rrounding country. 

So, when this theory did not receive 
confirn1ation in a practical way, I 
abandoned it." 

He turned to another blackboard. 
" You will see here a small outline 

map. It represents the principal sou rces 
of food and milk supply for Manhattan . 

I f my next hypothesis was true, I would 
soon be able to find proof of it. I was 
carrying on tny investigation from the 
g�neral standpoint, remember, that 
large numbers of people had been af· 
fected, in some way, so that their minds 
had been dominated by th is appearance 
of two days of  time instead of one. 

"Was this caused by some in fection 
of their food ? 

H I  determined to asc�rtain. I had 
my assistants trace out the sources of 
mille, butter, eggs, meat, vegetables, 
which came to the principal supply 
depots for the distributio n  of those 
things in Manhattan. Then \Ve visited 
the places whrre they had been sent in. 
The idea \\ras sho\vn to be . utterly 
groundless in less than twelve hours .. 

First, because no one locality supplied 
enough of  food to affect all of the peo
ple who had certainly lived both the 
lost days. Second, because some of 
this same food had gone to people in 
the suburbs of New York, who had not 
seen either of the lost days." 

The audi�nce, now i ntensely inter

ested, listened to the various theories 
and the discard ing of them, with an 
eagerness with \\·hich a boy watches the 
detective closing in on the vill ain in a 
moving picture sh0\-7. 

"Then I turned my attention to the 
investigation of some phase of magnetic 
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or electric energy, which might, pos
sibly, have affected the minds of the 
people in this way. But this, too, was 
found untenable. All of the clocks of 
Manhattan were controlled, in the 
greater part, by telegraphic correction 
hourly from Washington. No known 
electrical disturbance would confine 
itself to the rigid boundaries o f  Man
hattan, refusing to cross to New Jersey, 
Long Island, Brooklyn, or up into 
Westchester County." 

He paused again, and looked care
fully over the hall. The white, strained 
faces, upturned to his, were reassured 
by the kindly smi1e which illumined his 
features as he came to the final theory 
and the result of its test. 

"There was only one thing remain
ing, which was in cotnmon use on 
Manhattan Island, which, so far, had 
not been subjected to my examination. 
lt was the WATER !" 

A great wave of relief went up from 
his hearers. They anticipated the dis
closure by jubiJant exclamations, nods 
and general smiles. But the professor 
held up a warning hand. 

••your hardest task of comprehend
ing me, friends, has now arrived," said 
he. -4Give me your closest attention, 
please. 

" I  will not worry you with an 
extended account of the way I went 
over the entire Croton water shed, with 
my faithful men. But, try as we would, 
we could find no trace of any infection 
from natural causes. Nor could we 
discover, by the most exhaustive 
quantitath·e and qua1itative tests of the 
water itself when we examined it, any 
substance which would support the idea 
that the water had caused this strange 
illusion." 

The solemnity of his utterances once 
more settled over the faces of his 
hearers. 

"At last, when I determined to make 
one final effort, I passed an obscure hut 
away back on the side of a hill, near 

the main conducting pipe of the Croton 
Reservoir. 

4'1 cannot tell you what impelled me 
to look inside that building. But I 
obeyed the blind impulse, and saw a 
man sitting in the midst of the floor, 
surrounded by newspapers from many 
cities. 

"He was in spasms of laughter, al
ternating between hideous frowns of 
animosity which crossed his face. One 
moment he would rock with joy, the 
next he would clasp his hands to the 
high heaven, and roar out fragments 
of denunciation against an unseen 
audience. 

" 'Probe, you blithering idiots I' he 
snarled. 4Keep on with your blunder
ing mass meetings, appoint all the 
jackasses officers that you wish to 
name, 'fesolute and be hanged · with 
your Comtnittee of Safety, and your 
senatorial comn1ittees and when you 
have all got nicely settled down again, 
New York will lose another day, and 
everything will go to the devil again, 
as long as I wish it to do so l' " 

The audience was now as silent as 
if of one man on1y. Midgley took up 
a glass of water, wiped his forehead, 
and resumed : 

"Then this chap would go off into 
an almost uncontrollable spasm of 
laughter, as he read the te!rible con
fusion that had resulted from the 
mysterious d isappearance of the lost 
day. He had uot less than one hundred 
newspapers, from all of the larger 
cities of the East and many of the 
Middle West and Pacific coast, and he 
devoured the news articles as well as 
the editorial discussions most avidly." 

Professor Midgley pointed to a large 
bundle of newspapers at the edge of 
the platform on which he was standing, 
and then resumed the thread of his 
narrative. 

He told of hearing the man's raving 
in monologue against New York City, 
and all that was therein ; of  his frequent 
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references to his starving wife and sick 
child. Tears came into his eyes as he 
depicted the mind-state of the lonely 
hermit actuated by the implacable idea 
of an astounding revenge which should 
fi rst humiJiate, and, eventually, render 
the largest city o f  America unin· 
habitable because o f  a grievance 
which he had for years held against it ; 
and of the man's continual reference 
to 'tbi-vibrato-cordexis." 

"Clearly," concluded the professor, 
HI was at the end of the trail." He 
pointed to a large porcelain jar� almost 
the size of a keg, standing by the news
papers, and cried, dramatically : 

' ·Gentlemen, in that container is the 
essence of The Lost Days !" 

CHAPTER X I I. 

EXIT, THE LOST DAYS ! 
BRING in Charles Fairchild," cried 

M i dgley. 
The chief assistant went out of the 

door, and presently retu rned with three 
other indi viduals. Walking between 
two stahvart men was a defiant figure, 
whose conte1nptuous glances swept the 
assemblage of representative men in 
supreme scorn. 

"Gentlemen," said the professor, "in 
the brain of Charles Fairchild, whom 
you see here, arose the marvelous idea 
of humiliating and ron fusing you with 
the appearance of time that never 
existed. llis hope was the destruction 
of the comn1ercial and financial fabric 
of the city which had so severely dealt 
with h i m  and his, in by-gone years. 
Studious, alert, able, willing and well
qualified in his profession of chemist, 
Fairchild \vas caught in the undertow of 
society fi fteen years ago in Gotham. 

"For weary weeks he walked the 
city, seeking employment which he could 
not obtain. His money dwindled. His 
wife and child sickened. Proud and 
sensitive, he avoided the usual channels 
for relief, and with the k iss of his dying 

wife and child still warm on his lips, 

he left the city, his life consecrated to 
the ont purpose of  returning some day 
and dealing out an ingenious retributive 
and secret vengeance." 

M icah Midgley continued the story 
which had been told hitn by the recluse. 
lfe traced him to London on a cattle 
steamer ; he told of his v isit to Cairo as 
a member of the English regiment in 
which he had enlisted ; of his fight in 
the Soudan with the natives ; o f  his 
receiving a bullet wound in the battle 
and being left for dead on the field, 
when the troops retreated before the 
onslaught of the natives ; of the re
covery, with an impaired mind, but with 
the dominant thought of vengeance and 
his  long j ourney by caravan into the 
portions o f  the unkno\vn continent of 
Africa, ".here no white man had ever 
been before. 

" lie came at last," continued the 
professor, ' ' to the most inaccessible spot 
in the world, outside of the polar 
regions. It is the oasis of Kufra, 
nominally under the control of Sheik· 
el-Senussi. 

"It was far remote from the ordinary 
caravan routes used by traders through 
the eastern end of the Sahara Desert. 
Only two men knew the path in and 
out Sheik Mahoub and his  son. 

�'The natives, outside of the nomadic 
Arabs, have scarcely any language and 
no money whatever. They are mostly 
of the negro stock in a very low 
state of civil ization. They dressed in 
sheep-skins, and hid their faces or ran 
away when strangers came near. But 
as they had some wealth in ivory and 
feathers, Fairchild started bartering 
with them, and soon amassed a little 
fortune in gold dust which he received 
in exchange from the Arabs. 

· 

"From a medicine man of his tribe 
of Negroid-Arabians, caUing themselves 
the �laghrabi, Fairchild learned o f  the 
narcotic propet1ies of a native root, 
which seen1ed to make titne pass much 



116 THE LOST DAYS 

faster than in reality. In the long in
tervals between caravans, he drank it. 
It acutely affected his sense of time. 
Every day seemed to become two .. -and 
no race of men seen1ed exempt from 

· its influence. It  was taken in the drink
ing water, the roots being steeped 
slowly, to extract the medicinal proper
ties." 

Midgley filled a small glass, and held 
it up to the Jight. The audience gazed 
curiously at it. One or two of them 
shuddered and turned away from the 
red gleam of the -liquid, as i f  the rays 
of refracted light which it threw o ff  
in brilliant scintillations still held a 
strange potency over their imaginations. 

' 'In this glass," went on the scientist, 
"is enough of the concentrated essence 
of bi-vibrato-cordexis to affect the 
entire city of New York. Its proper
ties are preserved by diluting it  with 
an appreciable amount of alcohol. The 
professional skill of the wronged 
chemist, M r. Fairchild, is  evident from 
the purity and power of the compo
sition." 

The noted chemist continued the tale 
of Fairchild's adventures in Africa ; o f  
his rewards to the natives for bringing 
him all of the roots which had matured 
in the locality ; o f  his final distillation 
of  them into the triple-powered extract, 
and o f  its· careful transfer from the 
little kettle he had used into a water
tight goatskin, in which he had brought 
it, .. by another route, on camel-back to 
the oasis of  Kufra, when he emerged 
from the desert ; of his conversion at 
Cairo of  his accumulated gold dust into 
a letter of credit, and the second trans
fer o f  the precious fluid, this time to 
the same porcelain jar then i n  the room. 

"From Cairo he came to Marseilles 
by steamer, thence by rail and boat to 
London, and again by steamer to New 
York," went on M idgley. ''There h e  
set about his plans for his unique plans 
of vengeance on the city which he hated. 
He purchased a small plot of ground 

on the Croton water shed, remote from 
the usual traveled routes, yet close to 
the main conduit which supplies Man
hattan. Then he was ready to launch 
his thunderbolts o f  confusion, with the 
results which are now thoroughly 
familiar to aU of you. 

"My own tests with this bi-vibrato
cordexis drug show that it unquestion
ably has the power upon the hun1an 
body of particularly increasing and 
even super-stimulating the cerebral 
brain cells. This causes the person so 
innoculated to imagine that time passes 
twice as rapidly as before. From this 
peculiar property it derives its l..atin 
name, bi-vibrato-cordexis meaning the 
double-vibration-root. 

Hit also possesses another peculiar 
power. Each individual atom of the 
extract u nites with water and only 
one. Water is composed of hydrogen 
two atoms, and oxygen one atom. 
There are also always present organic 
and sometimes vegetable salts, but I 
am speaking of chemically pure water. 
This extract has a peculiar affinity for 
the oxygen. 

"Thus, it became scientifically pos
sible for a relatively smatl amount o f  
the extract to affect the entire water 
supply of  the Ilorough of Manhattan. 
In this way, and in this way alone, the 
•tt . ,, 
1 uston arose. 

Vice-President Bartley Anderson 
was on his feet. 

• "Do you expect us to believe this 
fairy tale ?" he sneered. 

For an answer, the professor quickly 
filled a glass with water and dropped 
into it a minute portion of the extract. 

"Are you the lineal descendant of 
the doubting Thomas ?" he queried. 
4'Then, of  course, possessing a legal 
mind, you wi11 not prejudge the evi
dence. Would you care to drink this ?'' 

"No I" declared the lawyer, em
pha t icaii y. 

"It is quite hartnless," went on the 
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imperturbable professor. "I did not 
take the theory I have outlined to you 
as proof without substantiation. One 
of my assistants willingly offered to 
test the story. Any one o f  you may 
have the same privilege. If  you refuse, 
ho\\·ever, you must accept my personal 
staternent as final, pay to me the re
ward which it was agreed that I should 
have, and forever a fterward hold your 
peace." 

1'he attorney sat down. No other 
doubters were heard. 

"It only remains for n1e to say," re
sumed the professor, ' ' that this is the 
last o f  the root in the world. You 
may also be interested in  knowing that 
it has a past a very retnote one, dating 
back to the time of Scipio Africanus 
and �he conquest o f  Carthage by the 
}�oman Empire. The alchemists of that 
all-conquering nation forerunners of 
the chen1ists and physicians of to-day 
-found and used it, and there is an 

. accollnt of it in an ancient manuscript 
in the archives of an Italian library. 
But it has never come into general use, 
because it is native to only the practi
cally inaccessible oasis o f  the great 
Desert o f  Sahara, such as the ones the 
demented Fairchild visited." 

Senator Alden and Chairman Ridge
way held a brief consultation. 

" What shaH we do with the balance 
o f  the drug ?'' asked the Senator. 

"If you are satisfied as to its potency, 
and that it real1y contains within it the 
mystery of the lost days, we will take 
it  and pour i t  into the ocean, far from 
any spot where it  can po�sibly again 
affect civil ized humanity/' suggested 
the professor. 

The matter was immediately sub
mitted to a vote of the assen1bled vice
presidents and carried unanimously. 
The matter o f  the reward received a 
similar disposit ion the committee au
thorizing the chairman to transfer the 
one hundred and twenty-five thousand 
dollars to the credit of the professor, 

then about to descend from the plat
form. 

"Open the doors to the newspaper 
men," said Midgley. 

The reporters passed into the inclos
ure, each receiving a sealed envelope 
from the solver of the puzzle. 

"One n1ore question ?, put i n  At
torney Anderson. 

"Proceed," said the smi ling scientist . 
.. How was it that some people 

escaped the influence of this drug, 
when practically everyone drank the 
water ?'' 

"That's easy," said �lidgely. ''Those 
who did not suffer f rom the hallucin
ation \vere using some other water, 
generally bottled, and obtained at a 
point remote from the source o f  the 
main conduit into which Fairchild 
poured the bi-vibrato-cordexis." 

" And now,'' j ubilantly announced 
Chairman Ridgeway, "the swordfish 
and the shark can continue the discus
sion as to whether it rea1ly is  Thursday, 
April fi fth, or Tuesday, April third. 
I don't mind telling you, professor, that 
I shall be g1ad to see the last of that 
jar  containing the lost days.'' 

His remark was the signal for the 
general adjournment. The v ice-presi
dents became again plain toilers o f  the 
earth. The necessity for their com
mittee no longer existed. 

Senator Alden l ingered. H e  came 
over to the scientist, \Vith outstretched 
hand. 

ul can only say that it is simply 
wonderful and wonderfully simple," 
said he, earnestly. "I shall use every 
effort to have the Congress o f  the 
United States supplement your reward 
with another amount equally large. 
You have well  earned it ." 

Midgley bo\\·ed hi�  appreciation and 
escorted the distinguished young man 
to the door. Only Fairchild and he 
were left in the room. He turned to 
the broken man with a quizzical smile. 

"Brace up !" said he, kindly. 4'My 
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friend, you have · long carried a wrong 
perspective of the puzzle men call life. 
Would you care to look at i t · again, 
from a different angle, and with me ?" 

said Midgley, briskly. , .  A n1an of your 
insight has a great future in the 
wonderful realm of industrial chemistry 
-that fairy land of fact, whose ]avish 
treasure waits only the discernment of 
the seeker who has a humble spirit and 
a contrite heart. Who knows what sur
prises await us on the long, long road 
of human progress ? For our feet are 
set on the eternal ways and an infinity 
of resource obediently waits to answer 
the call of that infinity of mind which 
mankind, as a race, is at last slowly 
realizing that it possesses." 

The forlorn individual raised his 
face. The sneer was gone. The solic
itude of the learned man who was -
speaking reached the germ of good in 
his and every other human heart no 
matter how deeply encrusted and over
laid with that misdirected energy 
which the \vorld calls ' 'sin.'' 

"Yes !" said he, clearly. 
uThen come along to Rosewood," 

THE END. 

SIMPLE FLOWERS 
By Charles Kiproy 

QH ! you have hoarded \\·hat you might have spellt 
\Vhen giving was so sweet a thing in you, 

And now that our resplendent night is through 
Considered well my purpose and intent . . . 

I am no fleshless dreamer penitent 
O f  that \\:hich even one could never do 
Who dares to linger \\·hen the game is new • • • 

The oak grows as the early twig is bent. 

This f riendship might be as a simple flower 
Whose roots are gaining strength through friendly hands, 

Or like some strange and half exotic power 
That the possessor never understands, 

It might have turned in that one lovely hour 
To something splendid in our clumsy hands. 



S it not a piti ful thing," said my 
friend, "that more of us are not 
successful in the battle of rife ? On 

all sides we see old hulks floating with 
the tide. Ho\v few of us know when 
to stop playing a game. \V e go on and 
on ; then comes defeat. All those who 
use the body or brain to the uttermost 
find some day that the load which they 
once carried so easily i s  too heavy for 
them. And there is  no sadder man in 
the world than the man who \vas." 

"Then \vhy do they persist ?" I asked. 
_,Because l i fe is a battle, .and stagna

tion is worse than death. I know only 
one man who conquered ; I know only 
one man who was successful. And how 
do I know that ? Because he is dead. 
That man was Victor LeRu e." 

"Not the great composer ?" 
"None other. He, indeed, was the 

great musician of this century. What 
a soul the man had ! It was l ike a lark, 
sailing up and up into the sky. One 
grew dizzy watching its flight. His 
music carried you away to a Jand of 
his O\Vn, where every note was a pure 
joy dipped in the dew of melancholy. 
Fortune had nursed him as a child. 
There 'Yas never a happier man in 
France than Victor LeRue." 

"But," I began, "he " 

"Just so,'� said my friend quickly. 
"I was coming to that. Victor LeRue 
and 1 were lik� brothers in the old days. 
What hardships and joys we exp�ri
enced together ! But when the larder 
was empty, when the fire was_out, was 
Victor LeRue sad at all ? Not he. 
'We're l iving now, Rene r he'd cry.· 'To 
fight is to live.' And takin� his  violin  
out of  its case, he•d play some daring, 
rollicking troubadour air a tune fit to 
put heart in a mouse. Oosing my eyes, 
I can see him now his crisp black 
hair, his bold blue eyeg, his t�e\h flash· 
ing white through his beard. 

•"But those days of a garret J i fe did 
not last long. Soon Paris had made 
him her favorite son, and each year 
brought him greater success. Now his 
music echoed through the world, and 
h e  had to travel and show himself. · And 
I saw him less and less, till �ometimes 
many months intervened. But when 
he came this good friend of miqe was 
the same old Victor LeRue. 

"One night, many years after h e  had 
come into his own, I heard his well-re
mernbered knock on my door. 'Come 

. 

in, Victor,' I cried. A moment later 
I felt h is bands on my shoulders. 
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" 'Rene, Rene,' said he, shaking me 
playfu1Iy, 1'we are getting old and bald, 
I see. For shame ! Why not a wig, 
Rene ? Modesty should go with age.' 

" 'It's a joy to see you, Victor !' 
" • Ah,' said he, glancing at my easel, 

'I see that you paint as well as ever. 
Lucky man ! Time has scalped you, 
but left you your art. With some of 
us She is not so thoughtful.' 

11 (you should not complain, Victor. 
That last opera of yours took Paris by 
storn1. I was there the first night. It 
was wonderful !' 

,. 'You think so ?' cried Victor LeRue 
with a smile like a ray of sunlight. 'I 
am glad that · you liked it, Rene. You 
are a critic whose opinion I value. But 
this morning I met a man who had been 
defeated by life. You remember Julian 
Mannette at the art school ? Well, I 
paid him a visit. I found the poor old 
fellow, as usual, before his easel. You 
know what art he had in him once ?' 
· ., 'I should think so !' I answered. 'In 
:·his day there was no better landscape 
painter in Paris than Julian Mannette.' 

" 'In his day, yes,' said Victor LeRue. 
'But, ah, Rene, his day is over and he 
persists ! He is  the unhappiest man in 
the world the man who tries to de
ceive himself and fails. His last paint
ing was abominable. There was no l ife 
there nothing but lines. Everything 
that it attempted was a miserable fail

It was stiff and unnatural. And 
this was the work of  Julian Mannette ! 
It was enough to make you weep. And 
he wanted a word of praise from me. 
I could see it in his eyes the look of 
an old beggar on the street.' 

" 'And what did you tell him ?' 
" 'I am not a Brutus, Rene. I lied 

Jnost artistica11y.. I told him that it 
was magnificent, that it should hang 
in the Louvre. Then I fled.' 

" 'That was kind of you, Victor.' 
" 'One should be kind to the con

quered,' said Victor LeRue. 'But Jet 
us change the subject. To-night I blow 

away all clouds ; I am the happiest man 
alive.' 

" 'You were always that.' 
" 'Yes, but to-night I have reached 

the pinnacle of art, of life. I can go 
no higher, and I am fortunate in know
ing that I can go no higher. Kno,vl
edge like that arms one against li fe. 
But, Rene, I have brought with me 
two compositions that I wish to play 
to you. You will be the first to hear 
them.' 

��There was a piano of excellent tone 
in one corner of the studio. Victor 
LeRue seated himself before it. Un
rolling several sheets of music which 
he had taken from his pocket, he let 
those long, powerful fingers of  his stray 
over the keys. He struck a few cords 
carelessly, and, turning about, faced 
me. His blue eyes were flashing 
brightly ; there was a red spot in either 
cheek. 'I have named this "The Con
queror," ' he said. 'It is a funeral 
march.' " 

"Why, that was his most famous 
composition !" I broke in. 

"Just so," said my friend ; "his most 
famous composition. And that night, 
when he played it for me, I saw what 
he intended that I should see. . Closing 
my eyes, it seemed to me that I was 
in a city gone mad with joy. An ex
cited multitude was singing and throw
ing roses into the streets ; every house
top was bright with waving banners. 
One could hear, in the distance, the 
music of an advancing host. The 
heroes were marching home from the 
war ; the conqueror was returning to 
his city. Nearer and nearer came the 
tread of tramping feet. It shook the 
ground ; the houses trembled before it. 
Now soldiers were · passing, soldiers 
hacked and bloody, carrying rich booty 
in their stiffened hands ; while, from 
a distant temple, girlish voices musi
cally proclaimed their deeds. And 
then a great shout rent the air, min
gJing with the music of the trumpets 
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and the drums, 'Hail the Conqueror I 
Hail the Conqueror ! The Conqueror 
is coming from the wars !' And now a 
great black war horse was coming down 
the street. But no rider sat upon his 
back, and his head was bending low. 
Now the music from the trumpets and 
drums grew slower, sadder slower, 
sadder till i t  waned into a groan. And 
here came the conqueror at Jast, lying 
dead upon his shield, borne along like 
a bloody trophy from the war. Then 
the wailing of the people rent the silent 
air ; the roses fell from the rooftops 
like drops of blood ; but in the temple 
the girlish yoices sang in joyous tones." 

" 'Well, how do you like it, Rene ?' 
'�Coming out of my dream with a 

start, I saw that Victor LeRue had 
stopped playing and now sat facing me. 
'Like it ?' I cried. 'Why, it is the finest 
thing that you have ever done ! You 
have painted a picture for me in mu
sic ! It is wonderful !' 

" 'I think it is my best. But 1 want 
you to hear this also, Rene.' He again 
touched the keys. 

"This time my ears were pleased by 
a very pretty composition. But it had 
none of the fire or depth of the first. 
It made rne . see nothing. In fact, I was 
rather disappointed with it. 

" 'It's pretty; I said when he had 
done. 

" 'And disappointing, Rene. Quite 
right. I see that you're as honest a 
critic as ever. This last composition 
of mine shall never see the light of 
day. See, I destroy it.' And picking 
up the sheet of music, he tore it into 
microscopical fragments. 'So it is 
done, Rene.' Leaning forward, Victor 
LeRue smiled brightly. 

" 'But you shouJd not have done that !' 
" 'Noosense ! It is better out of the 

way. I have always kept my fingers on 
the pu1se of Art. It has been waning 
considerably of late. But let us change 
the subject. I want to hear of nothing 
but pleasant things to-night.' 

"For an hour more we talked. At 
last he rose and grasped my hand with 
eveo m.pre than h is customary warn1th. 
'I have enjoyed this evening, Rene,' he 
said, •as I have often enjoyed the sun-. 
set after a long day.' 

" -But i f  you must go, don't forget 
your music.' 

" 'I 'll leave . .  The Conqueror" here,' 
said Victor LeRue carelessly. 'If any
thing happens to me you can have it 
played at my funeral. You promise 
that, eh, Rene ?' · 

u 'Yes, yes, I promise that,' I anc. 
swered, laughing. 

" 'Then, Rene, ' said Victor LeRue, 
'I wish you a very good night. I t  is 
the happiest and most successful man 
in the world who is bidding you adieu. 
Remember that always, Rene.' 

"Two hours later I was sitting at the 
piano in the twilight. I was pia ying 
'The Conqueror,' while again I seemed 
to see the joyous city and the warriors 
returning from the wars. Suddenly 
the violent ringing of the telephone bell 
jarred me out o f  my dream. Rising 
I took the receiver off its hook. 

H ' We11, who is it ?' I cried. 
" 'This i s  Gabriel,' said a voice which 

squeaked like a violin out of tune. 'This 
is Gabriel Monsieur LeRue's valet. 
Come come quickly ! My master has 
killed himself ! '  " 

For several moments there was si
lence. 

. HAnd did they play 'The Conqueror' 
at Victor LeRue's funeral ?" I asked 
at length. 

"Yes," said my friend slowly. "And 
all the way to the churchyard it seemed 
to me that I ·was in some triumphant 
procession. It was as though a con
queror were returning with victory on 
his shield. The houses seemed gay with 
banners ; the people whom we passed 
were smiling ; and even the horses were 
prancing in the sunlight like chargers 
on parade." 
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CHAPTER I. 

HERE is a row of benches in Bry· 
ant Park where human derelicts 
sun themselves by day and try to 

sleep by night. Several of the �des
trians hurrying through the little park 
wondered why a clean-cut, well-dressed 
young American should sit among this. 
hopel ess group staring dull-eyed into 
nothingness. 

There were reasons enough had they 
known ; he had, for example, the com· 
mon bond of poverty, and, like most of 
his companions, he was bankrupt of 
hope. 

Six months before he had been a bril
liant young lawyer. Now he was dis· 
barred and in disgrace. He had been 
etnployed by a ra ilroad corporation as 
a trial lawyer, and had been dismissed 
because plans of their op�ration had 
leaked out. His employers claimed that 
he alone had the infortnation. 

Jack Thornton had not given up with
out a struggle, but when his efforts to 
clear himself were fruit less he tried for 
odd jobs. They were offered first to 

dis�harged soldiers. There were ten 
men for every one position, he found. 

So it was, with a little less than a 
dollar in his pocket, wearing his last 
presentable suit of clothes, h e  sat in 
Bryant Park filled with bitterness to
ward his lot and mankind. 

Eighty-five cents between him and 
starvation ! Isolated by his family for 
the disgrace they had been brought to, 
he was cut off from the pleasant ways 
of friendship· by a crime he had not 

comm itted. 
l'hat night , in his bedroom, he read 

and reread the accounts of his trial 
as they were told in one of the great 
papers. H� had not been imprisoned. 
He had not even been convicted of the 
crime his employers sought to fasten 
on him, and it had been assumed that 
he covered up his tracks with extraor
dinary ing�uity . Yet the_ bar as�o
ciation had no doubt of h1s behavtor 
and had cast him out. 

He tore the paper into little bits. 
Tbe whole thing was branded on his 
brain. He did not want to be found 
with the thing on him if  accident or 
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starvation took him in his search for 
work, but one escaping piece of the 
paper fluttered to the narrow bed and 
lay face up, inviting his attention. 

The first line o f  an adverti sement 
stared at him. ''Have you physical 
courage ?, it read. He looked at it with 
interest. 

Have you physical courage ? Have you 
health, brains, and resolution ? Are you free 
of all family ties ? Dare you try what most 
men could and would not do ? Weaklings 
need not apply. 

There followed merely the initials 
and number which advertising depart
ments affix to such things, and Jack 
Thornton, looking at it, discovered that 
it bad been inserted hal f a year ago. 

He had carried it with him six long 
months, and his eyes had fallen upon 
it when it was too late. But was it  too 
late ? Newspapers were systematically 
run, and records were kept of adver
tisements. Perhaps the name of the ad
vertiser might be obtained. \Vithin half 
an hour Jack Thornton was making his 
• • • 

tnqutnes. 
There was not a chance of finding 

anything, the clerk declared, as the same 
initials and number were used again 
and again. Advertisers rarely left 
names and addresses, and it would tax 
bQ9kkeeping departments too much to 
record every one of the million yearly 
transactions. 

The clerk, seeing disappointment 
written so plainly on a thin, white face, 
looked at the ad cu riously. 

"If I were you,'' he advised, "I should 
put in an ad mysel f.  It'll cost you 
twenty- five cents an agate line. Don't 
wait for the Sunday edition, for every 
day's a good day with us." He pushed 
a blank across the counter. "Ours is 
a high-grade clientele ; the other sort 
don't count..

, 

Thornton calculated that he would 
need three agate lines, and that would 
leave him with a dime. This i s  what 

he wrote and handed back to the oblig
ing clerk : 

I have physical courage, health, resolution, 
am free o f  family ties, and can do what most 
men dare not. I aeed work .. 

The clerk handed him a receipt and 
a number. "Well," he commented, 
"even i f  you don

,
t get an answer people 

will wonder who you are. Come around 
about two. You'd be surpri sed how 
quickly people answer when they want 
anything." 

At twelve Jack Thornton formally 
vacated his hall room. He was now 
in possession o f  ten cents and a good 
suit of clothes, the wherewithal to 
shave, two collars, and the world to 
sleep in. He told h imsel f as he walked 
leisurely to the newspaper office that 
there would be no answers. He had 
probably thrown away his last seventy
five cents, the victim to the modern 
craze for advertising. 

It seemed amazing when, in answer 
to the yellow slip he passed across the 
counter, a clerk handed him a letter 
written on the stationery of the Screen 
Oub, an institution of which the ex
lawyer had never before heard. 

"If  that's the way you feel," the 
letter read, "come and see me to-day 
any time between two and six at 125 
West Forty-seventh Street. Ask for 
Mr. Lund of the Lund-Kelly Com
pany." 

Thornton found 1 25 West Forty
seventh St reet to be a building devoted 
mainly to the motion-picture industry. 
He was told he must wait, as  Mr. Lund 
was now at luncheon. Mr. Lund, it 
seemed, was well known, as scores of 
people came in to ask for him, and 
from "stills" hung around the \vall he 
learned that the Lund-KelJy Production 
Company had produced many startling 
pictures. He was wondering what use 
this eminent man could have for him 
when he was startled by a summons to 
meet him. 

Lund wasted no time, but looked him 
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over with professional scrutiny, and 
then said : 

"I was afraid you were a rum hound. 
Can you ride ? ' '  

"Yes,H said l"'hornton. "Why ?" 

''How well ? , . t.und demanded. "I 
want a man to ride a bad horse." 

"I can," Thornton said confidently. 
"This business brings us the greatest 

number o f  fakers," Lund declared, ''and 
I want to be shown. Will you come 
around to f)u rland's and get aboard an 
outlaw ?" Lund watchM. him keenly. 

"Sure.. I 'm ready," said Thornton, 
for he knew he could sit any horse 
another man could. He rose to his feet. 

aThat's all right,'' said Lund. " I've 
got no horse at Durland's, but i f  you'd 
tried to back out I should have known 
you were a fake. Ever hear of Durham 
Monmouth ?" 

Thornton nodded. This Durham 
Monmouth was a screen idol . Men 
as a rule dis I iked him, but men do not 
support movies, and with women he 
was a great box-office attraction. 

44l'm using him in a Western picture 
made in West Fort Lee,'' Lund said, 
smiling. "The big scene is where he 
gets away from pursuers. He has the 
girl in his arn1s and he comes to a deep 
ravine. If  he doesn't cross it  the j ig's 
up. So down he goes. I t 's so steep 
the other fello"�s don't venture, but be 
goes down with the girl. The horse 
rolls over, and all three go down to the 
bottom. 111 have half a dozen camera 
men working so we won't miss any
thing. It 's great. No fake stuff, but 
the genuine article." 

HBut the girl," Thornton protested ; 
"she may get killed.,, 

"She's fake," Lund admitted, ''but 
that won't be noticed. She'd fainted, 
and the dummy would deceive any
body/' 

"The horse may get killed." 
"Sure," said Lund ; "that's all in the 

gaane. But you'd be surprised what 

they can do without getting even a 
scratch .H 

"Durham Monmouth takes the most 
risk," Thornton asserted. " He may get 
rolled on." 

"He won't get even his pompadour 
rufHed," Lund declared. "Do you sup
pose I'm going to risk a fi fty-thousand
dollar star like that ? What sort of  a 
producer do you think I am ? That's 
where you co1ne in. You're the same 
build, but he weighs a bit more. That's 
easily fixed." 

"What do I get out of it ?u Thornton 
asked. 

"Five dollars a day,'' Lund told him. 
"That's good pay, considering most of 
'em are paying on1y three.'' 

"Five dollars a day for breaking my 
neck ?" Thornton said scornfully. 

''I f  you hreak your neck you won't 
need fi fty million," Lund said earnestly, 
"and i f  you don't break it you're £i ve 
do11ars ahead of the game. What are 
you kicking about ?" . 

"Supposing I get the horse and gtrl 
down without a fa11 ? I 've ridden in 
pretty had country out West." 

HWe'll try it till you do fall;' Lund 
said simply. "I  ll)USt have real action." 
His was the unconscious egoism o f  one 
who serves his art. 

Jack Thornton rose to his feet again. 
• ' I  need the money," he said, 4'and 

I'm not afraid, but to get five doltars 
while this Durham 1\lonmouth gets the 
credit and a thousand a week doesn't 
seern fair to me. Fifty or nothing !'' 

In the end he agreed on half that 
sum, and arranged to be driven out to 
Fort Lee at ten next morning. 

The invested seventy-five cents was 
already offering big returns, and he 
strolled into the newspaper office, car
ing little this time i f  another �ad been 
lured by his bait. The tnovtes ! He 
was ta11 and personable and might film 
so well that directors would come to 
h im with offers. He had been told in 
prosperous days that h is clean-cut fea-
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tures and dark eyes would show up 
we11 on the screen. Of course there was 
risk, but he had ridden often enough to 
know that many bad falls entail only 

• • • • 

mtnor IOJUrtes. 
But there was another answer for 

him in the newspaper office. At first 
he thought this must be a mistake, but 
the initials and number were correctlv 

.. 

given. In this communication there was 
a single orchestra ticket for a popular 
play running at a Forty-fourth Street 
theater, but not a line i n  explanation. 
I t  happened to be a play which Thorn
ton had long wanted to see. In any 
case, whether this were an accident or 
some noncomprehended design i t  would 
do very well to pass the evening. 

New York, as he well knew, was full 
of curious happenings. It might be h is 
next-door neighbor at the play would 
make an astounding offer. Anything 
might happen. Thornton was no longer 
depressed. 

He "'·as disappointed to find his seat 
was· on the aisle and on his other side 
a fat and rather sleepy lady. The lady, 
except for encroaching on his seat, paid 
no attention to him. Not an eye so 
far as he could see- ---was fastened on 
him from any point. He told . himself 
that the sending of the ticket was a mis
take, and when the play was over he 
went through the crowded lobby, feeling 
h e  had been cheated of a thrill. He 
had looked for adventure, and had been 
disappointed. 

I t  was only when some one at his 
side asked him for a match that h e  
noticed a slight man of middle height 
with a very precise way of speaking, a 
certain manner of clipping his speech 
which hinted o f  an alien tongue. But 
o f  \\'hat nationality he was Thornton 
could not detennine. He took one o f  
the stranger's proffered cigarettes. Not 
for a week had he smoked, and these 
Abdullahs were the favorites of a day 
long dead. 

,.An excellent play," the stranger 

commented ; "the hero's role was a 
grateful one. He had," and the stran
ger looked Jack Thornton full in  the 
face, "physical courage, health, and res
olution." 

A feeling of excitement took hold of 
the young American as he heard his  
own advertised phrase repeated. · It 
might be merely an accident ; it pro� 
ably was no more than that ; perhaps it 
was not. He looked fixedly at the small 
bright eyes of the oth�r. --

'cAnd he was free of family ties," 
he remarked, and waited with fast
beating heart for \Yhat would come 
next. 

HAnd could therefore," the stranger 
went on calm1y, "do \vhat most men 
dare not." 

"Exact1y," Thornton agreed. HHe 
needed work." 

He looked closely at the other as h e  
said it. Coincidence plays odd pranks 
in the world. It might be, after all 
that this slim, polite stranger was speak
ing idly, but there was a feeling within 
him which forced him to believe the_ 
other was answering him from phrases 
of an adverti setnent that meant a great 
deal. If this were so and the man talk
ing were indeed the donor of the orches
tra seat there must of necessity be a 
meaning as yet unguessed in his re
marks. To bid him adieu would no 
doubt force a declaration from him. 

uGood night,'' said Jack Thornton 
politely. 

It seaned as though the stranger bad 
not heard him. 

. ,So many need work," the unknown 
said n1usingly, .. and in so great a city 
as this there must be some who would 
enjoy work which offered large returns 
and, perhaps, some excitement.' '  

"D�s that mean risk ?'' Thornton de
manded. 

.,That would depend,'� the other said, 
smiling a little. 

"Upon what ?" Thornton asked 
quickly. 
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" Upon how well one played the 
gam� ?" 

"Game ?" 
''Yes, garne," the stranger repeated. 

"You people of the Engl ish-speaking 
races may always be led into any con
test, be i t  never so dangerous, if  it is  
like a game. " 

"Are you picking players for such a 
game ?" 'fhornton inqui red. 

"A player," the other corrected, "one 
player merely!' 

Perhaps, under ordinary circum
stances, Thornton might have been con
tent to keep on this fencing match with 
words, but he felt that he was too nerv
ous, too much on edge to keep it up. 

''I hope you'll find him," he said with 
a kindly nod of  his head. 'lGood night 
again." 

"One moment," said the other, this 
time with a vague uneasiness, as the 
young American took a step or two 
away fron1 him. I t  was plain now to 
so observant a man as Thornton that 
the stranger needed him. 

"I am without family ties and lonely 
in a strange city. It would give me 
much pleasure i f  you would consent 
to take supper with me at my hotel. 
This play we have seen there are in
teresting phases in it we might discuss. 
Will you do me the honor ?" 

''\Vith pleasure," Thornton said, and 
stepped, at the other's invitation, into a 
limousine drawn up at the curb. 

Over the supper the stranger laid 
aside his mask. He took a clipping 
from his pocket and passed it over to 
his guest. I t  was the advertisanent. 

"This is yours ?" he queried. 
"It is," Thornton answered, "and I 

·-sh.ould like to play on your one-man 
team." 

"You say here," the stranger went 
on, "that you have no family ties." 

ul meant it," said the American. "My 
mother is dead, my only si�ter es
tranged, and my father," and his face 
was darkened by a frown, ''has said 

that for which I can never forgive 
him." 

Thornton was amazed to see an ex
pression of  displeasure pass over the 
other's face. 

"Then," the host said after a pause, 
"you could leave your country without 
the formality of call ing on friends and 
relatives." 

"I'm afraid I'd have to," Thornton 
said bitterly. " I  used to think I had 
the sort of  friends v.·ho would stick by 
me in every sort of  trouble. I know 
differently nov.·." 

He sa\v the stranger carefully ap
praising him as though to find out 
whether he were in immediate need o£ 
monev. Thornton was thankful his 

; 

only suit was a good one and his linen 
for the moment spotless. He knew that 
a destitute man has a poor chance oi 
making a good bargain. The stranger 
had . a curiously interesting face. It 
was small, bronzed by sun or race, with 

• • • • 

eager, mqutsthve eyes. .., 
.,).,. ou are not in a position, then ?" 
"Oh, yes," Thornton said idly. "I'm 

in the moving-picture business." 
After a minute of deep thought the 

stranger spoke. 
''Let us have no misunderstanding," 

he began. "I need the man that placed 
this advertisement in the AJ orJZing 
l�eader, but I must make no mistake 
in selecting him. 11y j udgment will be 
passed upon by those who are greater 
than I .  I dare not merit disgrace. I 
can tell you only this, if you are v.·hat 
you say, tell me frankly what led you 
to offer yourself. 1"here must be no 
concealment. I am asking much and 
giving little in return, but I have the 
reward to offer and vou are the seeker." 

.. 

He listened \\?ith deep interest to the 
story of  Thornton's unmerited misfor
tunes. 

"Had you wished," h e  said slowly, 
"to put forth reasons why you are 
suited to our purpose you could not 
have done better." 
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14How do you mean ?" Thornton 
asked. 

The stranger waved a hand with a 
gracious, apologetic gesture. 

�'That may come later," he said. ��For 
the moment I wish you to abandon your 
idea of making that dangerous ride to
morrow." 

"Sorry," said Thornton, "but I 
can't., 

uy ou were to have gained twenty
five dollars by risking your neck. Very 
\veil, I will give you fifty for remain
ing here in New York. " 

" You don't understand,'' Thornton 
explained. "It isn't the mon�y, but I've 
given my word. The last thing that 
fellow Lund did was to make me prom
ise." 

"They could get another man," the 
stranger urged. 

Thornton set his jaw stubbornJy. 
"You may believe my troubles were 

brought about by my own follies, but 
you won't get a chance to think my 
promise is to be broken. I gave hin1 
my word of honor not to disappoint 
h.  ,, tm. 

There was exquisite politeness about 
the other man. He rose from his seat 
and bowed. Plainly the entertainment 
was at an end, and it was equally plain 
that he was incensed at what he con
sidered the stupidity of the American. 

"If you prefer to make a miserable 
sum when I could offer you so much 
it is your own affair." 

"I'd ren1ind you," Thornton said with 
a touch of legal caution, "that you have 
offered me nothing but vague promises 
and one can't collect on thvn in this 
town." 

"You have the sense to know these 
vague promises mean more to you than 
this folly of horsemanship which you 
are going to attempt." 

''l�m a lawyer by profession/' Thorn
ton said, ''and when I am offered 
twenty-five dollars, a sum I can live 
on for a month, Itm not going to tum 

it down. I've had a very pleasant talk 
with you. Good-by.•' 

111 said fifty,, the stranger exclaimed. 
"Was that not enough ?" 

��Good-by," said Thornton again, and 
passed out of the room. 

CHAPTER II. 

N EXT morning Thornton was 
crowded into a limousine with a 

number of "extra men" who were be
ing taken to the Fort Lee studio. He 
was 'tired from his night's sleepless 
rambling and could not help thinking 
of what he had probably missed by ac
cepting this precarious engagement. 
He felt that the stranger was in deadly 
earnest in wanting him. 

In the studio he found that extra tal
ent was regarded very lightly and or
dered alx>ut like cattle. It was an angry 
Thornton who finally climbed into a 
waiting car and was whisked off to the 
woods that lay beyond Coytesville. He 
saw Durham Monmouth in another car 
with Lund and the leading lady. He 
noted that he and Monmouth were 
enough alike in figure to make the sub
stitution easy. 

The horse he was told to mount was 
fidgety and frightened, but easy enough 
for him to manage. Lund was a very 
capable di rector, and was · inclined to 
be friendly, but Monmouth's manner 
was hostile. Another extra told him 
the star was always fearful of being 
superseded by a younger and better
looking man. 

As fortune wouJd have it Thornton 
came out of his task with no hurt at 
all. The director and camera men were 
enthu siastic. Horse and man and 
dummy had ro11ed down the cafion 
without a scratch. 

Thornton's sudden popularity and the 
interest which the leading lady took in 
him annoyed Durham Monmouth. He 
sauntered up, sneering. 
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'•A rotten fall," he said ; "it ought to 
be done over again., 

�'Nothing doing, Bull," Lund said in
cisively. 

uThat's good news," laughed Thorn
ton. "Once a day is �nough." 

"Y el lo\v !" sneered the famous star. 
Thornton looked at him for a mo

ment, and then smiled .. 
4'1 f I were," said Tilornton, 4'1 

shouldn' t be hired to do what you are 
afraid of." 

The l�ading lady, who f rankly had 
· an eye for a good-looking man and had 
lik� Jack Thornton on sight, found 
much amusement in this. And because 
it was true it infuriated uBull' Mon
mouth. 

"These bums," sneered the celebrity, 
''who get picked out of the gutter think 
they're stars. I "ll bet this guy has been 
finger-printed and has a picture in the 
gallety. " 

Thornton 1ooked at Delia Probyn, the 
leading lady, with a Jook of apology, 

for he f�Jt he had pr�cipitated a ro\v 
which must be vastly displeasing to her. 
Monmouth construed his look as that 
of a man seeking protection and int�r
ference, and when a man was physi
cally a coward Monmouth was a terror. 
To-day he was bad-tetnpered. He had 
a headache from last nightts libations, 
and Delia was making eyes at one who 
might � a dangerous rival. 

He took a step fonvard. 
"You're through �" he shouted. "Get 

out !" Then he raised h is fist. 
Delia Probyn clapped her hands. 
"There's going to be a fight," she 

cried. "Come on, people ! Bul l is go
ing to whip a wicked man who wants 
to flirt with me." 

The th ing was over very quickly. 
Monn1outh had picked upon .a man well • 
known as an amateur boxer in his col-
lege days. Be fore Lund could stop the 
affair a Jump as big as an egg was 
fortning over Monmouth 's right eye, 

and his nose had lost its Grecian con
tour. 

"I love_ you for that," Delia said, and 
\v rung the victor's hand. 

Lund had other views, for he saw 
that no close--up of his star would be 
possible for two \Veeks at least, and 
he was late with the picture as it was. 
He tore what hair he had left and swore 
that never, so long as he had influence, 
should Thornton get a job in any pic
ture from Fort Lee to Hollywood. 

"That's all right," said Thornton 
calmly, ' ' but where's my t\venty-five 
doHa rs ?" 

He reti red with the spoils of war, 
but hi s  journey townward was not alto
gether pleasant. It  seemed he \Vas 
barred from future picture work by 
reason of having thrashed a famous 
screen idol. His insistence on keeping 
his word had lost h im the singularly 
fascinating opportunity which in very 
remote terms the stranger had offered. 
But, after all, twenty-five dollars was 
something. The six months of striving 
for work had taught him a proper val
uation of money. 

First of all , he rented a room on 
Fifty-ninth Street and satisfied his hun
ger at a modest table d'hote. On Mad
ison Avenue near by his father occu
pied the great brownstone mansion of 
the Thorntons. 1"'o the world he was 
stem, sev�re, and un forgiving, for only 
the father himself knew the agony o f  
heart \vhich comes to one who idolizes 
an only son and finds him unworthy. 
Old Lloyd Thornton had at first sup
posed his son innocent, but the mass 
of  testimony which was \\·oven about 
the boy gradually st ripped hope from 
him and he had shut his doors forever 
upon one who had betrayed his trust. 

Early next day Jack Thornton went 
to the newspaper office, hoping for other 
answers. There was one. It was type
written, and no address was given. It 
read : 

"In two days' time seek another an-
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swer. To the brave the gods offer all 
that a man d�sires." 

The two days pass�d slowly, and 
when the promised letter was handed 
to him across the Leader counter he 
could hardly control his eager interest, 
for from the feel of it there was an 
inclosure of some thickness. 

When, in the security of his room, 
he opened it an astonishing thing met 
his gaze. He held in his hand railroad 
tickets to San Francisco arranged by 
the guiding hand of Cook's 'Tourist 
Agency, and he was provided with 
everything, sleeping accommodation, 
hotel duly specified at the city of San 
Francisco, and a fifty-dolJar bill. 

Thornton had long desired to leave 
New York and go to a place where he 
might earn money, for money to him 
was merely a means to an end. With 
a few thousand dollars he could start 
an inquiry which might clear his good 
name, and he did not know that his 
grieving father, who long ago had re
pented of his anger, would have given 
him his entire fortune. He was still 
young enough to feel only the bittern�ss 
of being mistrusted by his own kin. 

In this ticket to California was the 
opportunity he needed, and since in
decision was no part of his nature he 
\Vas soon preparing for his long jour
ney. Retrievi ng from the kindly care 
of a Sixth Avenue pawnbroker some 
essentials of his wardrobe, he set out 
blithely and felt well equipped for his 
adventure. 

He felt certain that sooner or  later 
the precise, carefully clipped speech of 
the mysterious stranger would fal l on 
his ear, but in this he was disappointed. 
Many spoke to him unintroduced, but 
thev were all men and \vomen of his 

.., • 
own race. Some spoke of  orange 
groves and assumed him to hav� money 
to invest, but none of the �yes that 
looked into his belonged to the affable 
man \\·ho had offered nebulous fortunes. 

He had not �en settled in his hotel 
98Thrill 

an hour when a letter was brought to 
him. Tickets again ! The inevitable 
Cook had booked him this time clear 
through to Peking on the British India 
line, and he was to pick up a mail 
steamer at Honolulu, and this time two 
hundred dollars accompanied the cou
pons. 

It was all very well for him to have 
been sent to San Francisco, but to be 
shipped to that northern city of ancient 
China coe'-'al \v ith Nineveh and Baby
lon ? What could he find in that heart 
of a great race of four hundred million 
J>ffiple living behind those immemorial 
walls of stone ? What would his mus
cles avail in a land of native,- alien-hat
ing people ? 

It was a long j ourney, and among all 
the men he met not one asked him a 
mysterious question or hinted of know
ing his errand. He traveled first class, 
and on estimating the cost of the jour
ney he found that he \\�as indebted to 
some unknown party for more than a 
thousand dollars. No\v Thornton knew, 
as a man of the \Vorld, that in this life 
of ours gifts are not given by st rangers 
for philanthropic motives ; he would be 
expected to render service, and what 
service ? He knew l ittle of the Far 
East. Occasionally he had eaten the 
succulent food of the Chinese in a 
Pell Street restaurant, and once at a 
reception had spoken with a Chinese 
student from his old dormitory at Har
vard. 

But by now he was certain t hat the 
mysterious stranger was a Chinaman. 
He recal1ed, as he read up what he 
could find -of China in the ship's library, 
that the man had seemed distressed 
"·hen he had spoken bitterly about his 
father. A sentence in a travel book 
sho\\�ed him the cause. ' 'A marked trait 
of the Chinese," the book stated, "is 
their reverence for par�ntal authority." 
The writer ernphasized this by an an
ecdote \\·here a pious Chinese gmtle
man, in order to save a dying father, 
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sacrificed his son. 1'The crime of par
ricide," the book recounted, ,.is pun
ished by 'Ling Chih' or slicing into one 
thousand pieces. With a skillful exe
cutioner death should not take place 
until the last stroke o f  this terrible pun
ishment." 

Evidently, then, the agreeable gentle
man who had entertained him in New 
York held these pious opinions and 
shuddered to talk to a son who spoke 
harshly of a father. 

There was an English civil servant 
on board who seemed to know a great 
deal about the East. He seerued taken 
lvith Thornton's cheery ways, and as an 
old Oxford athlete admired the splen
didly supple frame of the younger man. 
Thornton conversed with him . freely. 

"People talk about China as being 
mysterious," Thornton said. "Is that 
true or not ? They seemed just ordi
nary, cheerful folk to me." 

"People talk a lot of rot always," the 
�ther said, stuffing his pipe with a fra
grant mi xture. ''The more they talk 
the less they know." 

"Conversely, then," Thornton stniled, 
"you ought to know a lot, for you don't 
talk much. Tell me, Mr. Sandgate, is 
China mysterious and secret and non
understandable to u � ?'' 

"For those who have eyes to see, i t  
is fuJI of signs," the Englishman said 
vaguely. . ,1 know it better than most, 
having been in China since Gordon's 
day pretty nearly, and I am stil1 on the 
outside, although I speak well and even 
write decently in the language." He 
puffed at his brier. "Do you recnen1ber 
seeing some coolies at Hongkong who 
seemed to have forgotten to turn up 
one trouser ?" 

" I ren1ember," Thornton said, '�the 
right t rouser, wasn't it ? What about 
it, Mr. Sandgate ?" 

"They didn't forget." Sandgate said ; 
••it showed merely they belonged to one 
of the secret societies, the Triad, I 
think." 

"What is the Triad ?" Thornton de
manded. 

ult used to be an antidynastic soci
ety. They wanted the Manchu emper
ors dethroned. Perhaps they wanted 
the Mings back. I'm told now they're 
a nationalist party. It's not wise to mix 
up in them. I f  I told what I have 
beard " 

He paused and relighted his pipe. It 
was plain he had said more than he in
tended. "Remember," he advised 
gravely, •'we are guests in  the East here 
of the oldest people of the world. They 
don't like us. So far they've had to 
put up with us, but China is waking, 
and she's waking far faster than Japan 
ever did. There are four hundred mjl
lion of them, and they do not fear 
death. When the time comes they wi11 
wipe us out." 

"You don't believe that ?'' said Thorn
ton incredulously. 

"I know it," the Englishman retorted . 
.,:Last century belonged to Europe my 
people. This century belongs to you 
Americans. But next century will be
long to Mother Asia, and China will 
be in the van. You can't stop it. I t's 
one of the inevitable things written in 
the book of Fate. I shall be dead, but 
I pity my grandchildren's children." 

"That yellow-peril stuff," Thornton 
commented. "I've heard that since I 
was a kid. Nothing to it, Mr. Sand
gate." 

"I'm glad to be reassured," the elder 
man commented dryly. "You've never 
been in China proper yet. . I've been 
here a generation, and many Chinese 
are my friends, for I have traveled 
widely in the interior. I tell you that 
no matter what they say to us those 
who come to European or American 
colleges and schools are saying to them
selves, 4China for the Otinese.' , 

Thornton, although impressed by a 
man who seemed to know the country 
so well, thought-of him as one of those 
whom long residence had made fanciful 



THE TERROR OF THE RATS Ijl 
and nervous, for never aftttward could 
he get Sandgate to speak of secret so
cieties. It  was as though the elder men, 
conscious of having said too much, was 
seeking to atone by saying noth ing. 
Thotnton was piqued at this silence, 
but vaguely grat ified when, at length, 
Sandgate did  partially reopen the sub
j«:t. 

There was an American woman on 
board, a Mrs. ·Boyd, wife of a commis
sion merchant at Nanking, who seemed 
curious as to what brought her attrac
tive young fellow countryman so far 
afield. Sandgate was listening when 
Tho rnton gave a reason. 

"I  have been engaged 1., h e  admitted, 
' 'by the publishing house of 1\loffatt, 

Dodd & Bro\vn to write a history of 
the Secret Societies of  China." 

"Never talk l ike that," Sandgate cau
tioned him. "You don't know what 
folly it is to talk so.. China is honey
combed with secret societies, and it isn 't 
healthy to make remarks of that sort." 

In spite of himsel f Thornton \Vas dis
turbed. and he wondered what part he 
\vas to play ,with this ancient, strangely 
secretive nation. 

. 

Thornton found the Hotel de Peking, 
to \\·hi ch his book of Cook's vouchers 
took him, a small hostelry of the sec
ond classt outside the walls  of the Le
gation Quarter in the Tartar City, but 
it was situated in the Viale d'I tal ia, 
which had at all events a comprehen
sible name. 

Afrs. Boyd had ra i sed her eyebrows 

when she found he was not going to 
a more fashionable house. She hersel f 
always stayed at the Hotel des Wagons 
Lits, where there was central heat and 
people dressed for dinner every night . 
Sti11 , i f  he had come to study Peking 
no doubt he had made a �·ise choice. 

It \\�as with something like excitement 
that he registered and asked for any 
mail that might have come. There was 
none. Every day for a week he asked 

the same question and received the same 
answer. He began to cha fe at the pros
pect. His money was decreasing and 
must present ly be gone. What would 
he do then ? 

Some one told him that the real na•ne 
of the Viale d'Italia was Ch'ang-an 
Street the Street of Eternal Repose , 

and it seetned a more fitting one in 
view of h is forced inact i vity. As a 
rule Americans cal1 at their consulates, 
just as B ritons call at their clubs, whes:1 
in far countries, but Thornton was not 
anxious to meet official America in the 
Far East. His o\vn notoriety was of 
too recent a date and had attracted too 
much attent ion to be forgotten, so he 
waited and v.·ished that he had been 
less lavish in outfitting himself in San 
Francisco. 

Curiously enough it was on the day 
he reali zed, almost with panic, that he 
had come to an end of h is funds that 
he met Joan Carrington. 

He had become very lonely, and in 
a vain search for peace of mind he 
�an to take long walks outside the 
city walls. He had v•a1ked to all the 
principal attractions within a few m i les 

of Peking the Temple of the Emerald 
Clouds, with its marble shrines, lofty 
p�ai-lous, and gates, the Summer Pal
ace, and the Te01ple of Heaven , and 
he had decided to try his hand at writ
ing about them for New York maga
zines, for inacti vity \vas gna\ving him. 

The day that he met Joan was one 
of those perfect Pek i ng days of sun

shine and cloudless blue. He had gone 
to the Temple of the Five Pagodas-- -

the Wu-t's-Ssu on foot as usual in
stead of joining the tourists, who in
variably employed rickshas. Thorn
ton \Vas amazed at the magn ificence of 
this stately templ e built by the Son of 
Heaven who had dwelt so 1ong ago in 
the purple Forbidden City, capi tal of 
the M iddle Kingdom. He was retrac
ing his steps to the ci ty '"·hen he saw 
a few hundred yar4s ahead of him · a 
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girt, either American or European, 
walking quickly along the road near 
a Chinese farmyard. Ahead of her was 
a long gray wall. 

It was just as the girl reached the 
wall that the thing happened. Two 
p<xlrly dressed native men sprang upon 
her and threw a sack over her head. 
She had no time to scream. With a 
cry of anger Thornton sprang forward, 
and the two ruffians shuffled off to\vard 
the rice fields. When Thornton pulled 
the sack from the girl's head he looked 
into the eyes of the most beautiful girl 
he had ever seen. 

"Are you hurt ?" he cried. 
"Only angry/, she smiled, and then 

looked at him curiously. 
"You're American !" she said, and 

sighed her relief. "So am I .  Where 
did they go ?'' 

He pointed in the direction they had 
taken, and replied : ''I never thought 
Chinese ever went so fast. What was 
it all about ?'' 

" Robbery," she told him. "They 
stole a gold chain I had around my 
neck." He could see where the tug 
had reddened her slender white neck. 
"I've never had anything like that hap
pen to me all the years I've been here." 

"Years ?" he queried. 
"I live here," she said.. "I'm not a 

wealthy tourist or merchant, as you 
p_robably are. I'm ;ust working." 

"What luck !" he exclaimed. "I 
didn't think it cou1d be done." 

She wondered at his remark, as he 
was obviously a gentleman. He was 
well dressed, courteous, and, although 
his admiration for her was not hidden, 
there was none of that insolence in his 
look that her employer flung at her 
wh�ever his glance \Vas turned her 
way. She suddenly realized that it was 
late, and the western gate o f  the city 
three miles distant. So, being upset 
over this singular act of violence, she 
was glad o f  Thornton's protection. 

L9ng before the two had reached 

the ci-ty walls he had learned that her 
father had been a Peking correspon
dent for an American newspaper syn
dicate and had died of cholera three 
years earlier. Instead o f  going back 
with her stepmother, who disliked her, 
she remained in the East, hoping to 
find employment. I t  had been a hard 
job, but she was now stenographer, sec· 
retary, and translator for a great Amer
ican engineering magnate. 

HHe's really Gernlan," she explained, 
"and hides himself under our flag. The 
brother, his partner, is a British sub
ject, so nobody can say a word against 
them." Suddenly she realized she had 
said more to this stranger than she 
should have, and changed the subject. 

It was bitter, Thornton reflected, that 
he had met Joan Carrington at a mo
ment when he could not - possibly pur
sue the acquaintance, for how could he 
tell her of his circumstances, and as 
for Joan she thought it very strange 
that a delightful young American who 
seemed unfeigned1y glad to meet her 
should bid her good-by wit hout express
ing a wish to see her again. 

In the early hours o f  the following 
morning Thornton was awakened, not 
by any noise, but by that curious cer
tainty psychic in origin which warns 
us of a strange presence. 

His room was a small one on the 
ground floor. It was barely furnished, 
with a table, bed, and two chair•. Since 
there was neither electric light nor gas, 
he could make no quick illumination, 
and as he sat up in bed he could see 
nothing in the surrounding gloom. 

"Who's there ?" he cried. Even as he 
said this it seemed a stupid exclama
tion. I f  any one were in his room it  
could hardly be for a friendly visit, 
and why should an enemy respond ? A 
moment later he had found matches 
and lighted the lamp that stood on a 
table at the head of his bed .. 

Sitting motionless in one of the chairs 
was a Chinaman, proclaimed by his long 
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blue gamtent and brilliant green waist
coat to belong to the affiuent classes. 

"What do you want ?" Thornton de
manded, hurling the bedclothes from 
him. He was startled, and betrayed the 
irritability the emotion brings with it. 
"If you don't answer I'll wring your 
neck. " 

ul am glad/' said the intruder, "th a t  
you st ill have courage, health, and res
olution.'' 

It was the man who had answered his 
advertisement on the other side of the 
world ! 

"So it's you !' ' Thornton exclaimed, 
and sat down heavily on the si<k of 
the bed. The first impulse was one of 
gladness, of relief, of li fted suspense. 

Hy ou 've cut it pretty fine,'' he con
tinued. "If you'd have waited till  to
morrow to pay me this visit you might 
have found me absent, Mr. What 
am I to call you ?'' 

"Mr. Wang ¥.:ill do/' the other said 
suavely. '1Where would you have 
been ?" 

"Outside, according to the hotel man
ager, for he has suddenly developed a 
mean streak." 

"You will observe it no longer,'' said 
Mr. Wang. " He has been paid." 

"That's kind of you," the other said 

with a sigh of relief. 
" �you can call no deed kind,.' " 

quoted Mr. Wang, " 'i f  it is done in 
the hope of recompen se.' '' 

"That's what I '••anted to know," 

Thornton said slo,vly. " I'm not such 
a fool as to expect you to put up money 
for nothing. That isn't done by stran
gers. When am I going to know about 
it ?'' 

"Now," Mr. Wang retu rned. 4'Hap
piness and trouble stand at every one's 
gate ; yours is the choice which }·ou will 
invite in.' " 

"I'm for happiness ordinarily,'" 
Thornton said slO\\· ly ; '1crazy for it. 
Mr. Wang, but I don't want to invite 
happiness and trouble.'' 

" 'A child's slap on a plow buffalo
,
s 

ear, and a hint to a wise man ere suffi

cient.' " Mr. Wang seemed copiously 
supplied with proverbs, but Thornton 
was finding out that such quota�ioos 
were inevitable among the edu�ated. 

"I'm waiting for the hint to be ela� 
orated , "  the American returned. " I 'm 
anxious to know why I'm here. I want 
to be told why you've gone to the trou
ble of importing mt, about whom you 
know nothing." 

"About whom we know everything/' 
Mr. \\rang corrected. "Do not ask how 
we kno\v. Of your misfortunes we 
know. You have chased kites and 
fallen over straws.. You have been dis .. 
graced who have an honest heart. 
There is only one way by which you 
can overcome your enetnies. First to 
be reconciled to your honorable father." 

"Even that sounds pretty good to me 
now,', munnured the expatriate. 

"And second you must get money and 
con found your enemies. These are the 
gate\vays to the Hal l of Secure Peace. 
\Ve offer you the opportunity to make 
moner." 

"To make it honestly ?" Thornton de
manded .. 

\\:rhen he saw the olive cheek of the 
other Bush he felt ashamed at the im ... 

putation. Since he had been in China· 
he had rid himsel f of many an inherited 
prejudice aga inst this anci ent nation. 
He knew that \\·hether this man was 
really M r. \Vang or another he was 
of the higher class Chinaman, a man of
honor. 

"I didn't mean anything offensive,• 
he said apologetically, "but the prospect 
of making money and clearing myself 
is too good to be t rue." 

"With t.fr. Sandgate," Wang said. 
inclining his head, "you conversed much 
about the institutions of my honorable 
country. He knew more than he told 
you, but he kne\\" only that '\\·hich he 
was allowed to learn. . Listen well to 
this, Mr. Thornton. You desire, as we 
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say it, that your eneany be forced to 
paint your front door. It can be done .. 
You were disgraced because you were 
said to have sold certain concession 
secrets to a rival. The plans which had 
b«n intrusted to you were stolen by 
a clerk at the instigation of a rival who 
is even now in this city." 

"That didn't come out at the trial," 
Thornton cried. 

"Only that which it was desired the 
public should know came out at the 
trial," Mr. Wang said calmly. "I have 
learned many things concerning the 
true facts of the case. If  you do what 
we desire you can go to your honorable 
father and tell him you come un
ashamed.'' 

"What must I do ?'' the American de
manded, "before you give me these 
facts ?" 

"There may be danger," Mr. Wang 
said slowly, "but what is danger to one 
who has courage ? Some would shrink 
from it perhaps, but why should you 
shrink who dare do what most men 
would fear ?" 

'4That damned advertisentent is be
ginning to irritate me, .. Thornton said 
querulous]y. "What am I to do ?" 

"When I next see you you must give 
me your word that you will do what 

we want. I f  you do, there is the re
ward. If  you do not, there is the prob
Ienl of reaching your august home." 

"Without your help ?, 
"Without our help,

,
. agreed Mr. 

Wang. 
ucertainly you are a benevolent be

ing," Thornton declared. 
Mr. Wang smiled faintly, but his 

quotations for every occasion were not 
forgotten. 

u 'Benevolence being of the heart, no 
rules can be set for its acts.' " 

"When do you next see me ?" Thorn
ton demanded, seeing the other rise and 
gather his b1ue robes about him. "I'd 
l ike to get this thing settled." 

"Three nights hence at the Inn of 
Tatung, fifteen miles beyond the Middle 
Gate. You need say nothing to him 
who keeps the inn. They will be bid
den to expect you. For the expenses 
of the journey and for what you need 
until then you will be pleased to accept 
this." :MI-. Wang placed what seemed 
to the penniless Thornton a large sum 
of money on the bare table. He bowed 
with the dignity of his race and passed 
silently into the outer darkness. 

Thornton looked at the money, and 
his eyes opened. "It must be murder 1, 
he said to himself. 

TO BE CONCLUDED. 

VERY SHORT STORY 
By Charlotte Miab 

E was afraid terribly afraid. He had always been a coward, and now 
the thought of going to war was a constant horror to him. Thus far 
he had avoided the draft by a more or less fictitious excuse of physical 

defect. But now, as he sat in his room, the horror became more and more real 
to him. Suppose they woulq "get'� him to-morrow ! Perhaps even now the 
summons was on its way to him ! He felt sure, positive, that it was. So he 
took out the revolver in the drawer. Just before he pressed the trigger he heard 
the sound of other shots somewhere, and then--

"Pore divil !" his landlady told a neighbor the next day. "He was barred 
from goin' over there, an, whin he hearrd th' shots an' th' whistlin' an' knew 
that peace was her� and he wouldn't never git a chanct to go, 'twas too much 
fer th' pore lad !'' 
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III. My Duo-Ego 
Sweetl1earts 

Being an account of ��The Double Man's'' .strangely abnorntal loZ-·e affairs, 
compiled by J..fr. Broadwell from ntiscellaneous mettr.oranda written in the diary 
of !vir. Willia1n Gray prior to Gray's collapse and recor;ery as ,.ecounted in the 
two preceding n umbers of THE THRILL BooK.. EDITOll.. 

LOVE, am loved, have wooed, have 
\Von, and shan marry a woman 
\vhom I never have met, never 

have seen, and never expect to meet or 
see ! 

Mortal voice never breathed her 
name in my ear, nor have I ever read it 
i n  newsprint or otherwise, yet I know 
that her nan1e i s  Elaine Brandon and 
that she d\velts in Cape Town, British 
South A frica, eight thousan d .  m iles 
from mysel f, \\7il 1 iam Gray, Watt Street 
broker, in New York. ' 

I speak to her every day, yet never 
have spoken a word to her ! I have 
thri1 led at her caress, yet never have 
been caressed by her ! Never have my 
eyes beheld her, I say, even until now, 
as I write in. my diary concerning her, 
yet her �very facial and bodily feature 
and gesture, her every mood and fancy, 
are as familiar and dear to me as my 
own mother's ; I should say mothers', 
because of my plural birth. 

You who have read part of my 
strange h istory as "The Double Man" 
will not consider my seemingly fantas

tic statements either paradoxical, anom
alous, or insane. They are absolutely 
truthful and sane. Let me explain ; 

While, as William Gray, I never have 
seen Elaine, nevertheless the moment 
I fall asleep at night in New York I 
awaken sitnultaneously to greet the 
da\vn in Cape Tov;n as Arth ur Wad
leigh, representative of the :London 
Ivory Company.. As Wadleigh I am 
engaged to �liss Brandon. 

Each morning I ,  William Gray, soul

fully apimating the body of Wadleigh , 
go to my \\·indow and salute Elaine 
across her paternal garden and mine 
own the rea r of her home facing the 
rear of mine. I shall desist, so far as 
possible, from the use of my name 
and \Vadleigh's and use the personal 
pronoun �xcept when exigency com
pels me to differentiate. It will be so 
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much sirx1pler thus to explain the ap
parently contradictory statentents with 
which I began this document. 

My explanation will be more readilx 
understood if the reader bear in mind 
that my physical body remains in New 
York with Wadleigh's soul within it 
and that by transmigration I actually 
become Wadleigh. Conversely, when 
Wadleigh returns to his own body, oust
ing me, I return to my body in New 
York . 

Sometimes I wonder if we actually 
have two souls for the two bodies or 
one only to share �tween them. But 
this theory is too absurd to consider. 
Nevertheless, I cannot otherwise ex
plain the tremendous occult puzzle 
which I know scientists hardly can be
lieve fact. I even wonder if  I am my
self or Wadleigh, and I am certain that 
Wadleigh often wonders if he be him
self or mysel f. 

It is reaiJy a difficult task to differen
tiate between us, so uncannily weird is 
the intertransmigratory existence which 
has disturbed our normal human estate. 

If I did not know these things as 
facts ·if I did not suffer from the 
knowledge and endure the experiences 
I describe i f  I did not know that each 
of us, Wadleigh and Gray, was born 
of a different mother I, like you, 
doubtless might consider myself insane. 

However, I am not writing to argu� 
my sanity, but to explain the peculiar 
status I occupy in the physical and spir
itual worlds, and to leave a record for 
the benefit of posterity and the study 
of scimtists. Pertnit me, therefore, to 
resume my narrat ive : 

Elaine always awakens before I do 
and always greets me with a smile and 
a kiss blown across the garden shrub
bery. 

Regularly, before stroBing to the 
office of the London Ivory Company in 
Cape Town, I vault the )ow boxwood 
bounda ry between our gardens and kiss 
Elaine. At first this to me was a per-

functory caress, administered entirely 
in the interest of Wadleigh, as I so 
considered it. It did not se�rn fa ir  to 
blight Wadleigh's love affairs by indif
ference just because of our unhappy, 

doubled-up exi stence, nor was i t  right 
to neglect the girl whose troth was 
pledged to him. I therefore abated 
nothing in the ardor of my ernbraces 
and caresses, despite my thought that I 
was bestowing then1 entirdy for Wad
leigh . 

But as the days passed I found , to 
my horror, that I actua11y was falling 
in love with this woman whom physi
cally I never should see or know or 
caress. I say horror because I am a 
man of honor, and I am engaged to 
Erla Kingsley, a Manhattan society girl. 

Until these strange occult happenings 
befell me I actua11y adored h�r Erla, 
I mean. Now I find mysel f adoring 
Elaine. And, what is more, I am grow
ing fonder and fonder of her and more 
and more jealous of Wadleigh. 

I often wonder i f  it be possible that 
Wadleigh is jealous of me. Poor fel
low ! I suppose so. Or am I pitying 
myself ? I t  i s  very strange. 

Here is  sweet Elaine, bel ieving that 
Wadleigh is ' kissing her, when really 
it is I, William Gray, tasting the nectar 
of her lips, inhaling the fragrance of 
her tresses, reveling in the glory of 
her smiles, and enjoying her delightful 
companionship. 

Now that my love for her is become 
personal, I find myself often wishing 
I might never exchange bodies with 
Wadleigh and be compelJed to return _ 
to mine in New York. 

In my business affairs in New York, 
her vision Elaine's, I mean comes 
be fore me and I try to woo sleep so 
that I may cross the eight thousand 
miles of space to her side in Africa. 
But Wadleigh is not always susceptible 
and often keeps m� awake in New 

York longer than I care to be kept 
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awake. He can do this simply by re
maining asleep in Cape Town ! 

I am afraid that this statement, so 
clear to me because of my fuller knowl
edge of these wondrous transitions, 
may prove incomprehensible to the 
reader of these metnoirs. To make my
sel f clearer, although mayhap I shall 
but more confuse the facts, there 
are certain times certain intervals
in which the occult forces which are 
chaining our souls in this mystic bond
age exchange the exchanges of souls, 
if I may so express it, so that I become 
actually mysel f,  William Gray in New 
York, and he becomes Wadleigh in 
Africa. 

These are the on1y times that Wad
leigh actuaJiy sees Elaine and that I 
actuaJJy see my own fiancee, Erla 
Kingsley. I doubt that I made this 
point quite as clear in preceding state
ments concerning my abnormal experi
ences. 

In these intervals, when I am myself 
and Wadleigh is himself, I gnash my 
teeth in impotent impatience for the 
other exchange, so that I may behold 
Elaine. But this avails me nothing. 
'Mle immutable law which governs the 
destinies of men cannot be swet ved 
lrom its course by human passions. I 
must needs worship Elaine from afar 
or in dreams, until I again behold her 
with the bodily eyes of Wadleigh ani
mated by the soul eyes of mysel f, Wil
liam Gray. Do I make myself clear?  

I shall not attempt to describe the 
beauty of that dark-haired English girl 
in another continent. All the adjec
tives I might use could not do justice 
to her, nor, for that matter, could they 
adequately portray the exquisite blond 
beauty of my own fiancee., Erla Kings
ley. Besides, I much fear me that the 
enraptured word pictures I might limn 
would be ascribed by the reader to the 
�xtravagant exaggerations likely to re
sult from the transports of a lover in 
describing his beloved. 

Never shall I forget one glorious 
night in her ga rden arbor I m�n 
Elaine�s arbor, understand, not Erla's. 
I have such a penchant for diverting 
from subjects in discussion tl:lat it is 
annoying both to mysel f and to my 
friends, and I trust the readers o f  this 
difficult-to-explain and difficult-to-un
derstand memoir will be generous and 
condone me in such offenses against 
good diction. 

Not alone was this evening memora
ble for the rapture of Elaine's near 
presence, or the mystic magic o f  the 
Afric moon and spangled sky wherein 
blazed the wondrous constellation of 
the Southern Cross, but for an incident 
which may savor of the ridiculous in 
the telling, yet was fraught with the 
most poignant agony of realization to 
me· -realization that, physically speak
ing, I never could hope to win this 
wonder woman Elaine for mine own. -

What a strange maze for nonnal 
men to understand ! Even the telling 
of my tale involves me in a labyrinth 
of words through which it is difficult 
for me to guide into full comprehen
sion of my case those who may read my 
script. But I shall write on. 

Elaine was inclined to be sad on thij 
particular evening, nor was I without 
a feel ing nearly akin to melancholy, 
even though happy to be near the girl 
of my heart's desire. 

I had been exceptionally busy all day, 
and was physically and mentally over
tired. Soul fully, hov;ever, I experi
enced no fatigue. But, then, the soul, 
even though it animate the flesh, cannot 
control it beyond the limitations immu
tably set by nature. lfan must sleep ; 
h e  must become tired ; he must yield 
to the de1nands upon his physical struc
ture, lest be wrack his nerves. Other
wise. no matter how soulfully strong a 
man may be, his soul must flee the bodY. 
thus rushed into decaY. 

'"' 

The spell of the African night was 

upon us, its peace and quiet and mys-
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tery weaving gossamer dreams that 
fitted �11 with the music of the zephyrs 
rust ling the foliage o�rhead. 

''You are sad, Elain�," I obse� 
"And you ?' ' 
"�foody, mor� than sad," I answered. 
"You have seemed so different frotD 

the old Arthur," she said. ''There is 
some subtl� change. I don't know what 

it is ; maybe I dream. But, do you 

kno\\'" ? I .sometimes think ytnf. are o 
stranger!'' 

Her face was pallid in the moon• 
beams that filter� through the arbor's 
lattice� Her eyes held a question. Of 
course I was a stranger, I thought bit
terly. I y;as no t Arthur ; I was Wil

liam--

''You dr-eam," I chided futtly, al
though my he3rt was sore. "Have I 
been lax in my attentions ? Have I 
hurt your f�el ings in any way ? I have 

not intended to.'' 
'4No, it isn't that," she said. �ut 

there is an aloofness. I do not know 
just how to descr�be \\'hat I mean. You 
seem somewhat remoter than you 
should be as though your body were 
here and your spirit else�re." 

5 ta rtled that her woman's in tuitioa 
had penetrated . the mystery in Wad
leigh 's and my lives, I sought to sway 
her from her mood. 

f'�{erely imagi nation, Elaine !'' I �x:
claimed. '�The moon's spell ; that•s all." 

"But it's such an insistent feeling ! "  
she said. "I am serious." 

"I 'm not rnysel f to-night," I said 
truth fully ; then lied : "I'm over
¥:rought fron1 a heavy day's work� 
Elaine That may explain." 

'' Poor fello\\" !" she sympathized, for 
she \\"as ever soft-hearted and .gentle. 
''I should let you go home '' 

"No, no, Elaine ! " I exclaimed, know
ing only too well that this would mean 
an end for the night to the precious 
hou rs I might spend Vlith her and a 
su�den flight back to my body in New 
York� ''I am not so tired as I am nerv-

oas. I wouldn't care to sleep .. ·-just 
yet.'' 

uBut you need rest/' she chided, "and 
you must take i t.  Just doze ; let us 
dream here, in the moonlight." 

I lcissed her. 
""t\s you \viii, dear," I said. ' eWe 

don't need words, do we ?" 
She gave me a tender glance that 

thrilled me. 
HYou ore a lover, Arthur," she mur

mured. • ·you �m to understand just 
how to meet my eve ry 'mood." 

For many minutes we sat in silence. 
Remo� fron1 the world of fact� we 
dwelt for the time in a paradise of 
fancy. Gradua1Iy the , glamour of the 
night and its enchantment abetted my 
physical languor in superinducing the 

sleep I had .. - isbed to fight, so that I 
soon was nodding nodding nodding 
slowly--

And awakmed as \ViJli.un Gray as 
mys�lf in N C\V \?" ork ! \ \rhile, sitting 
beside Elaine m that far-off arbor un
der tbe Afric moon and stars, slum
bered the soul of �-\rthur \Vadleigh be
side the girl of his heart ! 

Here in K ew York, I was rubbing 
my eyes and staring at the clock dn 
my mantel. It  was far too early to 
arise, and it seemed so unfai r that I 
should lose those f� precious hours 
with El�ine. 

Even as I yawned lazily, I felt sJeep 
again coming upon me ··and awoke 
with a start that brought a low cry 
from Elaine. beside whom I again was 
sitting as Arthur \\radleigh. 

"You w�re resting so peacefully," she 
said, "until that gnat bit you." 

I felt the sting of its bit� still in my 
hand. 

"I'm glad it did bite," I said with an 
earnestness that seemed to puzzle her. 
For she could not understand ho\\·, in 
instantaneous intertransmigrations, I 
had a\\·akened and slept again in N ew 
York, �ven 'Ylhile sitting beside her in 
this arbor. 
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"You were so tired that you fell 
asleep," she explained. "I  didn't wish 
to disturb you, so I sat as still as I 
could. Then the gnat began to buzz 
around us. I tried to chase it away, 
but it persisted, and finally bit you in 
the hand. But I kil1ed it," she con
cluded, pointing to the insect, which 
had fallen to the ground and lay inert 
in a patch of moonlight. 

An insect's bite, then, had aided Fate 
in weaving this web the tighter about 
me, I thought. But I blessed the insect 
for all that. 

Thus actually stung to wakefulness, 
I passed two more happy hours with 
Elaine, who was quite solicitous about 
the tiny wound on my hand. \Ve went 
into her home, and her mother bathed 
it with an aseptic lotion, "�hich effectu
ally prevented poisoning. It  caused no 
ill effects then o r  afterward. 

Nor was Elaine the only one to no
tice something peculiar, some subtle 
change in my demeanor since the 
strange visitations of double entity. 
Erla Kingsley, my fiancee, took me to 
task one night during one of those 
stages or intervals in which I was actu
ally mysel f in my o'vn body and not 
Wadleigh in my own body or his. 

"Sometimes," she said wistfully,
"there is something odd in the way you 
act toward me as though you did not 
care for me 

,. 

''Erla !" I exclaimed. 
"I mean it ! As though you cared 

for for some one else !" 
"There is no other," I protested, and 

with honorable purpose in lying. Why 
should I blight Erla's life because of 
what might prove to be a chimera ? 

H�r eyes brightened. 
"Oh, l'm so glad !" she exclaimed. 

"Do you know ? Sometimes I actually 
believe you a'e not with me even when 
you are with me f' 

"Nonsense !" I sniffed. 
''I mean it !" she insisted. ''\\Thy, 

only the other night you fell asleep 

while I was talking to you actually fell 
asleep ! The idea ! You never did that 
before.. '' 

I marveled, then remembered an oc
casion not the one in the arbor, which 
I have detailed, but another when a 
suddet1 call upon my slumbers as Wad .. 
leigh had been made and I had been 
awakened by what I thought was the 
noise of a burglar in my Cape Town 
residence. After a little search, I had 
retired and fallen asleep again. It must 
have been in this interval, guarding 
Wadleigh's property, that sudden slum
ber had overtaken me while conversing 
as mysel f, William Gray, with Erla 
Kingsley. 

"I  was overtired," I explained. " How 
long was I asleep ?" 

''Not more than half an hour.. Do 
you forget ? What is the matter with 
you lately ? You seem sometimes to be 
another man !', 

"Pshaw !" I sh rugged, pretending 
anger. "What nonsense ! I've been 
under a frightful strain lately. The 
C., B. & Q. deal is telling on my nerves, 
I guess. It ought to be consummated 
before long, and then " 

. ,Then," she interrupted, "you'll be 
yoursel f again, poor old boy ! I didn't 
mean to be so mean as to scold." 

Was ever man before confronted 
with such a situation such a two-con
tinent conundrum ? 

\Vho can conc�ive of a man with 
two interchangeable bodies and souls 
eight thousand miles apart ? A man 
who in each existence is entirely cog
nizant of the business deals and love 
affairs and domestic matters of his 
othenvise stranger sel f ?  It seems too 
unbelievable to be true. I admit it, I, 
who am undergoing this st!lfsame ex
istence which I declare beyond human 
belief. Some day; perbaps, science will 
unravel the puzzle and explain it far 
better than I can. 

The facts interweave with such intri-
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cacy of action that even the nimblest 
wit might find it difficult to foUow every 
ramification. I can merely indicate the 
problem confronting me by the cita
tion of certain inc idents which stand 
out the most prominently. 

There are too many who might sneer 
at my tale could I not produce veri· 
fication. So I have taken the precau
tion, in case my sanity be brought into 
question, or I be thought a tnodern 
Munchhausen weaving \\·ild tales, to 
preserve every document \\"hich passed 
between myself, Gray, and my other 
self, Wadleigh, in South Africa. They 
are in my office safe at No. 4� Wall 
Street, New York City. 

These papers are mostly in the fortn 
of letters, although there are a fe\V 
agreements and contracts couch ed in  
legal phraswlogy, concerning business 
relation� I establ i sh ed \vith mysel f as 
Wadleigh, after l�rning that he -that 
is, my other sel f \vas Cape To\vn rep
resentative of the London Ivory Com
pany. · 

Simi1arly, as Wadleigh, I have stored 
papers in my safe in  the offices of the 
London Ivory Company in Cape Town, 
showing correspondence and contracts 
with mysel f as Gray, acting in New 
York in  a brokerage capacity. 

These documents witt convince even 
science, which doubts facts until they 
are proved, which deni�s and will deny 
God exists until  He proves He does, 
forsooth . 

Let those who wilt scoff at this man
uscript. So scoffed the ignorant at the 
theor�y that the earth was round ; so 
scoffed doubters of Watt until the 
steam engin� was born ; so scoffed they 
at the tel ephone, the telegraph, the 
wi reless, the submarine, the printing 
press, the aeroplane, the concrete ship. 

I n  the N e\\·· York vernacular, I 
should worry. I know I am telling the 
truth. Having completed my interrup
tion upon this narrative, an interrup
tion which I consider warranted as a 

matter of sel f-defense, I shall hurry 
on to the conclusion of this particular 
tale. 

Matters could not continue thus in
definitely without some explanation to 
both El aine and Erla. Indeed, a grow
ing strangeness was rifting the lute of 
our sweet oompanionship, so that dis
cordant notes were struck. 

Vltimately, both as \Vadleigh and as 
Gray, I quarreled with Elaine in Cape 
Town, and as Gray and Wadleigh I 
quarreled with Erla in New York. 
I�ven the explanations given of my 
double entity but provoked the scornful 
wrath of each girl. 

Elaine actual lv went so far as to call 
" 

me "crazy." Er1a, not quite so blunt, 
nevertheless int imated the same thing 
when she called me " rid iculous. " 

I shall dra\v a veil over the pain ful 
experiences I und�rwent when Elaine 
broke her engagernent \\· ith n1e, as Wad
leigh, and Erla broke hers with me, 
as Gray. I was broken-hearted, or, 
shall I say, hea rts-broken, plural, to be 
technically correct ? 

No amount of pleading could change 
their decisions. I becan1e morose as 
Wadleigh . I became · morose as Gray. 
�.Jy fri�nds i n  Africa began to shun 
me. lrly f riends in New York began 
to shun me. 

Doctor Marvin Porter, my fam ily 
physician i n  New York, whose father 
before him was physician for the Gray 
family before I \\·as bor•t warns me 
t ime and again to go far away for a 
rest ; as though travel would do me any 
good ! Near or far, the interchanging 
of \Vadleigh's and my souls goes on 
j u st the same. 

Do\vn in  Cape Town , my physician , 
Doctor Phil ip Spaulding, gives me the 
same advice, laughing down my vehe
ment declarations that distance or cl i

mate has nothing to do with my trans

migrations into my other body in New 
York that o f  \\'ill i.am Gray. You can 
see how dreadfully confusing it is to 
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tell of such matters and how much more 
dreadful is the ex�riencing o f  them. 

Some day I shall visit Wadleigh in 
Cape Town. Yet I am sure that Wad
leigh at the same time will try 1o visit 
me in New York, and that at the very 
least we shall pass each other en route.* 

However, I may be mistaken. I do 
not believe it impossible for us to meet, 
but I do think it possible that our im .. 

pulses will be the same at the same 
moment, so far as a visit to each of 
our other selves is concerned. Yet I 
always feel I am in error when I say 
--visit each other," when I know that it 
is myself visiting myself in each in
stance. It is the only way that I can 
make myself clearly understood, how
ever, so I must continue this method 
of expressing myself so that science 
and posterity may understand some
what of my mysterious malady. It is 
really gruesome. 

What does the future hold for Wad
leigh and me ? The metaphysical 
enigma which has made my life and 
his a huge question mark probably will 
be solved when scientists learn all the 
facts. They then may be able to fathom 
the cause of our synchronous spiritual 
flights across the eight-thousand-mite 
abyss of space which separates our 
physical bodies but becomes merely a 
step, for our souls. 

Shall I ever win back Elaine ? 
Shall I ever win back Erla ? 
Shall I ever again be myself, singly, 

or shall I always live doubled in body 
and in soul ? 

*Such a visit as Mr. Gray mentions above 
actually wa.r atlemptt'd later, tJ.S told orig
inally in liThe Double Man,', tis' first story 
oj-·tlsis wonderffll series. It transpired ex .. 
oct/y as Mr. Gray surmised it would,. Gray 
t�siti1tg C afJI Town atUl Wad leigh runni,.g 
up to Nrw York, passing each other on 
steamers headed in opposite di,-ections. It 
mu,s:t be undt'rstood tltal only tlu retu,..,. of 
l.t r. Gray to sanity has mode it possiblt to 
obtoin tluse facts in the t'arlier stages of his 
mysteriows malady. EDITOR. 

And i f  I win back Elaine, shall it  
be as William Gray's soul in Wadleigh's 
body or as Wadleigh's soul in Gray's 
body ? 

And i f  I win back Erla, shall it  be 
as Gray's soul in Wadleigh's body, or 
as Wadleigh's soul in Gray's body ? 

Or, in either case, shall I win either 
girl actually as mysel f ?  

What does the veil of the dread fu
ture conceal ? 

I have a vague £01:eboding of com
ing evil not that enough has not been 

· heaped upon me already; but that more 
will be added · to the heavy burden L 
already am carrying, both as \Vadleigh 
and as Gray. 

NOTES BY THE AUTHOR OF 
THESE M EMOIRS. 

The foregoing revelations, contained 
in Mr. Gray's diary, were most difficult 
to transcribe. Indeed, had it not been 
for Mr. Gray's restoration to reason 
th rough the udeath" of Mr. Wadleigh 
in Cape Town, I doubt i f  the world 
ever would have been given this glimpse 
behind the arras that veils the invisible 
and unknown. 

Mr. Gray agreed with me that his 
diary would be of invaluable help to 
scientists. So together we labored over 
the hieroglyphic scrawls he had written 
and which, alone, I never could have 
deciphered in entirety. I have pur
posely quoted the word "death,'' in re
ferring to Mr. Wadleigh's demise, as 
M r. Gray insists there is more than a 
possibility that his other self, Arthur 
Wadleigh, is not dead, but is in a state 
of suspended animation. 

Deeply moved to compassion by the 
tragic fate, or fates, as you wi11, of 
"The Double Man," and in a spirit of 
profoundest sympathy, I wrote to Miss 
Erla Kingsley, detailing the facts in the 
strange metempsychosis between �lr. 
Gray and Mr. Wadleigh. I pleaded 
with all my power that she reconsider 
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the severance of her engagement to Mr. 
Gray, and concluded my appeal with 
the statement that M r. Gray, since 
Wadleigh's "death," had been restored 
to nortnal mental poise. 

In reply, M iss Kingsley wrote : 
Att Y DEAR �fR. BROAD\\'ELL : Your letter 

profoundly impressed me. I had no idea that 
M r. Gray had endured such suffering through 
metaphysical mis fortunes which he could 
not control. Indeed, had I known all the 
facts, nothing could haye prevented me from 
attending him in his illness. When be ex
plained to me his unbelievable experiences, I 
could not understand him. I t  "·as aU so com
plex and be spoke so wildly that I ascribed 
his statements to insanity. Vl timately, as you 
have inforn1ed me. he actua1ly became in
sane. I reproach myself, as I am convinced 
my hasty action in canceling our engage
ment helped greatly in wrecking his mind. 
But I rejoice that he bas r�cov�red. I nas
much as science has proved he spoke the 
t ruth, even if science as yet is unable to ex
plain his case, my anger has bttome h�art
felt sympathy and sorrow for him and for 
his even more unfortunate counterpart, Mr. 
Arthur \Vadleigh, in Cape Town, lvho you 
inforru me, is  dead. �fy heart also goe� �ut 
to Miss Elaine B randon, �1 r. Wadleigh's 
sweetheart, whose share in this mystic 
quadrangle of Fate so closely reseanbles 
mine. Indeed, from your remarks concern
ing her, I gather she i s  a most adorable and 
lovable person. I shall write to her, pre
suming upon her sorrow and mine as a basis 
for in truding upon her and expressing my 
boundless sympathy. Never before in the 
\\�orld's history have two \\·omen undergone 
such harrowing experiences in their be
t rothals. I dare say none others ever wilt 
face such dread circumstances again. Per
mit me to thank you, �{r. Broad"·ell for • • 

your Jnterest. �tr. Gray needs no forgive-
Bess from me, but i f  he believes so he has 
it. Rea11y, I am the one who sho

'
utd and 

shall ask for his forgiv�ness. Sincerely yours, 
ERLA KINGSLEY. 

Armed with this letter, I \\"ent to 
Gray's office. He was overjoyed to 
larn that Erla at last understood and 
believed his marvelous storv. But his 

. 
� 

JOY was overshadowed as he suddenly 
realized that he no longer loved Erla 
but Elaine! 

' 

H� told me of this new dilemma oc-
. 

' 

cas1oned bv Erla' s letter. 
.,; 

uThis puts me in an awful fix, Broad
well," he said.. '•I love Elaine, whom 
my physical eyes never have seen, but 
whom I saw with my soul. When Erla 
writes to me bow can I reply to her ? 
The engagement's off " 

"But you can resume it,'' I inter-
rupted. 

"I don 't want to." 
"But you musl !" 
"Must ?" he inqui red. 
"Yes or break Erla's heart." 
"What of mine ?" 
What could I say ? Nothing ; abso-

Iute)y nothing. So I desisted. I be
lieve, though, that some happy consum
mation will evolve from this unhappy 
dispensation of Fate. 

I n  my mail to-day was a courteous 
letter from M iss Elaine Brandon, for
mer fiancee ot M r  .. Arthur Wadleigh. 
I append it here : 

M Y  DEAR Mil BROADWELL : I have just 
received the dearest letter from �liss Erla 
Kingsley, who in fonned me of your kindly 
interest in the st range ca�e of Mr. Wad
leigh and his co-ego, �fr. Gray. Now that 
Mr. \Vadleigh is dead, it is too late for me 
to make amends to him for my reproa<:Jles 
and hasty annulment of our engagement. No 
one knows except God and my set f -how 
much 1 have suffered since I learned the 
truth. My heart lies buried with Arthur 
in his tomb. He was such a splendid man be� 

fore the dread circumstances that linked him 
\\·ith �-fr. Gray and robbed him of reaS<Jn, 
hope, love, and life. May God rest him ! I 
never shall love or wed any other man. I 
am writing to ask that i n  publishing the 
strang� facts in this case you spare no ad
j ectives in heaping upon me the scorn and 
shame due me for having unjustly adjudged 
Arthur. For �lr. Gray I have the pro
foundest sympathy. I sincerely hope that 
he and Miss Kingsley will be happy to
gether. As for myself  I shall be happy 
only \\'·hen the curtain of 1i f c falls and I can 
seek wit�· my soul that of  the man I loved. 

. still 1ove: · sha11 love, and yet wronged so 
cruelly afl.d unjustly in life. Please convey 
my gratitude to Doctor �fordaunt P. Dale, 
whose able thesis on the case., coupled with 
��iss Kingsley" s ... Jetter to me, opened my 
eyes to the true \\-orth o f  ml:- 1ost lover. �fy 
one hope and prayer is, that those other two, 
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�fr. Gray and Miss Kingsley, may never 
again become involved in such an awe
inspiring and fearful maze of superhuman 
mystery and contradiction. To you, sir, my 
best wishes in your studies of this probletn 
and my sincerest regard Cordially, 

EI.AINE BRANDON. 
I hesitated long before I finally per

mitted Mr. Gray to see this letter. As 
I had feared, it plunged him into deep
est dejection. Miss Brandon's state
ment that she never would love or ·wed 
another must have seared his heart. I 
saw his eyes fill with tears, and he 
breathed heavily, as though under tre
mendous mental strain. However, l 
could not do otherwise, and be just to 
Miss Kingsley, who was willing to re
sume her fortner relations with Mr. 
Gray. 

Up to the moment of writing th is, 

Gray has remained obdurately opposed 
to resuming his engagement to Erla. 

Meantime, science still stands baBied 

in the presence of a new occult mys
tery which may be on the threshold of 
solution because of some remarkable 
phenomena reported to Doctor Mor

daunt P. Dale, the eminent psycholo
gist and fel1ow of the International 
Academy of Scientific and Supernatu
ral Research, from his colleague in sci

ence, Doctor Lucien Trebaux, the 
French savant, who is \Vatching and 
waiting for developments in far-off 
Cape Town, British South Africa. 

So soon as I can translate the sci
entific jargon of these two eminent gen
tlemen into ordinary everyday English, 
I shall make public the new facts in 
the case of "The Double Man" through 
the columns of TIIE THRILL BooK, to 
which I am deeply indebted for the uni
forrn courtesy shown me, and without 
which magazine, \Vhich fills a long-felt 
need, I could not otherwise reach such 
a large circle of readers. 

TilE; IIEART'S HORIZON 
By Philip Kennedy 

LAST night we did not meet because a tryst 
Held you with your anointed God, and I 

Who have no God but you must wonder why 
A new love on an old love should subsist. 
Yet on these shreds a great dream can exist 

Or go into the wilderness and die. 
Ah ! love, far down the dead and vacant sky 

The sun's warm fingers weave the twilight mist. 
These evenings gather like a splendid storn1 

That 611 s the heart's horizon like the night. 
Beyond these days huge clouds co11ect and form 

Pierced by their sudden shafts of ribboned light ; 
But all the air is breathing and is warm 

\Vhere I stand dreaming on our hidden height. 
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. 

' .·: •, \ ' .. ' ' •,\ �� : . . . ..., .. • • I 

Sfr Gerald Desmond, Jattt offi('er or b t s maJt'sty's R. F. C., brokE> and drunk tn Manna. ptcu up 
a �onsum pt1\"e Irish fiddler, Michael O'Sulllvsn, and the two be-come lnvolv€'d ln a fr� fight with the 
native roostabulary. From this brawl they are rescued by a.n unknown. and when Df'smond comes 
tQ b J.s S(l'nses. it is to find o·�ullivan and btmselt are tibangbaied on the schooner Ban Greoorio, 
bound for Mindoro Island. Aboard the schooner are tbf> wealthy owner. Don G r�gor1o Salcedo y 
Montes, his daughter, tbe �autiful D<>na J u liaoa. bouDd for his plantation, and Senor Are-valo, a 
rich Ftllplno, w ho ls a smuggler of opium. Dfosmond atteg:1pts to def('nd t he fiddl�r from the bru t al 
halt-castl' mate. nnd O'Su llll"an kills the mate wit h a revohv�r. The-n th� two Irishmen, In the m id�t 
of a ragi ng typhoon, sbt rt taking over tbe control of the ship.. They set A rt-va lo to work with thfl 
crew. subject Canaugban. the sklpJ>tlr� wltb threats and firt:larms. and commandeer his eabtn. But 
Arevalo. aided by the crew, whom he bas br1� to s�rve hlm, Im prisons t be captain below d�ks 
ft nd kills Don Gregorio with poison fume�. Tbe I rlsbmP.n find Oona J uliana, whom tbey . take undt> r 
thdr prote�tlon agal ost Arevalo. wbo wlsbea to ton·c b�r into marry lo�t bira. Desmond rfscues the 
skip�wr, and tbe t h ree men., barriead� ln tbe stern cabins witb Dona J uliana and the ship's stor�s. 
del�rmine to a wait developmf'n ts  of the morrow. They ha�e beard Areval o  aod their adversaries 

apeak of a m)'st<·rious shi p eaUNl tbe CluJ"'J YaM, wbteb Are va lo hopes will soon meet the 8a11 
GregOf"W. Tbe Cho'ltg Ya,., a Chi n�se junk, comman ded by Prince Chan. an opium smuggler, com�& 
tuto view of t be Son Gregorio, and starts transhipping a laf'le cargo of smuggled opi um to the 
§dlooner. Desmond S<'�s an lmprlson�d white woman on t be junk. and, drop(Jlox O\"�rboard. swims 
to tbe junk and rescues her. Tben be sets fire to tbe junk. and. with the woma n, Rosemonde 
8arlt>y, swi ms bftck t o the schooner. But the Cblu.ese crew ot the junk. drlvt>n overboard by the 
�re. a ided by the schooner's cr(t'W, attack tbe tugitl·n·tr In the stern rabt ns. .A revalo and Captain 
�anaogb&n are kiiJed in the fra)". and Dona Juliaua is t.kea captive. That night a burrleane 

Wl't'<"ks t he �boon�r on Para<'el Island, the crew land. ta king to the ttoats, and lea�ing R08etnonde, 
�smood. and O' S u llh·au on the sebooner. I n  tbe mornJnc Prince Cban comet� down to the ship to 

• • 

IJGrley for terms betw��n the two po.rtlea. Balderson and bLB th ree white fellow seamm of the 
$ebooner's ere-·. ha\·e qu arrelM with tbt- Cblne� Mtlors. He sugtP"ts to IX»!mond that th�J join 
forces ag�tln�t the yt-llow. In ordt-r. t o  aeeure from the Cblne�e tbe ca rgo of opium and the large sum 
of moDfJ left by A revalo tor fts purchase. Prince ChHn otrers to give u p  Dona. Jullana if Desmond 
and his fri�nds will J�aTe tbe S('booner and take to t be sea to oue of the emall boats. Desmond ap· 
J)<'an• to agre� w i t b  the p roposal, J uliana ls safely r("stored. then she, Ho�wonde, Iksmood. and 
o·-suiii\"an take to th£> small boat. But lostNld ot putting out to 8C>8... Desmond, wanting to bavP a 
tQ for Arevalo's mon(\y, lands on a nPar-bJ qua rter ot tbe Island. Tbat nlgbt Desmond awake-s to 
tile rf'port of a distant pistoJ shot , and finds that o· sulHvan Is missing. He sets out to find the 
1lddlf'r. tow a rd th.- •)n�my's tamp. aod finds on tb� bPacb the body of a murd�r�d CblnP.se Bailor. 
Tbeo he dlsco v� rs that the small boat of the Chinese ls mi�ng. Golnr oo, b� overhears Balde rson 
and one of his mf'n talking. whtrh rf\veals to him o· SuUlvan's ruse in seeming to mak� frit-nds wifb 
&ld('n;on, and al.eo thE" dia&ppt'aran<"(' of the Cbioese boat from tbe beacb. o· sul li-ra o bas S('t 
adrift t he boat, to the bottom of w bkb is lasb�d the chest �· itb Arevalo"s mon('y. Desmond, having 
brouj.!ht O'Sullivan back to camp, the- party �t• out in the otb�r •"••11 boet to overate tbe drifter. 
OYeraking It,  tht.'Y take on board tbe treasure ehe1t, and eoatlDue thel.r -COGl'Be oyer the open 

tb� colony or AD..Dam. 
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CIIAPTER XII. 

O
'
SL"'LLIVA N PUTS H I S  FOOT I N  IT. 

NSTEAD of reaching the mainland 
within ten hours, as Desmond had 
hopefully stated, the boat was two 

days at sea. It  was not until close 
to sunset of the second day that she 
came into the river mouth under the 
headland of Faifoo. Onlv thirty kilo-

... " 

meters to the north w as Tou rane, but 
Desmond, being no seaman, was glad 
enough to se� a ci,·ilized town where 
he struck land. 

True, Fai foo was purely Chi11.ese in 
looks and population one of the 
strange bits of northern civilization that 
may be found set down as disjoint:c� 
points in Annam but it v;as none the 
less civil ized. . The nati ves in the hsh
ing sampans spoke French a fter their 
fashion, and at the landing quay J:.'rench 
\\·as the universal tongue. 

During t hese two days the situation 
aboard the boat had become tinged with 
a vague unpleasantness at least, so 
far as Desmond "ras concerned. In 
Arevalo's chest he had found an even 
two h�1ndred thousand dollars in bank 
notes. When he spoke of dividing this 
Dona Jul iana ha.j with much dignity 
refused any . sh:t re of it except a sum 
sufficient to take her home to Manila ; 
she stated frankly that she was wealthy 
and did not need it .  

Rosemonde t ikeY.-ise refu�ed. 
"It is true that I am a nurse," she 

said with a touch of hauteur, "but I 
am so by choice and not by necessity, 
Monsieur Desmond ! Thank vou. I . � 

prefer to do \\·ithout it." 
Desmond had no knowledge \\·hat

ever that, \vhile h e  had slept, Michael 
Terence O'Sullivan had entertained the 
two ladies with a l ife history of Sir 
Gerald Desmond which was largely 
fable, but true enough to facts to leave 
the baronet dead broke. Thus Des
mond could not understand the double 
refusal to touch the money. 

lOBThriJI 

"Then it 's between us, Michael Ter-
ence," he said finally. "Shut up the 
box and stow it away, me lad, and 
we11 settle it \\·hen we get ashore.'' 

He \\·as quit� \veil a\vare that in land
ing at any civilizM port their story 
\vas going to create a sensation and 
the chest o£ money was going to create 
suspicion . Therefore, when they dis
covered at the Fai foo quay that it "·as 
taken for granted they \Vere a coasting 
party of visitors from Tourane, Des
tnond was hugely relieved. He saw 
difficulties vani sh_�ng, no port officer be
ir.:g in  evidence, and h e  made inquiries 
about a hoteL 

There \\·as no hotel, it proved, except 
on� k�pt by an Annan1ese ; however, 
two rooms for guests were maintained 
at the Residence, which the quay por
ters recommended The French resi
dent being in charge of the place, Des
rnond kne\\� that the ordeal must be 
faced. So, h iring porters to carry the 
ironwood box and th�ir other effects, 
h� gave the v.,.ord and they started 
across the Chinese citv. 

.; 

'' Leave the talking to me," said Rose-
monde as Desmond \\·as bemoaning the 
inquisition which would come. He be
gan now to realize why Captain Canau• 
ghan had been daunted by the same pre
dicament. 

"Leave the talking to me, and it wid 
be arranged. I have my papers and 
a tongue.' '  

"But I must go back to Manila !" ex
clairn�d Dona Juliana, giving Rose
m<a�de a look that was by no means 
sweet. "If  vou tel l them a host of 

., 

lies there wi11 be trouble " 

Rosemonde tossed her chin in air. 
"Ho ! Lies ? �.\fais, 1ton ! I shall tell 
them lhe exact truth--{)n)y I shal1 1eave 
out \\?hatever I desire. You shall go 
back saf�ly, Dona Juliana, but rement
�r you cannot go from here. \\�e must 
go to Toprane, and th�n to HaiphOIIfl 
or el�wh�re to catch a Manila boat. 
We cannot hasten matters . .  , 
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Desmond perceived with growing un ... 
ea�iness that there was a distinct cold
ness between the two ladies. He un
fortunately commented upon it ct.nd de
plored it, and the chill grew more ob
servable. O'Sullivan, meantime, was 
walking close behind the porter who 
carried the box containing two hundred 
thousand in cash. 

Upon reaching the Residence, the 
dusk of evening settling upon the town, 
the party was met by Monsieur Jac
quard, the resident. He proved to be 
a burly, bearded Frenchman, more art
ist than political agent, who received 
them with open anns and exceeding 
great courtesy. His wife took charge 
of Rosemonde and Dona Juliana, he 
himself conducted Desmond and O'Sul
livan to a room, and at sight of the 
latter's fiddle case he cried out joyfully, 
for he himself was a musician. 

Supplied with razors, clean clothes, 
and all things necessary, Desmond and 
the fiddler set about making themselves 
presentable. They purposely delayed 
progress, however, in order that Rose-

. monde might have an opportunity to 
settle matters. At length, looking like 
new men in their "whites," and leaving 
the ironwood box tucked away beneath 
a cot, they followed a native boy to 
the library, \vhere Rosemonde and their 
genial hosts awaited thetn. Dona Juli
ana, it seemed, was prostrilted by a 
severe headache, and did not appear. 

"The forrnalities are finished the 
story is told and I congratulate Mon
sieur Desn1ond upon reaching safety,'' 
�aid the resident. HWhat a tale ! It is 
a veritable epic. And now let us dine, 
my friends ; if  the salt has not hard
ened the gay fingers of Monsieur 
O'Sullivan we shall have music later." 

"If · ye knew what was in that box 
upstairs there'd be music," murrnured 
the fiddler, upon Desmond's translation. 
The Jacquards knew no English, and 
O'Su1livan knew no French, which was 
perhaps just as well. 

While they dined, amid the sparkling 
silver and lights of the Residence, an
other small boat had moored beside the 
one which they bad lately abandoned 
at the landing quay. A brisk inter
change of Chinese, and its crew, bear
ing a seaman's chest in their midst, 
vanished among the winding, t\visting 
streets of the Chinese city. Behind 
them, their boat slowly settled and 
sank ; the plug had been knocked out. 
Only coolies had observed their arrival, 
and these would say nothing of it. 

Desmond, from the table talk, divined 
that Rosemonde had pictured the 
schooner as wrecked on Paracel Island, 
whither the Chang Yan had put in for 
w��:t.er ; and that she had accompanied 
Desmond and the oth�rs in the schoon
er's boat, a fter finding that the junk 
would remain at the island to repair 
damages caused by the hurricane. 

There was room for disquiet, how
ever, chiefly because of Dona Juliana. 
Desmond regretted the seeming lack of 
harrnony that existed, and was at a loss 
for a reason. However, finding himself 
engaged in entertaining the fat and 
placid Madame Jacquard, he gave up 
all other thought and devoted himself 
to his hostess with some success. 

After dinner O'Sullivan tinkered 
with his fiddle, Monsieur Jacquard 
opened his piano, and these two gave 
themselves up to the universal language 
of music. Madame Jacquard departed 
to visit Dona Juliana with motherly so
licitude, and Desmond found himself 
with Rosemonde, unheeded by the two 

• • 

mustctans. 
"You look melancholy, my Irish

man !" said Rosemonde, srnilingly in
specting him. 

"And why not ?" demanded Desmond 
do1efu11y. HHere we've \\·on out, and 
what's the end ?· You and Juliana un
pleasant to each other, me and the fid
dler wondering at it, and every one un
happy all around. Thunder o' Finn ! 
If I could understand women " 
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Rosernonde uttered a trill of gay 
laughter. Then she sobered quickly. 

"You should � asham� of your
self," she returned gravely. "Do you 
know what's wrong with that poor girl 
upstai rs ? She's ill with shame and love 
and heartsickness over your brutality. 
M on Ditu/ You've treated her with 
a cold politeness ugh !" 

"Divil take it !" exclaimed Desmond, 
astonished. "Would you have the 
nerve to insinuate that she she " 

"Loves you ?'� broke in Rosemonde 
coolly. "Of course she does. r\ny 
fool could see it. And you've flirted 
outrageously with her." 

"I  have not," said Desmond flatly, 
a slow flush rising to his brow. "I've 
said no more than any mail would say 
to a pretty girl, upon me word ! It 's 
you that I think of by day and night, 
Rosemonde '' 

"You have no lack of assurance," she 
said, eying him with a cold appraisal. 
"Besides, why ?,, 

''Why ?" repeated Desmond, per
plexed. 

•4M ais, oui pourquoi?n I f  there 
was a smile in her eyes he failed to 
see it. "I am an o1d woman " 

'(You're twenty-two, for ye told me 
so yourself," interpolated Desmond. 

uLa! I am a \vidow, and who loves 
a widow ? A poor broken thing " 

"Listen to me now t•' Desmond 
leaned forward. "Fairy mistress, why 
will y� be torn1enting me so ?  I love 
you with all me soul and ies not the 
outside of you that I love most, Rose
monde ; it's all  of you ! It's the flam
ing spirit that makes you/  l\faid, wife, 
or widow, I 'd love ye all the same. 
Praise be, what difference does the past 
make to the future ?, 

Rosemonde listenffi, a sudden white
ness in her face as the eamtst force of 
Desmond's appeal reached her with its 
conviction. At this instant, however, 
the music cused, and Monsieur Jac-

quard whirled his piano stool about with 
a triumphant flourish. 

u Jvf es anlis, is  our duet satisfactory ?.
, 

4'Admirable !" responded Rosemonde 
with enthusiasrn. 

''Teach him to play Shan Ciow's born
pipe, n1e lad," sugg�sted Desmond,.·hope
fuJiy, but Rosemonde, stifling a yawn, 
stated that she meant to retire. Ma
dame Jacquard appeared, and the t\\r'O 
departed in company. 

The good lady returned presently 
with word that Dofta Juliana would be 
none the worse in the morning, and 
promised a speedy recovery from her 
trying experiences. Desmond talked 
over the situation with the resident, and 
a scertained that the best m�ns of 
reaching Tourane and civilization would 
be to await the next coastal steamer, 
\vhich ,,·ould be in three days' time. 

uof course," commented Jacquard 
\vith a shrug, "you might summon an 
automobile from Tourane, or you might 
take a sampan from here. However, 
\\'e shall be only too happy to have all 
of you with us for a day or two, and 
I think the ladies need the rest." 

. ,Agreed, and many thanks to you," 
assented Desmond. With sudden panic 
he realized that at Tourane their paths 
"'ould part ; Rosetnonde would go to 
her nursing station at Ben Ho. 

"And vou \Vilt return to Manila with. � . 
Dona Juliana, I presume ?" 

"No," said Desmond. "I'm going 
to America. When I was playing ill 
hard luck som� time ago I swore that 
I would become an American, and, DO\v 
that my luck has turned, I shall keep 
the VO\V . " 

''Congratulations !" said the good . 
ident, an intense admirer of I' AMJriq,_. 
"But we must not keep these gentlern� 
from their needed rest, my dear. I 
trust that a bed will be acceptable, eh ?'* 

"It'll be Paradise," and Desmond 
smiled "rith an �ffort. He was 

· 

ing about Rosemonde, and her words 
regarding Dofia l uliana. 
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When he and the fiddler were alone 
in th�1r room, Desmond turned sud
denly to his friend. 

. .  I 4ook ye now, Michael Terence !" he 
said gravely. "I have a question to ask 
of ye, for it's an observant man ye are ; 
and I want ye to tell me the truth. 
Have I been actin' toward Miss Juliana 
in any but a gentlemanly fashion ?" 

The pinched features of the fiddler 
passed from astonishment into admir
ing perplexity. 

u Ah, have ye now I" said O'Sullivan. 
'•And who'd be blaming you, sir ? Sure, 
the lady has the starlight in her eyes, 
and ceol sidhe in the sweet voice of 
her ' ' 

14Devil take ye !" muttered Desmond 
angrily. "Listen to me, will you ? Have 
ye seen any signs that the lady had a 
kind spot in her heart for me ?" 

"And who wouldn't, sir ? Where·s 
the coJieen 'Ylould not J isten to the likes 
of you now ? If  there's any finer, hand
somer gentleman on this side the 'vorld 
that " 

''Thunder o' Finn ! Shut your face 
and go to bed !''  roarw Desmon� turn
ing out the lamp to cover his mingled 
anger and confusion. He rolled in for 
his first real night's sleep in some time, 
and managed to for�t his troubles in 
the arrns of Morpheus. 

With the morning, he was amazed 
and overjoyed to find that the sky was 
clear. Around the breakfast table were 
gathered the entire party ; Dofia Jul iana 
met him with a smiling greeting and a 
warm handgrip, while she and Rose
monde had plainly adjusted an differ-
ences. 

••spendin' the night together did thern 
good, for they're thick as thieves this 
morning," he reflected. "But whether 
it did me any good is another question." 

The resident, who \Vith his clerical 
assistants comprised a1most the entire 
French group in the city, devoted him
self to his guests. Rosemonde and 
Dofia Juliana spent the day shopping 

\Vith Madame Jacquard, while Desmond 
and O'Sullivan accompanied their host 
upan a ricksha tour of the place. 

Somewhat to his surprise, Desmond 
discovered that this unknown city of 
Fiafoo possessed not onty antiquity, but 
history, having been conquered both by 
Chinese and Japanese. The fiddler, ho\\·
ever, took but small interest in ancient 
temples and ruins, and at the N ippon 
bashi decided to return to the Residence 
and tnake some obscure and vague re
pairs to his fiddle case. Desmond ac
quiesced, for he guessed that O' Sulli
van was uneasy about leaving the iron
wood treasure box alone. 

lTpon returning home with the resi
dent, however, Desmond went at once 
to his room and was astonished not to 
find O'Sullivan there. Before he  had 
time to call one of the native boys, �fon
sieur Jacquard appeared at the door, 
looking much perturbed. 

" �f onsieur Desmond ! I ah your 
friends request your presence in the 
garden," he exclaimed with some hesi
tation. "There appears to be unhappi
ness in the air, a]as ! Me, I confide it 
to you, I find there is always lack of 
ease where the ladies are concerned 
and- · " 

Desmond was finding the same thing. 
He sought the little garden around 
which the Residmce was built, and 
there discovered Michael Terence 
O'Sullivan and Dofia Juliana. Des
mond stifled a groan, for Juliana had 
plainly �n weeping, and the fiddler 
looked extremely disconcerted. 

II Me voici, as the divil said to Faust,'' 
greeted Desmond with forced l ightness. 
"Well, my friends ? And what's been 
bringing the tears to your sweet eyes, 
}.{iss Juliana ? Has this wild fellow 
been giving you any of his blather " 

Dona Juliana held out her hand, her 
eyes meeting the gaze of Desmond with 
a misty tend�rness. 

"Dear M r. Desmond !" she said 
quietly. ••1 have never thanked you for 
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all your kindness and he1p but, believe dismay. "Now he's put _me into hot 
me, I am not ungrateful ! What with water and no mistake ; there's no tellin' 
the danger and grief for my poor what the honest fool has heen sayin' 
father " to her. But it's me own fault for not 

uAh, don't worry yoursel f with l ittle 
things, sweet lady !" said Desmond 
quickly, and li £ted her hand to his lips. 
"The honor o f  serving you is enough 
to make any man happy, and it's proud 
I am of the honor." 

"Thanks and friendship are so little 
to give in return for such help as 
your� !" said Jul iana, a faint smile light
ing th rough her tears. ult  seems now 
like some awful dr�m, and you and 
Mr. O'Sullivan have been such good 
ange1s that I shall pray for you always 
-and please, please be kind to me in 
your thoughts.'' 

Disengaging her hand, Juliana turned 
away swiftly and departed. 

Desmond watched after her until she 
was gone ; then he v.rh ir1ed. O'Sullivan 
met his ey�s with an obvious uneasiness. 

"Well ?" said Desmond. HAnd what's 
the meanin' of att this, i f  you please ? 
What's been botheritt" Miss Julian� 

· anyhow ?'' 
" I  was doin' me best {or you, sir," 

said the fiddler anxiously. 
"What's that ? What d'ye m�n ?" 
ccwen, I minded \\'hat ye said to me 

last night about the lady an' a11, so I 
did be puttin' in a good word for ye, 
sir. How was I to know it 'u'd bring 
the tears to her sweet face now ? And 
the more I said " 

"Oh, the divil " Desmond gasped, 
wordless for a moment. Before the 
anger that swept into his face poor 
O'Sullivan turned him about and fled 
incontinently. 

A groan broke from Desmond as 
he realized that the blundering o·sutti
van had enti rely misunderstood tbeir 
talk of  the previous evening. He 
started · wrath fully after the fiddler, 
then checked h ims�lf. The dumb re
proach of O'Sullivan's eyes smote him. 

"Thunder o' Finn !'' he exclaimed in 

makin' the matter clear to him ; he 
meant it for me own good, bless his 
floundering heart ! I can't find it in me 
soul to � chiding him." 

Accordingly he sought his room, and 
at sound of his cheerful whistle the fid
dler's pinched features assumed a gria 
of d�l igh t that all was well. Nor could 
Deit110nd bring hin1sel f to tell O'Sulli
van the disturbing truth. 

CH"\PTER XIII. 

PERSONALLY CONDUCTED. 

DINNER was j ust being concluded 
that evening when Monsieur Jac

quard was summoned from the coffee 
and cigars with _word that a gentletnan 
wished to speak to him on business. 

Th� ladies had departed to the par
lor. Desmond and O'Sullivan smoked 
for a few minutes, when their host re
appeared, bringing \\·ith him a Chinese 
clad in spotless flannels, whose French 
was �tter than that of Desmond. 

''This is Monsieur M6w Jung, oi 
Tourane," and at the resident's intro
duction �low Jung bowed and shoolf 
hands. "He arrived here this a fternoon 
on his way north, and chanced to hear 
about the arrival of your party. As he 
is going on to Tourane to-night he has 
most kindly offered to place his craft 
at your di sposal. This is naturally a 
question for your decision.'' 

Desmond, o f  course, had no earthly 
suspicion that any other survivors of 
th� SaN Gregorio had reached Faifoo .. 
He had been perfectly witting . to break 
into his packages of bank notes in order 
to secure a general passage home. 

This courtly offer of a passage up 
to Tourane surpri sed and gratified him, 
not for the slight �aving in money, but 
becau� the French coaster� were not 
elegant boats ; besides, it offered another 
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day of intimacy with Rosemonde, which 
would have been hard to find aboard a 
coaster. 

Therefore he considered the matter. 
Monsieur Mow J ung was very urbane 
and smiling, and made himself dis
tinctly agreeable ;  his boat was a 
schooner operating under power, and 
the party could have the entire rear 
cabins to themselves. The resident 
lme\v of Mow Jung as a merchant of 
Tourane and believed him to be reliable. 

Desmond led the way to the parlor 
and put the case before Rosemonde and 
Dona Juliana. They promptly seized 
the chance to avoid the publicity of the 
steamer trip, the more so as Mow Jung 
seemed to be very much a gentleman. 
He offered to delay starting until sun
rise, and promised to land them in Tou
rane in time for luncheon. And upon 
this his kindness was warrn1y thanked 
and his offer accepted. Monsieur Jac
quard undertook to set the party aboard 
the schooner before seven in the morn
ing, and Mow Jung, with many bows, 
took his leave. 

The resident now summoned O'Sul
livan to the· music room, while his wife 
departed with Rosemonde and Dofia 
Juliana to get their packing done and 
;ecure a good night's rest. Desmond, 
1fter vainly endeavoring to tempt Rose
monde into a stroll in the garden, bade 
them good night and settled himself 
moodily by the piano with a cigar. 

Halfway through the first selection, 
O'Sullivan broke a string. Monsieur 
Jacquard left off playing until the fid
dler had tuned up, and O'Sullivan, 
while testing his new string, evoked a 
cadence that drew a cry of applause 
from their host. But O'Sullivan low
ered his violin with a white look about 
his .Jips. 

"What the divil did be makin' me 
play that now ?" he exclaimed. 

"Again !" cried Monsieur Jacquard, 
and seated himself at the piano. "Ah 
··-a gigtl,e " and he began an accom-

paniment. O'Sullivan tucked the fiddle 
under his chin ami played for an in
stant, then shook his head. 

uTell him that it's a bad tune to be 
playing now," he implored Desmond. 
41Bad luck to it ! Whatever drove it 
into me head I can't see." 

"What was it, then ?" demanded Des
mond, laughing as he checked Monsieur 
Jacquard. 

• 'It was the caoine o' the banshee, i f  
ye must know," said O'Sullivan sourly. 
"And it's bad luck for me, if  not for 
you." 

Their host shrugged his shoulders 
when Desmond had interpreted, and 
without protest swung into a lilting air 
that made O'Sullivan forget all about 
his banshee music for the remainder 
of the evening. Nor did the fiddler 
make further reference to it at the time. 

With daybreak the hospitable Jac
quards provided an excellent breakfast, 
together with a basket of luncheon in 
case the arrival at Tourane was delayed, 
and insisted upon accompanying their 
guests to the wharf. The farewells 
were brief, for Mow Jung was impa
tient to get under way ; a handshake, 
an e�change of Gallic embraces, and 
the lines were cast off. 

The boat proved to be a delightful 
surprise in that she was clean and free 
of the myriad pests of the nautical 
tropics. Besides Mow Jung, four men 
were visible ; the engine was churning 
away, and at a good clip the schooner 
passed the river bar, rounded the head-

. land, and struck out for the north with 
a flood of sunrise gold transforming her 
into a craft of faerie. 

"We're off on the last lap at last !" 
exclaimed Desmond, but none too 

• 

cheerfully, as they headed north. "Will 
you show us to the cabins, Monsieur 
Mow Jung ? The ladies might like to 
open their effects." 

O'Sullivan had long since vanished 
below in the wake of the ironwood box, 
to which he clung like a bur. Mow 
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Jung stepped to the companionway, and 
with a smiling caution to the ladie! to 
mind the ladder, passed downward. 
Doita Juliana followed ; but as Rose
monde set foot on the ladder Desmond 
touched her artn. 

"Rosemonde, will ye give me half an 
hour in private ? I want to speak to 
you out on the deck under the white 
sunlight, fa iry mistress. It's the last 
chance I 'll have, mostl ike· " 

For a long moment she met the level 
gaze of his blue eyes, and a smile crept 
into her face. But Desmond could not 
interpret this smile. 

"Surely, Monsieur Desmond, you 
have deserved that sl ight favor. I f  you 
think Dofia Juliana will not be jealous 
at least." 

" Plague take it  !" muttered Desmond. 
HI wish she'd think more of herself 
and less of Miss Juliana ! And it's re
markable what friends they are now, 
t hose two " 

He broke off to follow the others. 
Gaining the passage below, he found 

Mow .J ung ushering the two ladies into 
a stern cabin, cramped in space, but lit 
by the deck skylight into cheerful seem· 
ing. The urbane Celestial turned to 
Desmond with a smile. 

"Your friend, I think, i� in the other 
cabin the door to your left. I regret 
that we have so little space to offer, 
but since the journey will be so short, 

perhaps that will not be an inconveni
ence.'' 

To Desmond, as he turned toward the 
indicated door, it occurred that Mow 
J ung's smile was a trifle too urbane, 

too suave as though the smooth words 
concealed some cunning double enten
dre. But he laughed at the thought, 

telling himsel f that of late he had grown 
too suspiciou�, and flung open the door. 

Of what then occurred he had only 
a very vague notion. A flaming report 
burst out in front of him ; a crushing 
weight seen1ed to strike through his 
chest with agony, and the acrid fumes 

of powder gripped his throat. He felt 
himself falling helplessly, and his �ast 
thought was a wonder whether O'Sul· 
livan had murdered him for the sake 
of the ironwood chest. At the thought 
he tried to laugh in dwnb m isery ·aACI 
knew no more. 

4 1Couldn't take no chances with 
• 

huh?" A huge figure stooped above 
Destnond's body. HOpen up that port 
an' let some light in here." .. 

A port was opened, lighting the dark
ened cabin. Balderson straightened up 
above the prostrate Desmond, the lat
ter's automatic in hi� crimsoned hand. 

" He's done, huh ? Where·s the box r� 
In the light were di sclosed the shapes 

of Balderson, his two remaining com
rades, and Prince Chan ; no others had 
been able to cro\\rd into the little cabin. 
Upon the lower of the two bunks 
against the wall lay Michael Terence 
O'Su1 1 ivan, firmly bound and gagged ; 
above the rag that gagged him his dark 
eyes gazed in lurid horror upon the 
scene. 

"\Vbere's the box, huh ?" repeatecl 
Balderson. 

Prince Chan had been d raw ing some--:
thing from beneath the bunks ; it was 
the ironwood chest. About it was a 
rope which O'Sullivan had tied to re
place the burst lock. 

"All correct, I think," said the Man
chu uq�xcitedly. HHave you a knife ?'' 

At sound of a stifled scream from 
some\\·here aft Balderson hal f turned 
to the door. 

"The \\'omen ! Mebbe we'd better see 
to them first " 

"My friends have already attended 
to them," and Prince Chan laughed 
smoothly. 

"A w, bell i, broke in one of Balder
son's men .. "Make sure o' the coin first, 
you fool l" 

Balderson stroked his vellow bearcl 
.. 

with his bloody paw and nodded. His 
third man had already passed a knife 
to the Manchu, who stooped and cat 
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the line that held the box. Crowding 
in upon him, the others pressed him 
close as they hurled up the lid. 

The ironwood box was empty. 
With a roaring oath of wild fury 

Balderson swung up the automatic 
which he still held. Prince Chan was 
staring at the empty box, stupefied ; 
the giant's weapon brained him before 
he had dreamed of treachery. As his 
body tumbled across the box the two 
men whirled on Balderson. ·· 

•' Good Lord, Baldy !" cried one, 
aghast. "He ain't d9uble-crossed us. 
It was this harp that come with the 
hox. Now them chinks will croak 
us--" 

Balderwn roared with mad laughter, 
born not of mirth, but of fury unutter
able. 

''Did ye think lte was goin' to let us 
li ve, huh ?" he snarled. . .Now we got 
to clean out the chinks all of 'em
then take this blasted hooker and head 
south. We can fol1er the coast to the 
Bangkok River, and, once in Siam, 
we're safe. Get me ? Safe with the 
�pium an' atl . Dump this chink under 
the bunk " 

· Taking heart from his wild exuber
ance, they rolled the dead prince under 

.. the bunk and concealed his body by 
means of the box and O'Sullivan's fid
dle case. 

.. But what about the yeller skipper ?" 
dernanded the man King. ••There's him 
and his four and the six others." 

"I'll bring in the skipper now and 
settle him," said Balderson. "Then 
we'll make this mick talk, huh ? The 
four men on deck are safe until we 
want to tackle 'em. Two o' this feller's 
men are down for'ard ; they're safe, too. 
There's four with the women ; we'll 
clean them out first, an' take the others 
as they come down the companion to 
see what the shootin's about. Huh ?" 

"Good enough !" exclaimed King, 
and the third man nodded. 

Balderson strode to the door, left it 

ajar, and vanished. Two minutes later 
he came into sight again, and this time 
Mow Jung accotnpanied hint. As the 
yellow skipper entered the cabin King 
drove forward with his knife ; Mow 
Jung, a smile still on his lips, slipped 
quietly to the floor and was with his 
ancestors. 

H Hell of a Jot o' loot you get !
,
' and 

Balderson kicked the body aside. "Or 
us, either, huh ? Haul out that man , •• 

O' Sullivan was dragged from his 
berth and the gag stripped from hin1. 
Balderson looked down at him with a 
jeer and planted a boot in his ribs. 

"\\.here's the stuff that was in the 
box huh ?" 

But the fiddler, gasping from that 
one kick, fe11 back limply. From the 
comer of his contorted lips trickled a 
thin stream of red. 

"Let him lay, and settle them chinks," 
said King with an oath. "The stuff's 
here, that's sure. All we got to do is 
to look for it." 

••King's right,, assented the other 
nervously. "Do it, Baldy. We got to 
handle them chinks 'fore they get wise 
and do for us. ,, 

Balderson towered over them for a 
moment, then nodded heavily . 

"Good !" he muttered. 4 'Leave the 
mick tied up ; we'll make him tell later. 
Come on and see to them four aft ; 
make sure the women are safe, too. 
No more didoes like we had aboard the 
San Gregorio, huh ? Thafs what come 
o' bein' gentle.'' 

Th� tlwee left the cabin, sJamn1ing 
the door behind them. 

Desmond opened his eyes, and weakly 
surveyed the gruesome scene before 
him. What had taken place he had 
no means of knowing ; the bound and 
senseless figure of the fiddler, however, 
together with the dead Mow Jung, gave 
him a hint. Then his amazed and star
ing gaze fell upon the face of Prince 
Chan beneath the bunks, disclosed to 
view v:hen O'Sullivan had been dragged 
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out. This was a much more tangible 
c1ew, and Desmond's eyes widened in 
comprehension. 

l-Ie tried to l ift himself, and failed 
dismally. The swift pain of the effort 
made him bring his hand to his side ; 
it came away crimsoned. 

"Thunder o' Finn ! I'm lyin' here 
\\'ith a bullet in me ! Michael Terence, 
n1e lad ! Is it a dead man ye are ?'' 

O'Sullivan stirred a little at the voice. 
Desmond called again. The f1ddler's 
eyes opened and gazed vacuously 
a round, then struck on Desmond with 
recognition. 

"Well, M ichael Terence !" said the 
Jatter. whimsically. 4'The top of the 
mornin' to ye, lad ! Here's hopin' to 
me�t ye in purgatory " 

"The money !" gasped O'Sullivan, re
verting to the amazing loss. " It's gone, 
sir " 

"To be sure it  is," came Desmond's 
faint voice. "Since I put i t  in the 
pockets of that new overcoat I bought, 
and the overcoat's lyin' in the top bunk 
yonder I And I 'm gone, too, more by 
token. Who was it shot me, Michael 
Terence ?'' 

"Balderson. Him and his men and 
Prince Chan were aboard here, the mur
derin' blackguards ! Now they•ve 
turned on the yellow divils, and-
but H 

The fiddler seemed to realize for the 
first time that Desmond lay shot before 
him. He began to cou�h terribly ; when 
the paroxysm passed he got his bound 
feet against the fiddle case and managed 
to shove it toward Desmond. 

"Are ye bad hurt, si r ?  There's a bit 
flask in here, and a pistol and knife 
and " 

•'Saints preserve us !" ejaculated Des
mond. ''If I could but get your two 
hands free, me lad, we'd fight a bit 
yet. The buJI�t's in me, but how bad 
hurt I am there's no saying. I f  I had 
a drink " 

His head was supported by the wall, 

and now he tried to sit up. With an 
effort he set his will to the task, but 
as his body came up he fell sidewise 
and lay limply across the iddle case. 
As he Jay thus his fingers found the 
clasps and opened the case. 

I nch by inch his fingers groped about 
the thing. While he fought off the 
blind weakness that gripped him there 
came a rush of feet and a burst of 
shots from the passage outside. 

"l'hat's then1," gasped O'Sullivan. 
'Doin' for the chinks hke they said ,, 

"Ah !" Desmond's hand c1osed on 
the flask. Unscrewing the top was a 
tremendous effort, but at last it was 
accon1plished. Getting the flask to his 
lips with shaking hand, he took a swal
low of the fiery liquor. I t  revived and 
strengthened his body instantly. 

"They were in too much of a hurry 
to kill me and have done," he said, smil
ing a little. 14Now, Michael Terence ! 
Here's the knife, and if ye can roll 
over a bit '' 

The little n1an shoved his legs at Des
mond, who cut the knotted cords about 
his ankles. In another moment O'Sul
livan was free and on his feet. 

"Can ye walk, sir ?" He stooped 
above Desmond with a pitiful tender
ness. "If ye could get to the cabins 
aft now, where the ladies are · '' 

The ladies ! Desmond's jaw clenched 
suddenly at the thought. 

"Give us your hand, me lad." 
Breathing heavily, Desmond reeled 

up and stood leaning against the wall, 
while O'Sullivan e)'ed him with a 
keenly troubled look. 

"Didn't I say that Balderson would 
be tearing things up-if he cut loose ?" 
gasped Desrnond. "Now that he's 
loose he's a bloody maniac f'' 

The fiddler sadly shook his head. 
" It's little we can do, sir. Sure, the 
banshee was in that fiddle o' mine last 
night ! Will ye let me have a look at 
the wound " 
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"Leave be, Michael Terence." De�
mond straightened up and stood erect. 
"I think I can walk a bit now. Stick 
your head out the door and see how 
the land lies !'' 

O' Sullivan opened the door into the 
passage and reconnoitered. Desmond, 
testing his strength, staggered across 

. to the bunks, clinging there for a mo
ment. He then reached into his newly 
purchased overcoat, which had been 
flung into the top bunk ; from among 
the packages of bank notes that dis
tended the pockets he drew forth an 
automatic. O'Sullivan had the pistol 
taken from the fiddle case. 

Desmond had removed the bank 
notes, fearing lest the box be stolen or 
opened by the customs people at Tou
rane. This act, it  now appeared, had 
precipitated the crisis between Balder
son and the Manchus, and Desmond 
thanked his stars for the inspiration. 

"All clear, sir !" reported the fiddler 
from the doorwav. "If  we could be 

... 

reachin' the cabins now and set the 
ladies free, we could do l ike we done 
aboard the schooner " 

"Luck never repeats, me I�d," and 
Desmond shook his head. "Still ,  let's 
be havin' a try at it. No doubt they,re 
all up for'ard, cleaning out the China
men. In that case, \\·e might have a 
fight in� chance." 

Between thcrn they emptied the little 
flask, and then, leaning upon o�sulti
van, Desmond left the cabin. They had 
but a few steps to go in order to reach 
the cabin presumably occupied by Rose
monde and Dona Julianat but those few 

� 

steps were an agony of to1n1ent for 
Desmond , who felt the strength ebbing 
out o f  him at each moment. 

Desmond leaned against the wall, 
resting, as O'Sul livan stepped forward 
to open the closed door of the cabin. 
As he touched it, however, it was sud
denly flung open from within, and one 
of Balderson's men appeared before 
them. At · the same instant Desmond 

heard feet on the companion ladder 
and the rumble of Balderson's voice. 
Caught taken in front and rear ! 

The fiddler flung himself forwar<f 
bodily ; he did not dare to fire because 
of Rosemonde and Dona Juliana, who 
appeared tied in chairs beyond the door
way. The man facing them uttered a 
wild cry at sight of  Desmond's terrible 
figure, then reeled backward as O'Sul
livan flung him aside and bore him 
down. The two men crashed to the 
floor. 

HAt 'em, King !" bellowed Balderson 
furiously. 

Desmond gained the cabin doorway, 
but lacked the strength to get farther 
and to close the door.. He turned, see
ing Balderson and King charging down 
the passage at him. Li fting his auto
matic, he fired point-blank. 

To his dismay, the shot failed to 
stop Balderson. That huge viking fig
ure came upon him with a roar, and 
he felt hitnself gripped in those mighty 
arms, while Balderson grinned into his 
face. His weapon was held against his 
side, useless. 

Over Balderson's shoulder he had a 
terrible vision of King plunging upon 
O'Sullivan with ready knife, then he 
heard the fiddler's shrill voice : 

"I'l l  hold 'em, sir ! Get the big man 
now·--" 

But Balderso11, grinning, was crush
ing the l ife out of hitn. Desmond was 
going limp, whm he heard the voice 
of Rosemonde piercing his darkening 
senses. What she cried out was lost, 
but her voice wakened him. He fired 
downward, and the bullet carried King 
off his feet yet not before King's knife 
had plunged home. 

Inch by inch Desmond worked his 
left arrn loose. Balderson's strength 
seetned to be suddenly weakening. 
With a burst Desmond f{eed his left 
hand and seized that wild yellow beard. 
A last frightful effort that seemed to 
call up all the flickering life within him, 
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and he jerked back Balderson's bead. 
His right hand came free, and he fired. 

His last m�mory was of O'Sullivan 
coughing terribly. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

FAIR SAILING. 

EN Desmond came to himself he 
was lying upon the deck of the 

schooner in the morning sunlight, Dofia 
Juliana holding his hand, her hot tea_rs 
falling on his palm. 

He had a brief -glimpse of Rose
monde, a weapon in her hand, order
ing two frightened yellow men about ; 
then he asked weakly for the fiddler. 

"He he is gone," responded Juliana, 
sobbing. "His last words were for 
you--, 

Desmond closed his eyes for a mo
ment, heartsick. Then a shadow fell 
across his face, and he looked up again 
to see Rosemonde kneeling beside him. 

A strange wonder filled him at sight 
of her tear-wet face, for in it there 
was a great tenderness and love, and 
her fingers that touched his hand were 
trembling. 

''What is it, fairy mistress ?" asked 
Desmond faintly. 

HGet those dressings, dear., Rose-
monde looked at Juliana, and the latter 
rose to her feet with a sob. "We'll have 
to stop the bleeding at once. Don't 
be afraid of those yellow curs ; they'll 
obey." 

Desmond smiled as Rosetnonde bent 
over him. 

. .  Praise be !" he uttered. "It's all 
right you are, me dear love I And ye'll 
not be sayin' more about Juliana yon
der ?', 

'40h, hush, hush !" implored Rose
monde. "And to think that you didn't 
know all the time. But no wonder you 
did not, for she only told me that night 
at the Residence -" 

"Know what, fairy mistress ?" 
"That she thought you loved her

and pitied you, because she loved a 
Spaniard there in Manila and " 

HThunder o' Finn !" ejaculated Des
mond, a sudden light of comprehension 
flooding upon his brain. His i t  tellin' 
me the truth you are, Rosemonde ? And 
listen now ye'll not turn away from 
me any more a , 

She bent above him, tears upon her 
cheeks. 

"Only live, please live !" she cried, 
choking. "Oh I didn't think you 
would ever come back to yoursel f Jong 
enough for me to tell Y<* all my heart 
. , 18-

" Praise be !" said Desmond, folding 
his fingers upon hers. ''Prarse be, me 
dear love ! They couldn't kill me • 

now. And we'll go to America, you 
and I, and there we'll begin to live, 
fairy mist ress " 

Rosemonde, at the new .life in his 
voice and the glory in his eyes, smiled, 
and bowed her lips to his. 

THE END. 



RT T ANNOUNCE NTl 
UE to the fact that most oi our • 

bovs in unifonn ha� secured -
their disch arges or are about to 

be mustered out, the officer oond11ct itl§' 
this department has infot,neci u s  that 
he �lieves that it wil l not be necessary 
to continue it i n  THE THULL BooK. 
In the future all letters received from 
our soldier readers \Vtll ·be answer-ed 
personally, and, although the ans·wers 
will not be published in the magazine, 
we wish to stat� that �xactly the same 
kind of services \\,11 be r�n<kred the 
individual .  If you ·desire to l'"llow any
thing abot1t military or naval matters 
relating to your personal -case, you can 
still feel at  l iberty to address .a com
municatian to thi s  departrnent, and it 
will be referred to the fortner officer, 
who has conducted it so successfully, 
and he \\till take your case in hand and 
answer it di rect1v. 

,., 

We w ish to call the attention of our 
soldier and sa ilor readers to the fact 

I 

that this department has stood for three 
things. First -ocf aD, �t has patiently out
lined what it coasidered was the ideal 
of every man in 1tnifom1, and in a series 
of arti cles has pointed out the unwaver
ing sincerity an4 manliness of every 
man who ga� ap all be posgessed to 
defend his couatry. 

Secondly, this department bas fought 

faithfully to seot�re an adequate .extra 
payment for the discha rged soldier. It 
has not specified any certain amount, 
nor has it !been conti!nted with the sixty 
dollars already given. It  stands for 
a �ommon-sense, reasonab�, and grate
ful payment of money on the ,part of 
our government �·hen it sends a man 
out into the world without a position, 
and often with very little money in his 
pocket. The amount of un�mployment 
to-day is quite appalling. The rovern

coukl very easily combat this �vil 
through the medium of its discharged 
men, and not otlly stabil ize the eco
nomic situation, -bttt also bring happi
ness to their families. 

Thirdly, th is departr·nent has ren
dered its services to many hundreds of 
n1en, both through the public ity of its 
columns and by personal letters. Our 
one regret is  that we could not print 
ev�ry communication that came i nto 
ou r hands. Over t\\�o-thi rds of them 
\vere confidential and detnanded inti
mate replies. The remaining third we 
have printed. 

We wish to thank our readers for 
their appreciation of our eft'orts, and 
i f  at any t ime in the fmare it is neces

sary to install this &pa1trnent again, 
rest assure4 that we will 4o so. 

TIIE EDITOR. 



HTbe «et.rchllgbt splutterMI. and then a long 
w blte pell('il of flgbt sbot out over the water. I t  
wav�r�, aDd sank to a point beside the bow of 
the ooat. I t  showed nothing. The bow wave 
roaw rductantly aod trav('led but a l ittle distance 
befort� lt subsid� Into l�vel 8('8. Tb�r� wer(• no 
waves. Tbe wat<• r was c.�alm as a n  in la nd 
lake. . . . Tb� movement of the ya�bt bfl
came slower and Rlower as It  gradually checked 
i n  its sweep ttl rough the wa ter. Tbe throbbing 
or tb� �oglot•s grew louder as tbey labort>d with lncrf)ft�lng €-tl'ort to mast�r th� myst�rlous T H I NG t hat was lloldiDg tbt>m haek. The boat was barely 
<'f'eepi ng now. 1 t  se�m� to be struggling against 
some invisible force that grip�d gfl'ntly but re· 
IeoUf'ssly ; RQm� lnt:lnit�ly patient force tbat from 
tbe Vtlry patirncc of its  operation was tb� more 
Pvld{'n t ly in()IOrable. The enJCine-s wert' working 
in panic�strlek�n tE'mpo DfJW. Tbe <)bt()t •'nrlne�r had given thE-m all the steam tbey would tak@. and 
tbe propellers tbraRb�d the water migbtl ly, but 
tb� ablp slow�d. elow<-•. At last l t  was stlU. 
wJalle tbe engtn�s seemf.'d to be trying to r�ck 
tb�mselves to pi"e" In tbelr terrlOe attempt to drive the sbtp against the T H I NG that held tt 
ba<"k. The ea ptaln watch�d wit h a s�t fa("e, 
then ordf'r�d tb� engines revP.rsed. There was 
a a taRtant's pa oAe, and tbe propellers took up 
their t b raHh1 ng or the wa tf'r again. For a mo· mMt tt  �med tbat tbPY weuld bavP som� (lotf�t. 
'rhe J&cbt sb hertd and ••vNI sllgbt1y bftckward, 
but then stop� agaill with the 8ame soft gentl� 
.• .,. . . . 

HERE they were, a yacht stalled 
at sea with no visible cause of  
it all. Without doubt Murray 

Leinster wrote one of the most inter
esting yarns in his whole life when he 
completed "The Silver Menace," which 

- -

\\·il l  appear in the September 1 st issue 
of THE THRILL BooK. To those read
ers who enjoyed his .,A Thousand De
grees Below Zero," in the July 15th 
number, this story will come as a wel
come surprise. Murray Leinster is one 
of the most interesting writers in the 
game. He is not an old man, either. 
He is a serious and never-tiring student 
of science, and you can always feel 
that what he says is true, no matter how 
startling or curious he appears at times. 
He appeals to us for the simple reason 
that he is utterly unlike any other 
author whom we have read. His stories 
are . new, invigorating, and absolutely 
thrilling from beginning to end. He 
never repeats ; he never lags. He works 
over a plot until he knows it by heart 
long before he ever puts his pen to 
paper. The result is that he handles 
the complex situations which he pre-

. sents in a manner that defies imitation. 
Not only were we convinced that his 
work stood out in a marked fashion 
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when we first read it, but the many 
letters we have �ceived since the ap
pearance of -�A Thousand Degrees Be
low Zero" cinched the proposition. 
Here is a writer who will stand watch
ing. If there is any bit of fiction as 
unusual and bizarre as "The Silver 
�1enace" we have vet to read it. 

, 

AMONG the short stories in the 
forthcoming issue of THE THRILL 

BooK, on the ne\vs stands September 
I st, we find it difficult to pick the best. 
Rather than do that we will run over 
the list, giving you the characteristics 
of each and let you do the choosi ng for 
yoursel f. "The \\tires Are Down , " by 
Lillian Beynon Thomas, is a curious 
ghost story of a little railroad station , 

not the least bit in the vein of other 
ghost stories. "Fragments," by T od 
Robbins, is a brief little tale with an 
odd plot. "The Unexpected Happens, "  

by Junius B. Smith, contains a sur
prise at the ending that will defy any 
reader's solution until he has completed 
it. uThe Mystery Do\vnstairs/' hy 
Francisco Curtiss well, to �ay anyth ing 
would be to let the cat out o f  the bag. 
I f  you can tell us of any weird yarn 
that equals this one appearing in any 
other n1agazine this year we will be glad 
to hear o £  it. ''Burnt Bridges," by 
Clarence L. Andrews, is an out-and-out 
psychic tale \\· ith a surprise ending. 
"The Ghost o f  Chaacmol," by Anthony 
J. Lorenz, is laid in 'l ucatan. There 
are t\\'O or three more, all unique and 
curiously different from the averace 
run of fiction in American magaz ines. 

THE Heads of Cerberus," by Fran-
cis Stevens, begins in this issue. 

I f  you miss read in� it you are going 
to cut out of your l i fe some of the · 
keen�st enjoyment you will ever know. 
Not only has the author taken a plot 
that literally smashes all precedents , but 
in addition has contributed a new ro-

rnance to literature which will stand 
well beside the works of Dumas or any 
other famous writer of unusual adven
tures. Write to us and tell us what you 
think about it. 

Work and Play. 
0 be able to work and to succeed 

wt must depend upon the physical 
man. I f  this fails us at the critical 
moment what good are any other qual-
ities we possess ? 

· 

It takes so little time to keep in good 
health . The most rudin1entary exer
cises i £  consistently followed produce 
surprising results . I have found tha t 
a good stiff walk in the morning is 
an excellent thing. I think that a man 
is wise

. 
to havf! hi�  home conveniently 

near h1s place of business so that he 
can walk to and fro each day. 

It is a simple matter to arrange. This 
does not n1ean that we need to live 
around the corner from our offices. To 
find hon1es in business local ities is a 
difficult matter and to live so close 
means little or no exercise. A common

sense distance is about a mile and a 
hal f. 

If a man walks double this distance, 
six t imes a week at a brisk pace, he 
covers eighteen n1iles. I t  i s  not the 
mileage that counts ; it is the regula rity 
and energy. 

To the person who sits all day at 
a desk a proportionate amount of ex
ercise is essential i f  future health is to 
be considered. The trouble with most 
of the advice on this subject is the pre
scribing 6£ idl e fot1ns that r�ui re im
mense concentration demanding the 
maximum of effort. 

Exercise i s  only needed i n  regular, 
consistent doses. The early-morning 
plunge i s  a fot1n of exercise, if taken 
�egularly. A short moment or two 
given over to cali sthenics b�fore break
fast and the walk a fterward is a com
binlftion not easily beaten. Of course 
there are those who need more. Each 
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individual should adapt these things to 
his needs. Study yourself. 

Your body is perfect during the ado
lescent years. Isn't it a pity that as 
age steals upon us the lines appear and 
we become flesh-y ? 

Especially those of us doomed to 
spend our days at a cold desk ? This 
can be - largely done away with by a 
little care. 

Do not map out for yourself a long 
system of things to do. Let your exer
cise become the regular item in the 
day's routine that sleeping is, for ex
ample. 

Many of us make the mistake of liv
ing beyond our stre11gth. I take it for 
granted that you are anxious to succeed 
otherwise you wouldn't be reading thes� 
pages. Are you staying up late at night 
when you realize that your system will 
not stand the strain ? Are you eating 
a lot of foolish things that give you 
headaches and leave you half-hearted 
on the following morning ? Do you in
dulge in enormous lunches ? Do you 
let your holidays pass without a trip 
to the country or to the outside world 
where you can get a contrast to your 
narrow life, and get some of the fresh 
air into your lungs ? These things, i f  
you do them, are merely habits. They 
are easy to correct. Stop now. I am 
not going to waste your time and mine 
by prescribing a lot of corrections ; I 
am merely pointing the way the wind 
blows. I f  you are wise you will come 
to this issue like a man and conquer 
your weaknesses. 

If  you are the average fetlow, I know 
you are slipping into ruts already. As 
an answer to this I would like to call 
your attention to some of the clerks 
ih your office. Take the ones around 
forty. Are they physical specimens 
of  joy ? 

In order to get ahead we must have 
energy and health. You can develop 
both by the simplest methods iD:lagina-

·-

ble. Take the material at hand and 
go to it. Start to-day by walking home. 
Come to the office in the same way 
to-morrow. I f  you take an early-morn
ing bath, and do not eat too large a 
breakfastr I will bet all that I own that 
you will notice the difference at once. 

I would be furious myself i f  some 
one were to outline a system of exer
cise for me that took a lot of valuable 
time and by which I achieved nothing. 
I make every hour live. A day without 
something done is a day lost. That is  
why I am giving you only the simplest 
fortns. If  you care to take other for1ns 
of  exercise, you can attend a gymna
sium. I know of a very successful man 
-. a writer who gives an hour each 
afternoon to strenuous gymnastic prac ... 
tic e. He is splendid. I have found 
that a simpler form does for me. In 
all honesty, only a smalJ proportion of 
us will do this sort of thing. I have, 
in  consequence, adapted my exercise to 
my personal ity. That is what you 
should do. 

What I wish to lay stress on here is 
the danger of taking too little exercise 
or none at all. Do something with 
your muscles. Keep your liver in 
health. Don't crowd your poor over
worked stomach beyond its limit. 

The life of Roosevelt is one that is  
a living example of all that a person 
can do, i f  he on1y has a will. I offer 
in contrast the life of Wilson, where 
the scholar has kept himself in trim 
by the s.imptest exercise in the world. 
Each is  a lamp to guide us by. Each 
one utterly different from the other. 
Both conclude my argument. That is, 

�dapt your exercise to your personal
tty. 

Often I stand on the corners and 
watch the crowds trying to get on the 
cross-town cars. One day I followed 
them and found the poor, deluded peo
ple often waited fi fteen minutes for a 
car that only took thern about six 
blocks. Think of the time wastecl in 
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which they might have been stretching 
their cramped and tired rnuscles. 

Letters from Our Readers. 
To t� Editor Qj THE THRtLL BooK. 

Why is it that the majority of magazines 
seem bent on gorging their readers with the 

same old literary fodder year in, year out ? 
Is it that they do not credit the writers with 
the brains to do anything else ? Are they 
blind to the hunger of thousands of reade rs 

for stories of something beside SEX; twad
dling love affairs, adventure. and detective 
impossibilities?  Why is it that most editors 

seem afraid of death in a tale ? Why do they 
shrink so from a "bad, ending ? Why must 
good always triumph over eyil, when in 
actual existence it is wit and strength that 
outstrip stupidity and feebleness ? Why do 
editors want stories that conclude \Vith a silly
pretty tinkle of wedding bells ; storie� that 
tra-la-la inanely from first line to last ? Why 
cantt a poor devil of a writer try to tell 
things as he sees thenl ? Why all the ding
dinged camouflage ? Why But 0 Lord I 
What's the use ? 

I s  it the fault of the magazine editors ? 
Are the writers to blame ? 
Is the GREAT AND I NTELLECTUAL 

A MERICAN PU BLIC guilty ? 
Are readers, writers, and editors all re

sponsibJe ? 
I shrug my shoulders Gallical Jy. 
Perhaps the shining career of T HE THRILL 

,BooK will tell us. A11 I can say is, that as a 
·newspaper man and a contributor of  short 
stories and occasional verse to the current 
periodicals, I know there are scores of 
wri ters, old and young, who are more than 
eager for a chance to create something be ... 

sides the gush they write so disgu�tedly. And 
'I am convinced there are thousands o f  rtad
ers who wilJ relish the work of men and 
women unhampered by the restrictions im
posed on writers by the more conservative 

• 

magaztnes. 
THE TRJHt.L BooK is not seeking to be 

freakish, nor does it want to introduce futur
istic styles of literature. There are enough 
radical publications working for such revo .. 

lutionary ideals now. As I see it, the mis
sion of &lF. THRn,L BooK is to print goo<L 
stout, rea · stic work. enhanced, mayhap_ with 
a touch of the fanciful or the bizarre. Long 
live the uew periodical ! 

With so powerful an organization as the 
Street & Smith people back of it, there is  no 
reason why the new magazine cannot · get the 
best material there is. Who knows ? 
Through its brave policy TnE THRILL BooK 
may discover �other Edgar Allan l>oe, an ... 

other Ambrose Bierce, another J ack London. 
Pick up any Engli sh or French publication 

and see how distinctive the work of the 
authors . Why ? Have American writers Jess 
originality ? It is foolish to think so. Sin-

cerely, AUGVSTIN 1.-AIIDY. 
New York City. 

THE THRILL BooK :  I received your THRILL 
BooK as per my request, and am forwarding 
you money in payment for same. I find 
THE THJULL BooK a very extraordinary little 
magazine and in a class all by itself, which I 
can gladly say makes i t  worth reading. for 
there really is a thrill in every little story. I 
always prekr an exciting story that bears on 
everyday lif�. Yours for THE THRILL BooK. 
I am yours trnly, 

PaivATE EMILE RoussEAU. 
610 Chelmsford Street. Lowell, 1lass. 

To TBE EDITOi : Let me say here and now 
that I think THE THRILL BooK is the greatest 
thing of its kind that America h�s ever 
known. Not only has i t  start�d out to do 
something in a big, national way, but it has 
succeeded, even beyond my hopes . .. I con
gratulate yott. In the July I st number you 
had tnore unusual and startling fiction than I 
have evtr read in an the othtr magaJines put 
together. "Why sbouldn•t I praise you ? I 
am glad to give credit where credit is 4t,ae. I f  
you continue at the rate you are going, you 
are going to produce something that will be
come a pennanent American instittJtion a 
real magazine. Sincerely, 

A. C. TUJND. 
37 Harvard Street, Arlington, Mass. 

DEAR Srl : I enjoyed "Down the Coast 
of Shadows" tip top-but I enjoy the 
entire magazine, every issue, and feel that 
it must succeed because of its unusual and 
thoroughly interesting stand in the way of  
fiction. Very truly, 

]. HAKPrON BISHOP. 
Long Pine, Neb. 

DEAR MR. EDITOR : Please let me con ... 
gratulate you on the wonderful success of 
THE THRILL BooK, resulting in its in
creased si!e. 

A FAMOUS LttERAllY AGENT. 
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In1agine We thrill these words g-ave 1\Ir. Ferdinand Hohnhorst, of Co·dngton , Ky., as he stom� 011 a crb\�led street, watching the great Pt:<1.ce }!araLle, when 1\Ieyer's ?\Ii litary Hand � 
ca1ne swinging along playing his song, "Uncle Sam, the Peaceful Fighting Man." Hut let 

I him tell his story in his own words::- , 
Chester Music Company, 

Chica�ro, DJ. 
Covington, Ky. 
1941 Augustine St. 

"Gentlemen:-My song entitled 'Uncle Sam the Peaceful Fi�rhting Man' that your Mr. Fried· 
man compo�ed and arrangea for me, n making a ereat hit. In the Peace Parade at Latonia, Ky., 
Me)'cr'l Military Band played my song three ti-P.es, and we have now had it arranged for orchestras 
a.nd quartettes, and it is making a �rood impreaaion everywhere. The Vocah:tyle Music Company, 
Cincinnati, Ohio, a concern m&nufa<:turing Mwic Rolls for p)ayer pianos, has taken up my song, 
and �a.a already sold over a thousand of these rolls in Cincinnati alone, and are p]acing them in 
their bulletin for April, which will ro to all the . different cities • ,.My aona- also hu made a decided hit among school children, and has been 

Leo Friedm.&n 

introduced into several of the Cincinnati Schools. Thanking you most kindly 
for the set'Yices you have rendered me, I remain, Yours very truly, 

(Signed) Ferdinand Hohnhorst." 

L F • d Q C 0 whom Mr. Hohnhorst speal;:s so eo rle man, ur omp ser enthusiastically nbout. is one of 
America's most gifted composers and the author of many great song hits. Among 
his great successes are .. Meet Me Toni�rht in Dreamland•" the sales of which reac·hct.l 
the enormOP,S total of more than two million copies. Others that reached into the mmion 
cJass were ' Let Me Call You Sweetheart" and "When I Dream of Old Erin". Mr. Fried
man ·writes music to words, thnt cause them to fairly throb with feeling- and musical 
charm. He has been styled "Amel'ica's Favorite Composer, '' and properly so. for his 
melodies have reached the hearts of millions of the American. people. and made them sing, 

Why Don't YOU Write the Words for a Song 
and Submit Your Poem to Us ? 

• 

' 
• 
( 

. . 

\ t l 
I 
) • '• 

We WTite the music and guarantee Publisher's 
acceptance. St1bmit us poems on Patriotism, Love 
or any other subject. 

I CHESTER MUSIC �OMP ANY • i 
Suite 2;32, 920 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Attach it to the coupon and mail it to ua, without 
delay. You never know what you can do, 'til 
you try. 

Make a Start Today 
CHESTER MUSIC COMPANY 

Gentlemen:-Enclosed find poem entitled 
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