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CROSS a wind-swept sea of sage
and bunch-grass two men were
riding. One, far in the lead,
rode boldly and topped the

gentle rises of undulating plain at a swing-
ing lope. The other kept well to the rear
and sought the screen of willows that bor-
dered occasional gullies, and waited in shal-
low coulées to avoid being seen by the man
riding ahead.

The broad, flat land was bathed in a rosy
glow——harbmger of the prairie twilight. In
the clear, high skies above the mountains in
the west the sunset flung crimson banners.
The wind carried the tang of earth swelling
in the warmth of late Spring and prairie-
cactus flowers splashed the open spaces with
colorful blooms.

The first rider, who-had been heading due
north, suddenly shifted his course to the
west and the man following dropped behind
a rise of ground and dismounted. He
loosened the cinch of the saddle and allowed
his horse to graze at will upon the rich grass
while he rolled a cigaret and lighted it.

“Just my luck to have a job hung on me
with a long ride like this,” he muttered, to
himself with an oath.

He climbed the rise and from the vantage-

Copyright, 1921, by The Ridgway Company inthe U: u.'u@@mwm‘samglﬁ Al rights reserved. 3’

point on its crest watched the first rider
cross a Jong flat, disappear in the shadows of

-some rolling ground beyond, and come into

sight again as he reached a broad sweep of
tableland at the edge of which a barbed-
wire fence formed a barrier. As the rider
leaned from his horse to open the gate the
man who was watching turned back to his
horse and lay down upon the grass behind
the protecting swell of ground.

“Ridin’, trailin’, stallin’—”’ The man
swore again.

Daniel Holmes urged his horse through

the gate, closed it, and rode to the little two-

room ranch-house flanked by a small field
of growing grain.

He turned in his saddle and for long
moments searched the distances to the east-
ward and southward from whence he had
come. The man’s face was seamed and
lined and weather-beaten; the hair beneath
the broad-brimmed hat was gray; in the
man’s eyes was a deep, brooding look of
worry

“Hello there, dad!”

The man whirled his mount and waved
to the tall, stalwart youth in the doorway
of the little house. He tossed a package of
papers toward him and rode behind the
house to the barn in front of the corrals,
where he put up his horse.

]

!
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4 Adventure

“Vhen he entered the house the youth was
standing by the stove in the kitchen.

“Beans again tonight, dad; is that all the
m:il there was—just papers?”’

“That's all, Stuart,” replied Daniel
Holmes. The look of worry in the man’s
cyves changed to one of pride and satisfac-
tion as he gazed at his son.

Stuart Holmes was a perfect product of
outdoor life. Clcan-limbed, clean-featured,
and clcan-thinking, his had been the early-
life expericnce which makes real men. Like
his father he was inclined to be blond, with
clear and {orceful countenance; eyes as gray
as the sky at carly dawn and with-a gaze
that never wavered. There was a healthy
glow of tan on his skin and a stubble of
beard on his square chin. Every move-
ment was onc of poise and grace and
strength.

But it was the eyes which held his father’s
gaze. In their depths shone the fire of

youthful vigor, a glint of humor, and a’

subtle, drcamy quality that reminded
Danicl Holmes of the litfle woman who had
mothered this man.

“Stuart, step out here a minute,” said the
father.

The younger man turned from the stove
with a whimsical smile and the pair walked
to the little space between the rear of the
house and the barn.

“ub your left eye with your right hand,
son,” instructed Daniel as he picked up a
sm:il picce of wood from the ground.

Stuart obeyed without hesitation.

‘J hie father threw the piece of wood into
the air.

“Now!” he called sharply.

The voung man’s right hand darted down

and almost instantly there was a loud re-

port and the bit of wood was sent spinning
toward the corrals.

“Well done, son,” said Danicl as Stuart
replaced the smoking forty-four in the
black sheath that hung low on his right
thigh. “You ain’t misscd from any sort of
start in almost a month now.”

They returned to the kitchen.

While his father was washing at the
bench just outside the rear door the young
man piaced the supper on a table near the
stove, under a  window, and lichted a
lamp.

They ate in silence, as 1s the custom on
the ranges; but when they had finished and
thc old man had lighted his pipe and

Stuart had cleared the table and rolled a
cigaret, the younger man spoke:

“Dad, I’ve been wondering why it is you
go over to Choute for the mail and our
supplies instead of going down to Pondera.
The narrow-gage is down at Pondera and it
isn’t anywhere’s near as far as over to
Choute.”

“I have my reasons, son.” -

“That’s the answer.I get to all my
questions, dad,” the youth complained in
his deep, resonant voice that was, neverthe-
less, pleasing and musical.

“Well, son, that’s about the best answer
I can give you—now.”

“Dad, this thing has sure got to come to a
showdown some time. There's something
that’s been worrying you—I can sce that.
And there’s something sort of mysterious in
the way we have lived licre and worked since
mother died two vears ago.”

“The Winter killed her and— By
Daniel Holmes brought his fist down upon
the table savagely. “She couldn’t stand
this cold. Forty Dbelow that Winter! I
might have knowed it and "

“Dad, we didn’t have to stay here in the
first place, did we?”’ Stuart broke in.

“I’ve homesteaded this, son.”

“But dad, we could homestead in Texas.”

His father was silent.

“Dad, why did we leave Texas?”

The old man rose, knocked the ashes out
of his pipe into the hearth, and began to

1

pace back and forth across the little
room.
“Son,” he said, after a hit, “some day

I'm going to tell you the whole story, an’
maybe it'll be sooner than vou think.”

“I'm thinking now would be as good
a time as any, dad. T can’t help heing
puzzled why you brought mother and T up
here to Montana when you came up with
the cattle for the C Bar, why we run what
little stock we've got so close, why vou go on
a long trail for our mail and supplies, why
we ﬁl'l\ul here in the first pl‘u and \\hv
we stay here now, why vou take those \pclls
when vou go up on th butte and look
around.  Why! T've séen vou up  there
gazing cast and south for lmun as il you
were looking for some one or

The voung man stopped his discourse
suddenly.

“I forgot, dad,” he resumed gently;
because of mother "

“Perhaps, perhaps,” said Daniel Holmes.

“Is it
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The Man from Pondera 7

“What’s the matter,
asked Stuart.-

“Long time—since I've—ridden that
bard,” replied Daniej.

He was still leaning forward in the
saddle. .

“Dad!” cried Stuart sharply. “You're

not hurt!”

E continued up the ridge. As they
' emerged from the few scrub pines
near the top and at last gained the crest,
Daniel slipped from his saddle and fell
heavily to the ground.

Stuart dismounted in a twinkling, but
before he could reach his father’s side the
old man had staggered to his feet.

“Dad, you’re hurt;” said Stuart as he put
his arm about his father to support him.
“Why didn’t you tell me? Here, sit down,
dad, sit down.”

Daniel was breathing heavily.

“It’s—the ride, I— I guess,” he faltered.
“I'm gettin’ old an’ I've got a crick in my
side.”

Stuart dropped upon his knees and as he
began to open the old man’s shirt he cried
out. He lighted a match hastily and
examined the shirt; and when he put his
hand inside it against his father’s side the
hand came away with blood upon it.

“Dad,” he said brokenly; “you’ve been

dad—winded?”

)
DANIEL dug in his spurs and they

shot. They hit you. Why didn’t you tell
me? We could have stopped down the
creek.”

And then Stuart did something that was
unusual for him despite the fact that he
was range born and bred—he swore fear-

“Maybe it ain’t very bad, son; I've been
shot before,” said Daniel, who had lain
back upon the grass.

Stuart had ceased swearing. He went
for his horse.

“One thing is sure, dad; whocver is re-
sponsible for all this is sure going to get a
receipt for it.. I'll be back in a half-
minute.”

He swung into the saddle and made his
way down the slope to the stream. IHere
he soaked the blue silk scarf he had worn
about his neck and his big handkerchief in
the cool mountain waters.

Guiding his horse back up the ridge, he
washed the ugly wound in his father’s side,
compelling the old man to hold burning

matches so that he could sce to do the work.
When the cold water with which the hand-
kerchief  was  soaked had  apparently
stanched the flow of blood he bound the
wound with his scarl and also tied over it
the scarf his father had worn.

“Now, dad,” he said when he had finished,
“there’s a stray band of Blackfect camped
down the line 2 picce—maybe two miles
south of here. Let's try and make it down
there.”

“Maybe we'd better—wait—until morn-
ing—son,” said Danicl, again Dbreathing
heavily.

A sob rose to the boyv's throat., He knew
what this request of his father’s meant.
The old man was too badly hurt to travel.
Stuart mentally condemned himself for

- having made the suggestion as he thought

again of the sight of the blood welling from
the wound in his father's side.

“All right, dad, we'll hang up down by
the stream until morning.” Stuart tried to
speak cheerfully; but in his heart was a

-growing fcar.

“Thisll be all right up here, son,” said
Daniel; “if you'll just move me so’s I can
get my back up against that stub—pine—
over there.”

Stuart carried the old man as gently as
he could to where he could lean against the
trunk of a single gnarled and twisted pine
that stood a silent sentinel on the crest of
the ridge.

Then he went down to the stream afoot
and returned with his hat filled with water. |

“Drink some of this, dad; it’ll {reshen
you up.”

His father drank and then pointed a long
arm toward the vast starlit distances cast-
ward.  The boy looked and pressed his
lips into a fine white linc.

At a point which must have marked the
eaxtern boundary of the tableland appeared
a raddy giow which steadily became brighter
until the night <kics were shot with crimson.

“The ranch!™ gasped Swuart. “They’ve
fired the house!™

111

THROUGIT the night Daniel
Holmes talked and raved by turns
I moments and periods of

Yo

va

in lucid
delirium caused by the fever from  his
wound. Stuart bathed his father’s brow
with cold water brought from the stream
below and eased him as much as possible
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by getting him to lie his full length with
Stuart’s coat pillowed under his head and
the saddle-blankets over him to protect him
irom the chill of the prairie wind.

“It was a man caused us to leave Texas,”
said Daniel; “a rat and a snake if ever
there wasone. ... Icame on yourmother’s
aceount or I would have tried to kill him.
She didn’t want trouble. So I came away
and brought vou and her when we drove
the cattle up for Uncle Jim of the C Bar—
good man, Uncle Jim—And the Winter
killed her It was his fault—the snake!

“Your mother allers liked the land—
wanted to farm an’ so I took that place
cown there. And after she died I kept
it because I thought that’s what she would
want me to do. Don’t you think that’s
what she would ’ave wanted, son?”

“Yes, dad,” answered Stuart softly; “you
did just right.”

“I bought the lumber for the house from
Uncle Jim—He sold me the cattle—They
was paid for, Stuart, every cent—And we
was doin’ well an’ she liked it—But I allers
had an idec that snake from the Brazos
country would get up here. And then she
died an’ I hoped he’d come—hoped, an’
hoped, an’ hoped!

“That’s why I taught you the gun-play,
son.... So’s if he got me you’d be able
to take care of yourself—an’ maybe put a
bullet into him. He descrves it—an’ he’s
a coward an’ tricky an’ mean as a scorpion
an’——

“Listen! They’re coming! Where’s that
sack, Joe; where’s the cash "

The old man tried to rise to his feet in
the delirium which suddenly had seized
him

Stuart held him down and tried to soothe ~

him with soft words and applications of
cold water to his temples.

¢ Migucel, vo're a dirty, stinking liar
an’ you get no share o’ this plunder.
Twenty thousand an’ you don’t get a red.
Why don't ve go for vere gun, Miguel?
Why don't ye draw?”

Danicl became silent and save for the
puthng of the lips and muttering Stuart
would have believed him asleep.  Soon he
cpened his eves and asked for water.
Stuart gave it to him.

“Who is this man?” asked Stuart in per-
suasive tones.

The father waved a hand feebly.

“All in time, son; all in time—Two years

ago when I was in Choute I heard of a
man who was in Sun River who answered
his description. I went over there, remem-
ber? But he had left—Then I heard of
another down in Pondera who came there
when they put in the sheep-sheds—I went
down but didn’t see him. That's why I
didn’t want you to go over there, son—
Because he's never seen you an’ I didn’t
want him to get a look at you an’ mix you
up in this thing till I'd had a chance at him.

“I was quite a hand with my gun in my
day—None much faster or surer—I wanted
a chance at him—Knew he didn’t know
just where I was up here—That gave me a
advantage—An’ his not knowing vou left
you in the clear—I didn’t- want to saddle
none o’ my troubles on you, lad. I was
ready to tell yvou a dozen times but the
words just wouldn’t come out—Was ’fraid
you wouldn’t understand my part in the
business down in Texas. I never stole a
dollar nor harmed an innocent man in my
life, son, 'member that ”?

Again the delirium overcame him and he
raved wildly while Stuart sought to calm
him.

“Twenty thousand!” shouted Daniel.
“You say I robbed the bank, Miguel? I
robbed it? Just tech that money, Miguel—
try teching the sack! You o’nery greaser,
why don’t you draw?"”

When the delusion had passed the old
man became quiet. For some time he
slept.  Stuart went for more water. When
he returned his father was staring at the
star-flecked heavens and mumbling.

“Martha —? Martha —? Yes,
here——"

Stuart held some water to the wounded
man’s lips, lifting his head on his arm so
that he could sip the cooling draft.

“What did vou say that man's name
was, dad?” pleaded the youth. “What
docs he look like?”

“That you, Stuart> He's a snake—A
rustler and a killer by whatever means he
can—I wasn’t sure he was up here till last
night—That shot through the window and
what the man left was the siegnal.”

The old man fumbled at his <hirt pocket
and then resumed:

“I thought once or twice T saw some one
follering me vesterday—He wouldn’t even
wait for me to answer afier he left the
sign—Came a-running—'Fraid of me an’
with good reason. Listen, son—

I'm
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prairie, unsaddled his horse, and lay down
upon the soft buneh-grass with the saddle
and saddle-blanket for a pillow. Overhead
the stars that he loved hung in clusters in
the purple arch of night and the prairie
wind breathed in the grasses.

The young man felt a thickening of the
throat as he thought of his father, asleep on
the ridge where the lone pine held sentinel.
And as he lay there with his thoughts
something in his being knitted into the
texture which forms a resolve; and he shook
from his shoulders the last vestige .of irre-
sponsible vouth and carelessness and folly
and became a man of purpose and calcu-
lating judgment.

He rose with the first flush of dawn and
whistled for his horse. The animal re-
sponded from a short distance and was soon
saddled.

For onc brief moment Stuart hesitated in
the saddle. Then he started due east
toward Pondera.

V 3

@ THERE were two buildings in
gina Pondera besides the sheep-shearing
sheds. One was the station of the
Great Falls and Canada Railroad (narrow-
gage) and the other was a combination
saloon and store. Not much of a town
this, to mark the near location of the thriv-
ing little city of Conrad which was to come
some vears later when the Great Northern
standardized the railway; but sufficient to
draw from miles and miles doubtful and
thirsty gentry who vearned for refreshment
of the mule-kick variety.

Stuart Holmes made straight for the
little saloon when he arrived in the after-
noon. N
He left his horse at the hitching-rail
and entered. The place was thronged with
sheep-shearers spending the last of their
wages carned during the season just closed
with gamblers, cow-punchers, and some
sheecpmen. Indeed, Pondera was more of
a headquarters for shcepmen and those in-
terested in the activities associated with
sheep than for cattlemen.

Stuart made a striking figurc among the
men as he advanced to the bar. Tall and
erect, with every move attesting -to un-
limited physical power for one of his size,
he attracted attention. He wore the regu-
lation chaps, high-heeled riding-boots, spurs,

flannel shirt, broad-brimmed hat, and car-
ried a pair of gauntlet-gloves—heloved of
men who have to handle a rope. And low
on his right thigh hung the black sheath,
securely tied, that held his gun.

His dress was not unlike that of the others
there, except the gamblers; but something
in his carriage, in the way he held his head,
his gencral bearing and poize, scemed to
serve to set him apart as worthy of more
than one glance.

As he walked to the bar he made a survey
of the room and those in it. The occupa-
tions and the simple natures of most of the
men he saw were refleccted in their tanned
visages. There were some, however, who
met his quick gaze with suspicious glances
and shifty interest.

The Dhartender, scenting with his usual
keen intuition an unusual newcomer, waited
upon him with alacrity.

“One drink,” ordered Stuart.

“That’s whisky,” grinned the bartender
as he put out the bottle.

In the small mirror behind the har Stuart
saw the man at his right looking him cver
with what was meant for sarcastic deliber-
ation.

When he had finished with his drink he
turned and regarded this man. He was
small and wiry, with low-hanging black
mustaches, a scar on the chin where the
dropping ends of his mustaches ncarly met;
little, beady black cves, and—what at-
tracted Stuart’s attention most—an al-
most continual twitching of the thin lips
that curved downward <o that his mouth
was given the appearance of heing twisted
into a perpetual sneer.

“Think vou'll remember me, stranger?”’
asked the man with an accentuation of the
sneer.

“It would be hard to forget vou,” an-
swered Stuart in instant dislike.

The beady cves darted red for a moment.

“Don’t ever remember having seen you
before,” he obscrved coollv.

“Very likely you haven’t,” said Stuart
drvly.

“Tall: pretty nice for a cow-hand.” the
small man continued as if in contemptuous
appraisal.

Two men next to the small man laughed
at this. Others at the bhar had moved away
and Stuart surmised that the trio before
him were in some way different from the
others in the place. He felt a desire to
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draw the other out—to make him show his
hand, whatever it was—to bait him.

“Where you from?”’ the man demanded
suddenly.

Stuart’s brows lifted a trifle.

“Vhat’s  the name of #iis place?” he
questioned in turn.

There was another laugh from the man’s
two companions at this.

“That’s one on you, Curran,” jecred one
of them, addressing the man who confronted
Stuart.

“Tell him where he is, Curran,” snickered
another.

Curran’s lips were more than ordinarily
agitated. They twitched with a celerity
that was indicative of mental stress—of
anger.

‘“This here’s Pondera,” he said in a clear
ominous voice; ‘“Pon-de-ray—get it? I'm
answering your question, now you answer
mine.”

“Sure,” smiled Stuart.
dera!”

“That’'s a—" Curran paused as' he
caught the glint of blue stecl in Stuart’s
eyes. “One man has already laid title
to this town,” he resumed.

“I’'m from Pon-

“I see,” said Stuart calmly, “an’ it isn’t’

big enough for. two.
getting at?”

“Maybe.”

Stuart noted as he shot a quick glance to
the mirror behind the bar that the men
who had been standing behind him had
backed away toward the card-tables on the
side of the room from the bar. Only one

That what you’re

remaincd—a tall, blond, plcasant-looking .

fellow who appeared to be a cow-puncher.

“T don’t suppose vou happen to be the
man that’s thinking he’s got his brand on
the place, do you?” continued Stuart in
crisp, even tones.

“Mc? Oh, no. I ain’t so presuming.
Curran joined in the general laugh as he
said this.

Under it ail Stuart recognized the genu-
ine, though subtle and veiled, reference to
another person: a man who covidently
thought he held the place under his thumb.
That this individual was not there was
shown in the fact that the levity of Curran
and his companions was duc to this man’s
absence and Stuart’s confessed ignorance.

“I take it you'rec new to thesc parts,
stranger,” said Curran snceringly.  “Aim
to hook up with some outfit here?”
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“That’s likely, too,” replied Stuart.
“Any suggestions?”

“None—’cept you might oil up that
gun-hand of vourn if you’re goin’ to carry
the town on your shoulder.”

“I haven't neceded any grease on it yet.”
It was a challenge and Curran knew it.

“Oh, a gunman, eh?” Curran’s sneer
became more perceptible, and there was
no laughing as he made this remark.

Stuart thought he caught a warning
flicker of the eyelashes from the bartend-
er.

“Well, if you don’t nced no grease sup-
pose you give a little cxhibition. We're
mostly acquainted with each other’s ability
round here. T’ll time your draw!”

The insult intended was plain. Stuart’s
eyes narrowed as he met Curran’s sneering
gaze squarely. The latter saw the shot
had gone home and to drive the slur deeper
reached for his watch with his left hand.

Almost with the movement came the
crack of a gun and the fragments of the
watch spattered upon the bar.

Stuart stepped back, a wisp of smoke
curling upward from the pistol he held
at his hip.

“You was a bit slow with the timer,
wasn’t you?” he asked genially but with
no smile upon his lips nor in his eyes.

Curran’s face was white with rage and
his lips twitched horribly. He made no
reply.

“Any more experiments vou want to
try?”’ suggested Stuart.

No sound disturbed the stillness in the
room for a moment and then when Curran
remained silent it seemed as if the place
itself breathed -deeply.

Suddenly men started again for the bar
and Curran, with a grimace meant for a
laugh, said. with an attempt at light-
heartedness

“Oh, come have a drink an’ fergit it.”

“One at a time,” said Stuart, replacing
his cun. “I've had my afternoon's after-
noon: Il give vou a chance some other
time.” ]

He met Curran’s blazing glare in the
mirror with a smile as he edged to the door
and passed out.

When he looked in on his wav to his
horse, after having purchased some sup-
plies at the store. Stuart saw Curran and
his two companions at a table nearthe
door conversing earnestly.
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VI

AS STUART loped out of sight of
# Pondera, laying a course to- the

south, he heard the sound of flying
hoofs behind him. He halted and waited
and when the horseman came into view he
recognized the tall, blond, pleasant-looking
fellow who had remained standing at the
bar when the altercation with Curran had
started. ’

“Hello,” called the man as he came rid-
ing up alongside.

Stuart returned the greeting with a ques-
tioning gaze.

. “Going my way?’’ asked the cow-puncher.

“I'm going to Uncle Jim Turner’s ranch,”
replied Stuart. :

“That’s where I’m bound for,” said the
puncher cheerfully. ‘“Might as well hit it
along together. Devon’s my name; I
work for Uncle Jim.”

Stuart introduced himself in turn as they
started on.

“Holmes, eh?” said Devon, reflecting.
“T've heard the name but I can’t place you.
Work around here?” ’

“I’ve got a small ranch and herd a piece
northwest of here that was my father’s,”
explained Stuart, who had taken a liking to
the blond cow-puncher. “Only been here
three vears an’ haven’t been around much;
don’t know many people hereabouts.”

“I thought so,” observed Devon dryly.

“Why do you say that?”’ asked Stuart
sharply.

“Plenty of time to talk when we hit
Basin Spring,” was Devon’s answer. “We’ll
bave to put up there for tonight, unless
you want to push on. Your horse don’t
look none too fresh.”

“Oh, he could stand it all right,” said
Stuart, “but I’m in no great hurry. Basin
Spring she is then, for the night.”

They had entered a long, sloping de-
pression in the prairie which widened out
as they progressed. The grass here was
?ch and green, furnishing admirable
eed. ’

“This is part of the cattle-range,
Devon. “Ever been in here before?”

“No,” confessed Stuart. “And it’s sure
some range.”

“Best north of the Teton,” boasted
Devon. “Uncle Jim runs a good many
cattle in here. Several outfits brand at the
spring. The sheepmen have had their

” said

.Devon.

eyes on this for a long, long time but it
don’t do them no good.”

“How long you worked for Uncle Jim?”
asked Stuart.

“Five years comin’ this Fall,” replied
Devon.

“Ever since you come up from Texas?”
laughed Stuart.

“The same. I see we’ve got cach other
spotted. How long you been North?”

“Three years,” answered Stuart.

From this on there was an intangible
feeling of companionship Lictween the two
men who had recognized by cach other’s
accent that they came from the same State.

They arrived at the spring just at twi-
light; dismounted, turned loosc their horses,
and built a fire to warm coffee in a pot
which Dcvon recovered from among some -
cooking-utensils cached in a dugout.

Both men had a quantity of emergency
provisions tied in the slickers behind their
saddles and they ate a hecarty supper, talk-
ing sparingly of the southcrn range and
comparing it with Montana’s broad do-
main.

Suddenly, as they sat looking into the
coals remaining from the fire, Devon gave
vent to an expression of admiration.

“Boy,” he drawled, “you sure do pull a
slick gun!” '

Then Stuart told him the story of his
father’s tutorship in the use of the weapon,
of the attack on the ranch and the dcath of
Daniel Holmes.

“I dunno,” reflected Devon; “you’ve
made a life-size enemy in that feller Curran.
He’s a bad one; an’ he stands in with the
bunch that’s making its hecadquarters
somewhere up on the Marias.”

“What bunch is that?” asked Stuart,
interested at once.

“Don’t know much about ’em,”

replied
“They’ve been in there for about
a year now and the only town down this
way they hit is Pondera—if you could call
that saloon-shearing hang-out a town.”
“Who did Curran mean when he said
some one had put his brand on Pondera?”
demanded Stuart.
“Suppose he meant the feller
runnin’ the gang,” said Devon.
“Ever sce him?” questioned Stuart.
“No—and none ol our outfit has ever
seen him. But he comcs down once in a
while. They was a shooting up there last
Fall when a puncher for the Y outfit got

who's
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bor:d.  The boys from the Y went up there
but couldn’t get any line on how it had
happened an’ the gang from the Marias
had lit out an’ they couldn’t find a trace
of ’em.

“’Course they couldn’t stay away from
the round-up long enough to comb the
river. An’ the cattlemen has been goin’
into Pondera less an’ less so it’s got to be
a sort of sheep hang-out. The Marias
River crowd seem to stand in with herders
an’ the rest of the sheep layout.”

STUART. pondered over these re-
marks. The horsemen who had
’ attacked the ranch had come from
the northeast from the direction of the
Marias. Could it be that the gang Curran
belonged to, and its mysterious leader,
were identified with his father’s troubles?

“Who were the two men with Curran?”’
he asked.

“Thick-set one’s called Sandy an’ the
other’s Mack Lander,” answered Dévon.

“They belong to the Marias outfit?”

“’Speck so—they was runnin’ with
Curran. You want to watch out for that
evil-faced hombre, Holmes; he’s supposed
to be a killer an’ he tips his gun.”

“Shoots through a hole at the end of the
holster, eh?” mused Stuart.

“Yes—yes, an’ I've heard it said he ain’t
inclined to give much warning when he
. draws.”

“What game is this Marias gang in?”
queried Stuart.

“They cleaned out a bunch of the boys
at cards after the round-up last Fall and
took the sheep-shcarers for most o’ their
greasy carnin’s. Then old Frick, what
runs the saloon, gets his whisky by way of
Canada an’ it seems like some o’ that out-
fit is allers on hand just about the time he
gets a fresh supply.”

“Gamblin’ and whisky-running, ch?”

“Yes—an’ there's another peculiar thing
we just begun to notice this Spring. We
didn’t get near as many calves this year as
usual—not ncar what we oughta had. Some
of the other outfits noticed that peculiarity,
too.”

“Rustling!” exclaimed Stuart.

“Well, we ain't making no claims. Only
thinking a bit. Uncle Jim and the rest of
the stockmen don’t want any trouble with
the sheccpmen—they’ve never had any up
here—an’ so they’re layin’ low.”

[22)

“Holy smoke!” cried Stuart. “Is the
bunch that thick with the sheepmen?”

“They’re pretty thick,” confessed Devon.
“An’ as I say, we’re sort of layin’ low, now
that we’ve just made this new range agree-
ment. But maybe Uncle Jim can tell you
more’n I can. I'm goin’ to turn in.”

As they were fixing saddles, slickers and

.saddle-blankets for a bed, a hail came from

below the spring. Shortly afterward a man
rode up, recognized Devon and waved a
hand in greeting. .

“Got a herd just east of the Basin,” said the
man, “‘an’ I've [run outa tobacco. Thought
maybe you could sparea thimbleful.”

“Hello, Mangle,”” Devon called out.
“Sure; here’s an extra sack. Got papers?”’

The man nodded and as he took the to-
bacco and fashioned a cigaret, Stuart saw
him looking at him with a keen, searching

aze.

“Friend of mine,” said Devon casually,
noting Mangle’s look of inquiry. ‘“Name’s
Holmes.”

Mangle nodded. After some casual talk
while they smoked the newcomer took his
departure and disappeared into the night,
going castward.

“Who is that fellow?” asked Stuart, as
he pillowed his head on his saddle.

“Mangle’s a sort of chief hcrder for Short
—big shcepman east of here.”

“Wish you hadn’t told him my name—
yet,” said Stuart.

“Why, why didn’t you tip me off, part-
ner?”’

“Oh, it’s all right,” said Stuart sleepily.
“By the way, Devon, what’s the name of
that leader of the Marias River outfit?”

“I think they call him Gill,”” answered
Devon as he pulled his saddle-blanket over
him.

Again Stuart went to sleep watching the
stars overhead and with the soft prairie
wind crooning in his ears.

Three miles castward the man Mangle
galloped into a sheep-camp and dismounted
before the wagon.  Sitting on the step was
a man with lone black mustaches and a
twitching lip.  They crawled inside and
soon a light shed a soft glow through the
wagon's canvas lop.

Hali an hour passed and then Curran
came oul.

He mounted a horse already saddled and
standing ncar by and soon was riding at a
steady, swinging gait into the north.
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VII

'» AT DAWN Stuart and Devon were

%% in the saddle and riding out of the

Basin toward the southwest. For
some hours they continued, passing num-
erous bands of cattle, and finally when the
sun was almost directly overhead Devon
pointed ahead.

Stuart looked and saw the Teton winding
between banks of green which were thickly
studded with cottonwoods and willows.

“The ranch is just above that bend,”
Devon indicated.

Soon they turned from the benchland
and wound down a trail into a deep coulée
which led out on the bottomland along the
river. The ranch-buildings were close up
under the bluff where they were protected
in Winter from the blizzards which swept
across the plains.

Devon took charge of Stuart’s horse as
the latter made his way at once to the low,
rambling log structure which was the main
ranch-house.

“Daniel Holmes’ boy!” exclaimed Uncle
Jim Turner when Stuart had introduced
himself. “Wal now, by thunder, you’re
big enough, an’ tall enough to be Dan’s
boy all right, but you got them features
from your mother. How’s old Dan?”

Stuart explained what had happened and
the face of the grizzled old rancher im-
mediately showed concern. He shook his
head slowly and frowned.

“These are gettin’ to be strange times,
Stuart; I'm afraid there’s all kinds of trouble
in the wind. Now I'm right powerful
sorry to hear that old Dan’s gone. The
—— cowardly skunks!” -

“I thought maybe you'd be able to tell
me some things that dad would have told
me if he had lived long enough,” said Stuart.
“Perhaps you know who these men are.”

Uncle Jim again shook his head thought-
fully.

“}éuecr times,” he ruminated. “An’ we
ain’t had any trouble in here before. But
come in to dinner, boy; let’s eat an’ then
we can talk things over.”

The cattleman led the way into the
dining-room where the rest of his family
already were seated.

“Roy, this is Stuart Holmes,” said Uncle
Jim, introducing Stuart around the table;
“and Stuart, this is my daughter Dorothy;
mother, you remember old Dan Holmes—
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this is his boy. And this is my other son,
Burt; an’ Stuart, this is Max Randall, my
manager. Bill Turner, set a place for this
young man.”

Stuart started in surprize for the last
remark of Uncle Jim’s was directed to an
aged Chinaman who was waiting on the
table.

Uncle Jim noticed Stuart’s astonishment
and laughed.

“That’s Bill Turner, Stuart; I had one
—— of a time givin’ him my name but
I managed it all legal and tight. He’s
done enough for me to be entitled to be
named one of the family.”

The Chinaman set a place and pulled up
a chair next to the stockman on his right and
they began to eat.

Uncle Jim broke the news of Stuart’s
father’s death and gave some of the par-
ticulars. Those around the table extended
their sympathies to Stuart and then fell
silent. Twice during the meal Stuart
noticed Dorothy Turner looking at him
curiously. And he in turn directed many
a glance in her direction.

She was dressed more becomingly than
was usual in the range-country and Stuart
surmised that her clothes had been made in
the East. She knew how to wear them too,
apparently. She was more polished and
dainty than any girl he had cver seen. A
great wealth of dark hair enhanced the
delicate beauty of her clear, white skin;
and dark eyes and lips the color of a red
rose coming into bloom added to her at-
tractiveness.

Her speech was cultivated and many
times her father turned to her for a word in
his endeavors to express himself properly
and she always supplied it without hesita-
tion. At such times her {father would beam
with pride and glance at Stuart. It was
indeed plain to see that Uncle Jim loved
his daughter and was very proud of her.

P4 AFTER dinner Uncle Jim took
¥ Stuart out on the porch where they

sat with the broad sweep of the
river beforc them. The distant hills looked
very blue under the reefs of wkhite clouds
which were banked above them. Feathery
flecks of cotton from the cottonwoods along
the river drifted lazily in the air.
“Tell me all about it again and don’t
overlook anything,” Uncle Jim requested.
So Stuart began at the beginning and told
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all his father had said before he died, in-
cluding the delirious ravings which had
marked the fatal progress of the fever.
Then he took from a pocket the small to-
bacco-sack his father had picked up after
the shot through the window and the flight
of the mysterious horseman.

Uncle Jim turned the bullet over and
over in his hand, but his face mirrored per-

plexity only
“I can’t make it out,” he confessed at
length. “A forty-four bullet with a crease

in it made with a knife. It conveyed some
kind of a message to your father, lad; and
I never suspected the old man had an enemy
in the country.

“All T know is that he came up here with
some cattle I bought in Texas and brought
your mother and you along. He took up
that land out there because it was pretty
well watered and he said your mother
wanted him to do a little farming. He
apologized for puttin’ a plow in the ground
and bought some stock from me and paid
for every head.

“I talked with him many txmes—I liked
your father—but he never mentioned any
enemy. But, lad, this sure looks like he
had one and that bunch coming down the
way they did from the northeast makes me
think that maybe the Marias River gang
has something to do with it.

“Mind,” he continued, raising a depre-
cating hand as Stuart started to speak,
“I don’t know that they did an’ I wouldn’t
say- they did, only—it looks suspicious.
You can’t accuse anybody of anything in
this country, lad, unless you’ve got the proof
toback it up. That is, unless you’re lookin’
for gun-play, an’ it wouldn’t help you to
solve your problem by bustin’ loose and
shootin’ permiscus.”

“I know that,” agreed Stuart, settling
back into his chair. “But this man—this
enemy of my father's who is sure to be my
enemy, too—how am I to find him?”

Uncle Jim was thoughtful. At last he
spoke deliberatcely:

“Boy, I've lived quite a spell an’ I’ve
done a lot of watchin'—watchin’ people an’
the . way things come out. And T've
noticed that when a man ain’t square he
shows himself up sooner or later. Maybe
it's what my daughter calls the law of
averages; but, whatever it is, he sooner or
later steps out and gives people a chance to
look at his real colors. Now I'm a-figurin’

Adventure

that this enemy of your dad’s an’ yours
ain’t square.”

“I see,” said Stuart grimly; “and you
believe if he’s around here he’ll give himself
away sooner or later?”

“I rather reckon that’s what I’'m" gettin’
at,” said Uncle Jim.

For some time there was silence between
the two. Then Stuart told of what had
happened in the saloon in Pondera.

“Bad-man, that Curran, they say; I've
never seen him,” said Uncle Jim. “As for
the leader of the bunch, I've never seen him,
either, and none of my outfit has seen him.
Name’s Gill, I hear.”

“Uncle J]m, what’s the Marias River
gang up to?”’

Again the troubled look settled on the
stockman’s face.

“It’s a little early to say,” he evaded.
“They’ve been card-sharping an’ whisky-
running along the Whoop-Up Trail. But
we’ve been missing calves lately an’ this is a
bad time to be missing calves. We need
’em. We've quit bringing longhorns up
from Texas and we’ve quit spaying. We’re
startin’ to raise our own cattle up here in
Montana and it’s a bad time for—for
rustling.

“An’ the sheepmen has been uneasy lately.
We've just made a new agreement coverin’
the range. The sheep can’t come north or
west of the east and south lines of the
Basin. We won’t give ’em another inch
of this range up here. We’ve never had
any trouble an' we hope we never will have,
but if they cross the new line—"” The
stockman ceased speaking with a cold
glitter in his eyes.

“If they cross the line it’s—trouble, eh?”
ventured Stuart. .

“I reckon that’s about it,” said Uncle
Jim.

There was another period of silence.

“Do you believe the Marias River gang
has something to do with the unrest among
the ¢ hccpmcn*” .\\kcd Stuart.

“I ain't sayin’ at present, lad,” replied
the cattleman.

“Uncle Jim. did you cever hear of a2 man
named Miguel?™

Turner thought for some time and*finally
shook his head in the negative.

“Uncle Jim, do you know what I'm goin’
to do?” said Stuart in sudden decision.
“I’'m goin’ back to the ranch, an’ I'm goin’
to let everybody know I am going back—



The Man from Pondera 17

an’ we’ll see if that dastardly outfit comes
after me!”’

“Better be careful, Stuart; T've got a
good place for you in my outfit an’ you’ll

have plenty of chance to look around and

try to learn something.”

“No, I would go back to my property
anyway. I've got three hundred head of
cattle up there. But I want everybody to
know I am going back.”

. “Wal, we’ll ix you up with a tent an’
outfit to live in—but follow my words an’ be
careful. You'll stay overnight, of course.”

Stuart nodded and the pair left the porch.

On the way to the bunk-house Stuart
met Roy Turner and Dorothy. Roy’s
eyes were shining and he grasped Stuart’s
hand. Although somewhat puzzled,.Stuart
assumed that it was an earnest of friendship
on the part of the fair-haired youth who
looked so much like his father.

“You can count on me,” said Roy mys-
teriously as he passed on.

Dorothy Turner lingered. She looked
Stuart over carefully to his confusion.

“So you’re the gunman from Pondera!”
she said finally. ;

VIII

>, | STUART started in surprize. Then
m the meaning of Roy’s admiring gaze
2. 273 and queer speech was suddenly plain,

as was the reason for the girl’s remark,
when he saw Devon disappearing into the
bunk-house. Devon had been telling Roy
and his sister about the incident in the sa-
loon at Pondera.

“I lay no claim to being a gunman,”
* said Stuart soberly, looking at the beautiful
girl before him somewhat defiantly.

‘“But you are one, are you not?”’

“No, I'm not—not in the way that we
think of on the range,” said Stuart stoutly.

“Was that affair in Pondera a grand
stand exhibition, then—just to show off?”
persisted the girl, keeping her level gaze on
Stuart’s face.

Stuart colored.

“I’m sorry you heasd about that,” he
replied. “It was—I had a reason.” He
knew by the girl’s attitude that she knew
nothing except what her father had told
at dinner of his affairs.

“Spectacular gun-plays have always im-
pressed me as being ridiculous, "’ said Doro-
thy. “They are part of the West that has

2

passed. In this new era it is time such
foolishness was abandoned.” '

Stuart merely bowed his head upon
hearing this for he could think of nothing
appropriate to say in reply. The girl
confused and disconcerted him. Education
or beauty alone he might have accepted as
a matter of course, but the two combined
were beyond his powers of ready reasoning.
Only one thing he understood; the girl
thought he was a four-flusher.

. “They are still wearing guns in this coun-
try, Miss Dorothy,” he observed lamely.

“That is perfectly true,” she agreed.
“But they have certain definite uses and
exhibitions like that of yours over in Pon-
dera are silly and set a bad example for
younger men. You see the effect it had on
my brother Roy—he thinks you’re a hero!”

The red flamed into Stuart’s face. “I’m
sorry he heard about it,” he said quickly.
“I’'m sure I didn’t want the story to get
around; I'm not looking for notoriety.”

“But I suppose when you happen to be
over there again if that man, whoever he
was, starts joking with you again you will
tl'y——'"

“If he starts joking like that again he’ll

‘probably compel me to kill him,” said

Stuart, who was just a little nettled.

“As I thought. So you aere a gunman,
Mr. Holmes. Don’t you think it would be
better to be known just as a man than as a
gunman?”’ ’

“Have it as you wish, Miss Dorothy,”
said Stuart slowly, meeting her eyes steadily.

“In the East, Mr. Holmes, men are just
as brave as they are out here, but they do
not strive for visible heroics——"

“You've been East?” inquired Stuart
casually.

Dorothy flushed; but the blush left in.
stantly and Stuart caught his breath at the
contrast between her fair beauty when nor-
mal and when under stress.

“I went to college there,” said the girl in
something of a superior tone; “but don’t
forget that I was born in the West.”

“I was afraid that perhaps you were for-
getting it,”” he answered quietly.

“You mustn’t speak to me like that.
How could I forget it?”

“I beg your pardon,” said Stuart,abashed.
“I guess perhaps you couldn’t.” The words
slipped out.

“What I have said was said for your own
good, Mr. Holmes,” the girl reproved.
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Stuart nodded stiffly.

“You are too promising-looking a young
man to be angling for a reputation as a bad-
man,” continued Dorothy.

And then, as Stuart smiled, she evidently
regretted her last words, and added—

1“But perhaps you are well fitted for the
rdle.”

The smile vanished and she walked on
toward the house in triumph.

“That’s funny,” Stuart mused to himself
as he continued on to the bunk-house.
“College professor came out to Texas and
wanted to leamm to shoot first thing an’
here’s a girl goes back where he came from
and fetches back preachin’ against gun-
play.”

But he speedily forgot the girl’s words in
the memory of her beauty and poise as she
had stood before him.

In the bunk-house he was greeted with
acclaim by Burt Turner and another man
who had been listening to Devon’s account
of the clash with Curran in the saloon at
Pondera.

“Look here, Devon, I don’t want you to
- be telling that story around,” complained
Stuart, thinking of Dorothy’s view of the
matter. “It ain’t exactly a recommenda-
tion.”

“Say, Holmes, listen,” cried Burt cheer-
fully. “Any man who can put one over like
that on that locoed-mouthed Curran is sure
in to be talked about. We all hope you
hook up with this outfit.”

The man standing beside Burt agreed
heartily. But a man sitting on the edge of
a- bench repairing a quirt appeared but
mildly interested.

“This is Haines,” said Burt, introducing

the man beside him. Then turning to the
man on the bunk, ke said—

“Come up here an’ meet Stuart Holmes,
Craig—he’s the man Devon was telling us
about.”

“Sure, glad to meet anybody,” said Craig,
offering a limp hand. “Gunman, eh?”

“Don’t claim to be,” answered Stuart, who
thought he scented something sarcastic in
the man’s manner and speech.

“Well, I guess you can give a good imi-
tation, then,” said Craig with a loud laugh
as he went out the door.

“Cow-boss,” explained Burt Turner;
“gruff sort of a cuss sometimes. Got his
thumb chewed by a rope an’ had to come in
for a day to have it looked after. Dad’s

orders. Makes ’em report in when they’re
hurt. Going to hook up with us?”

“No, I'm going back to my place north-
west of here in the morning. Your dad
said he’d fix me up with a tent and some
bedding and lend me a pack-horse and I
can get what grub I need over in Pondera.”

“Going" to Pondera on your way back?”
asked Devon quickly.

“Sure am,” sang Stuart.
meet any interesting pcople?”’
Both Devon and Burt were thoughtful.

“Why don’t you grub up here and strike
straight for your place?” demanded Burt.
“We can spare you what you need.”

“Nope. I kinda want to be seen starting
back.”

“It might be you'd be walking into trou-
ble to drift back into Pondera so soon,”
suggested Devon.

“Well, I can’t stait running away from
trouble,” said Stuart.

“T’ll fix up your outfit,” said Burt. “Come
along.”

As they made their way toward the sup-
ply-building they passed Craig, who directed
a searching scrutiny at Stuart. -

“He’s worried,” said Burt. “Worrying
about the cattle. We were short on calves
this Spring an’ a few days ago we missed
some two-year-olds. Craig says he thinks
they crossed the river and edged off our
range—the two-year-olds.”

“And the calves ”?

“Lost north of here. Plenty of calves
in the herds along the river and west, but
we were mighty short in the north.”

“Rustlers?”

“We don’'t know—that is, dad won’t
say what he thinks. But it’s strange, if
anybody was to ask me. We'll get your
stuff together in here.”

They entered what appearcd to be an
addition to a barn and soon had a tent and
other needs packed rcady to put on a horse
in the morning.

Stuart had his horses ready at daylight
and quickly slung the pack on the animal
which Uncle Jim Turner had lent him.
He saw the girl at supper but no word
passed between them; in fact, she scemed
to wish- to avoid him. Stuart could not
read her thoughts but he surmised that if
he could he would learn nothing compli-
mentary to himself.

In the carly dawn he set out for Pondcra.
He felt an exhilarating scnse of uncertainty,
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of impending events as he xode into the'

green Basin leading the pack-horse, and
mounted the rim to the flat lands that led
into town. .

It was late in the morning when he finally
entered.

LY

X

AS IN the case of his former visit,
Stuart proceeded directly to the
' saloon. He stepped lightly across
the low, sloping platform and passed inside.
To his surprize he found the place deserted.
There was no one in the room—no one be-
hind the bar.

Stuart suspected that the last of the sheep-
shearers had left, and, as there were no out-
fits near, business was at a standstill, at
least until night, when any who might be
working in the close vicinity would be likely
to make for the only place of entertainment
within many miles.

He was about to pound upon the bar in
hopes of attracting attention from the man
in charge, who should be somewhere around,
when he heard voices in a room behind the
rear partition.

“There you are,” some one was saying;
“there’s thirteen cans—all Frank brought
down this trip. They’re watching the
Whoop-Up Trail a little stiff near the line
lately, and Frank brought these across the
line behind his saddle.”

“Oh, that’ll keep the Helena Chmks
goin’ a few days an’ by then you’ll have
more down, eh Gill?”’ said another voice.

Gill! Stuart was instantly keenly alert.
Hadn’t Devon said he understood they
called the leader of the Marias River gang
Gill? The man he wanted very much to
see was in the room-behind the partition.

He crept silently to the rear wall and
sought for a crack in the flimsy partition.
Soon he found it and peered within.

Standing beside a small deal-table were
two men. One was tall and sallow with
dark eyes which glowed brilliantly. He was
dressed in black. Chaps, shirt, scarf and
hat all were of black. Around the crown
of his hat he wore a broad black leather
band, buckled in front. Stuart noted with
more or less curious surprize that the man
wore no gun.

The other man, small and blond, dressed
more after the manner of the towns, had a
certain business air about him. A pencil
was stuck with some papers in the pocket of
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his shirt. He was piling a number of small
tins upon the table and while Stuart watched
he took a small satchel frofn a chair and
placed the tins therein.

“You want me to glve you credit for the
opium, Gill, or—"

“Credit’s good enough,” Gill broke in ner-
vously; “we’ll have a settlement-after the
next cargo comes down. I want to plant
some money across the line.”

With the mentioning of the word “opium”
another source of the gang’s income was
revealed to Stuart. Gill and his crowd
were smuggling opium across the line from
some point in Canada where it was brought
from British Columbia where the steamers
touched.

“We’re doing a pretty business,” said the .
business-like man, whom Stuart assumed to
be Frick, proprietor of the saloon.

“Yes, " drawled Gill; “but the boys is get-
tin’ restless. They want a big clean-up an’
a trip to some center of dissipation. I know
the signs. There ain’t enough excitement to
whisky and dope runnin’. They want a
big job an’ they’re capable of handling
one.”

“Well, this is as far as I go,” said Frick
meaningly. “Dope an’ whisky is all I can
‘tend to.” ' -

“That’s mostly my line, too,” drawled
Gill, with what Stuart thought was a hint of
uneasiness in his tone.

Try as he could, Stuart could not recog-
nize the man Gill as one of those who had
participated in the raid on the ranch. The
affair had taken place with such suddenness
and it had been so dark that he had not
been able to distinguish any of the attack-
ing party to a degree which would have as-
sured later recognition.

And by the same twist of circumstances
it was unlikely that any of the raiders had
got a good enough look at him to become
familiar with his features or even his build.

Therefore if Gill was responsible for the
tragedy they were on an equal footing so far
as knowing each other was concerned.

No one thereabout knew Stuart’s name,
he reflected, except the C Bar bunch and
Mangle, top herder for Short the sheepman.
Stuart resolved to conceal his identity with
the idea that in the event that he was fol-
lowed to his ranch, or visited there, it would
be by some one who was familiar with pre-
ceding events and thus open to suspicion.

As the two_men in the little room moved
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away from the table Stuart stole back to the
door and slipped outside. He waited a short
time and then stamped across the platform
noisilv and entered with a swagger as if he
had but just that moment arrived.

Frick was behind the bar and the supposed
leader of the outlaws was pouring a drink
from a bottle.

Stuart nodded genially to both.

“Mighty dead dump this,” he asserted as
he cailed for a drink.

“Have one with me,
narrowly.

“Sure,” accepted Stuart, noting again
that the man carried no gun and wondering
at the unusual aspect of the case.

Could this man be the leader of the Marias
River gang which was fast making a repu-
tation for outlawry and which already had
earned the suspicions of the cattlemen al-
though they were not yet ready to confess
to it? This man—unarmed?

Stuart felt the man’s eyes boring into him
as he poured his drink. He purposely
looked once or twice toward the door and
Gill noted these stealthy looks with evident
satisfaction.

“Travelin’ far, stranger?” he asked sud-
denly.

Stuart looked at him sharply.

“I’'m traveling west a piece,”” he answered
shortly.

“West?”

" said Gill, eying him

The man Gill put the ques-
tion in a rising inflexion of voice.

“The same,” said Stuart. “Why? You
going that way?”
“No,” said Gill pleasantly. “No, I'm not

going that way. Ain’t very much out that-
away, is there? No towns I know of—is
there?”

“T ain’t lool\lng for towns,”
crisp reply.

Gill remained 51lent but Stuart caught a
look of mutual understandmo ﬁashed be-
tween Frick and Gill.

“Ain’t looking for work?”’ suggested Gill
with a faint smile.

Stuart laughed.

“Nope. It ain’t work, exactly, I’'m look-
ing for.”

Then he turned to Frick.

“You run that little maverick store next
door?”” he asked.

“Sure,” replied Frick.

“I'm aiming to buy a little stuff,” ex-
plained Stuart. “Got time to fix me up?”’

“Sure,” nodded Frick. “Come along.”

was Stuart’s

Adventure

&= THEY went into the small room
next to the saloon where Stuart pur-
chased some supplies and a quantity
of cartridges.

“That fellow in there—"

said Stuart,

‘bending low and whispering into Frick’s ear

as he pointed with his thumb toward the
saloon next door—*is he all right?”

“Sure thing,” said Frick cagerly. ‘“That’s
—"” he lowered his voice—*“thal’s Gill.”

“Who’s Gill?”’ demanded Stuart in evi-
dent suspicion.

But Frick now also showed suspicion.

“Say, ain’t you the feller had the run-in
with Curran here day or two ago?” he
asked.

“Curran got too fast,” frowned Stuart.

A glimmer of admiration showed in
Frick’s eyes. He looked Stuart over care-
fully. '

“Gunman, eh?” he said, half to himself.

“I ain’t lettin’ ’em smoke me up if I can

elp it,” said Stuart with a shrug.

The glimmer of admiration became a
gleam.

“You lit out for the sheep-camps, didn’t
you?”’ asked Frick.

“I went south,” replied Stuart.
hereabouts seem
way a man's traveling.

“Natural,” said Frick. “Ain’t many men
in this country playin’ a lone hand. I heerd
you was lightnin’ with vour gun and—”’
He paused as if weighing his words.

“Yes?” prompted Stuart, gathering up
his purchases.

“Oh, nothin’,” said Frick lightly; “only
there’s a pretty good crowd hangs out here.
Where you going?”’

Stuart turned in the door.

“TI'm goin’ west a piece,” he answered.

As he started for his horses he saw Frick
hurrying back into the saloon. A few min-
utes later he swung into the saddle and,
leading his pack- horse turned his mount
toward the rolling prairie-lands that reached
toward the foothills.

“People
interested in which

b2l

X

IFFOR some minutes after he re-
turned to the saloon Frick remained
engaged in conversation with Gill.
They talked in an undertone and Gill kept
tapping the bar with long yellow fingers.
The man plainly was nervous; his method of
talking gnd his agtions showed a continual
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uneasiness. His glance roved constantly
- though it frequently centered bright, cold
and keen on Frick’s face.

“—an’ he’s faster then ’s lightnin’
with his gun,” said Frick in a louder voice
as he reached for a bottle to offer Gill re-
freshment."

“But travelin’ alone that way——’

Gill shook his head.

“Big-Nose George always traveled alone,”
said Frick, referring to Northern Montana’s
most notorious outlaw.

“I know,” said Gill; “but I gotta think it
over.” R

“Curran said he’d like to see him with the
bunch,” said Frick. “Said so last night on
his way north.”

“Curran know him?” asked Gill, in-
terested. '

“Saw him in action,” grinned Frick.

“Must know him or he’d never make a
%re;ik about taking him on,” reflected

il

“Real gunmen is — scarce,” said Frick,
pouring himself a drink.

Gill became silent, moodily peering into
his glass. The bright afternoon sun slanted
through a window and traced a streak of
gold on the double-planked floor that bore
the imprint of many horses’ hoofs—telltale
marks of cow-puncher conviviality.

Suddenly the clink of spursand stamp of
riding-boots came from in front and a tall
man in chaps and sombrero stood in the ray
of sunlight.

“Howdy, men,” the newcomer saluted,
pulling papers and tobacco from the pocket
of his flannel shirt.

“Hello, Devon,” greeted Frick as he
moved the bottle along the bar.

“Have one with me,” invited Gill casually.

“Sure,” responded Devon. “Whom am
I drinking with?”

“Gill’s my name.”
almost hesitatingly.

Devon’s brows lifted as he set.down his
glass.

“You with that Marias River outfit?”’ he
asked sharply, looking Gill over.

“I’m from the north,” answered Gill.

“Sure. You’re supposed to be the leader
of that bunch of whisky-smuggling, calf-
rustlin’ outlaws that killed Sam Smith of the
Y outfit. Your gang’ll pay for that yet,
Gill?”

Gill’s eyes glowed dangerously, unusually
bright.

)

Gill spoke quietly,

“Ain’t you makin’ some rash statements,
partner?”’ he said softly.

“No, I ain’t making no rash statements
an’ you know it. I’'ve got nerve enough to
say what I think, an’ what every puncher
on the range thinks. There’s been some
mighty queer goings-on in''these parts since
you and that man Curran drifted in last
year. You've kept pretty well hid but
you’ll get smoked out one of these fine days.”

Gill shrugged his shoulders and motioned
to Frick for the bottle.

. Devon, who had come to Pondera for the
explicit purpose of being on hand if Stuart
should get into any trouble, looked around
the empty room. Then he stepped close to
Gill.

“Don’t think I'm telling you these things
because you're not packin’ a gun, Gill;
Frick there’ll lend you a shootin’-iron if you
think it would help your argument any!”

Gill laughed a mirthless, sinister laugh.

“You seem tolerably well supplied with
information, Devon,” he said with a sneer.

“An’ it’s the straight dope—just as high
proof as that stuff you’re runnin’ in from
Canady,-an’ you know it.” ,

Devon, heated by the force of his own ar-
gument, reached again for the whisky-bottle
and thus failed to see Gill’s face pale and the
man’s hands twitch nervously at his sides.

“Ever think you might maybe think you
knew too much?” asked Gill, stepping back
a pace and leaning his right hand on the bar.

“I ain’t never been hurt yet by knowing
too much about an outfit like the one you’re
headin’,” roared Devon, thoroughly angered.

The drinks he had taken were beginning
to flame in his brain and he helped himself
to still more of the raw, contraband liquor.

“I notice you ain’t backward about
drinking this stuff no matter how it gets in
here,” said Gill in an cvil voice.

“I wasn'’t talking about whisky, an’ you
know it,” thundered Devon. ‘“An’ now I’'m
a-goin’ to quit talking an’ let you do a little
whispering on your own hook, Gill.”

Gill shot a quick glance at Frick, who
shoved the bottle toward Devon again.

“Join me?” Devon shot at the outlaw
leader.

“Sure—why not?” said Gill.

“Look here, Gill,” said Devon, after they
had drank; “I'm from Texas. You nor
your hull — outfit can’t put anything
over on me onless you come in a crowd
from all sides’.\ Get,nge?”
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Gill merely looked at him in silence.

“An’ there’s a lot of the boys hereabouts
that stacks up just the same way,” con-
tinued Devon. “We know Sam Smith was
done dirty in here an’ Frick knows it, too.

But it ain’t hardly his place to spill since -

you-all have been making this your hang-out
an’ are relievin’ him of the need for sendin’
down to Benton for his whisky. An’
there’s just one thing we'd like to know
about Sam’s trouble that’d stop a lot of
permiscus shootin’—”

Devon paused for a moment; then, jerking
his gun from its sheath on his right thigh, he
shoved the barrel into the pit of Gill’s
stomach.

“Gill!  Who killed him?”

Gill stepped backward and elevated his
hands.

““Come on—speak up,” cried Devon, low-
ering his gun as he made an impatient ges-
ture with it.

“Who—"

Flame blazed in Devon’s face and the
room rocked to the sharp report of a gun.

“Gilll My —!”
lmfl‘rick recled back against the shelf behind

Devon dropped to the floor, blood spurt-
ing from a hole in his forehead.

Gill leaned with both hands empty against
the bar, tapping the >carred surface with
agltated fingers.

“Forget it!” he said sharply to Frick.

“But_ Gill—My ——!” faltered Frick.

“Forget it!” repeated Gill, his gaze hold-
ing Frick fascinated.

From without came the rapid pound of
hoofs and a rider threw himself from the sad-
dle at the door. Gill swung with his hands
held high out before him. Curran strode
into the room and stopped, looking down at
the body of the dead cow-puncher.

“You fool!” he cried, scowling darkly at
Gill. Gill rested his hands upon his hips from
which no cartridge-belt or holster hung.

“He knew too much an’ he was talkin’,”
he said loudly.

“An’ now we're in for it,” growled Cur-
ran. “They’d let one killin’ ride until they
got a good chance to play back—but two
1s double-shootin’ the turn, an’ they’re
bound to copper.”

“Let’s—let’s drag him out of here,”
Frick, wetting his dry lips.

“Go to it,” said-Curran, striding up to
the bar.

said
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Gill joined him and the two talked in an

undertone while Frick dragged the body of

the dead cow-puncher out the rear, mum-
bling to himself as he did so.

When Frick returned Curran casually
pushed the bottle toward him and dropped
his right hand to the butt of thé big black
gun that protruded from the sheath on his
thigh.

“You 'member how it happened?” he
asked.

“No,” said Frick.
—— hard for me.”

“We won’t be botherin’ you long, now,”
said Gill nervously.

“But I'm left here to face the music,”
complained Frick. “My —— Gilll I
never knew—I've seen lots of killin’s—but
I never heerd of a man with a gun in——"

“Shut up!” snarled Gill.

All three turned as the pound of hoofs
came from outside. There was a clatter of
boots and spurs upon the low platform—a
curse as a man stumbled and recovered him-
self. Then Craig, cow-boss of the C Bar,

stood in the doorway.

@ capped by the pack-horse which
—1 he was compelled to lead, Stuart
found at nightfall that he had covered only

about half of the distance between Pondera

and his ranch.

He camped, therefore, on the flanks of a
deep ravine through which ran a thin
stream—a remnant of the flood-waters of
Spring. He hobbled the horses because he
was afraid the horse he had borrowed at the
C Bar might stray or turn about and at-
tempt to regain the ranch and that his sad-
dle-horse might follow him.

A strong wind was blowing and clouds
were gathering in the northeast. Stuart
took the tent and fashioned a shelter by
taking advantage of some posts sticking in
the ground which had once been a corral.

Then he built a fire and cooked some sup-
per. When he had finished eating night had
descended. Scuttling clouds obscured the
stars and made the darkness complete. He
kept his fire going because it lent an aspect
of cheerfulness to offsct the depressing
gloom of the night and the gathering storm.

Inside the canvas shelter he arranoul his
blankets and the light from the fire lighted

“But it’s making it

XI
RIDING leisurely, and handi-
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up the small space. He drew out a flap of
the tent so that it protected the small blaze
from the wind and pinned it down. Then
he lay down upon the blankets and rolled
a cigaret.
. His thoughts reverted to the leader of the
outlaws. He wondered if Gill would prove
to be the man he was looking for. He de-
bated whether it would not have been the
better plan to have taken him to task and
accused him of being responsible for the
death of his father. He might have been
able to determine by the man’s manner if he
was the person he was looking for. More
than ever he regretted that his father had
not lived long enough to describe the enemy
who had caused him so much trouble and
finally had taken his life. Time after time
his father had said this mysterious person-
age was tricky. Stuart remembered with
a start that Gill had worn no weapon. Was
it a trick?

Stuart replenished the fire many times
while he was engaged in his reverie, The
prairie wind gained in volume until it
seemed to be blowing a veritable gale.
Stuart dozed and half-asleep imagined he
heard the thudding of hoofs against the sod
above the ravine. In a dim, vague way he
wondered half-consciously if his horses were
trying to climb out; then quickly he became
aware of a shadow before the fire. He
opened his eyes wide with a start.

Gill was standing before the opening to
the shelter.

Stuart leaped to his feet, his right hand
darting to the gun that hung at his side.

“Hello,” said Gill quietly as the wind
was momentarily stilled. “Was cutting
around to the north and saw your blaze.
Thought I'd drop in for a chat.”

Instinctively Stuart lnew this to be a
lie; knew that the man had followed him.
Why If he had wanted to do him harm
he had had the opportunity. Again he
noted that the tall leader of the outlaws
wore no gun. An unarmed bandit?> Stuart
smiled in silent irony and kept his hand on
the butt of his gun.

“Looks like it might turn into a wild
night,” said Gill.

Stuart bit his lip in perplexity. How was
he to deal with this man? Could he be
forced to tell anything he might know? Or
was this a trick—

“Might invite a fellow in,”
Gill. “This wind—"

suggested
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“Come ahead,” invited Stuart.

Gill stooped low as he slipped inside the
shelter and sat down upon the ground oppo-
site the blankets.

“Gill, why did you follow me?” Stuart
demanded quickly.

“To make you a proposition,” replied the
man instantly.

- Stuart, taken aback by the ready answer,
withheld an exclamation of surprize with
difhculty.

“What is it?” he asked seating himself.

“Put in with us,” said Gl.ll his burning
eyes holding Stuart’s gaze.

“You mean join the Marias River gang?”
asked Stuart.

“Why not? This is a big country to play
a lone hand in. You handle a fast gun. We
can use you an’ we'll play square. The
bunch would like to have you along. Frick
says you’re a wonder.”

“And Curran?”’

Gill laughed mirthlessly.

“You’ve got Curran respectin’ you, which
is more than any other man in these parts
or elsewhere can say!”

Stuart pondered the strange proposition.
If Gill had been responsible for the raid
on the ranch and his father’s death would
he be asking him to join his band of
outlaws? But—did Gill know who he
was? He believed not. On the other hand
it might be a trick of Gill’s to get him into
his power. Yet if the outlaw leader had
wanted to make away with him he had had
a chance to do so that very night when he
stood before the fire and Stuart had lain
dozing on the blankets.

“What’s the game?” asked Stuan finally,
showing interest.

“We’ve been runnin’ whisky,” said Gill
frankly, “but we’re figurin’ on a clean-
up___ll

He paused, waving a hand in a gesture
that seemed to mean big things.

“Cattle?”” asked Stuart sharply

“I ain’t sayin’,” evaded Gill.
less you put in with us.’

The canvas tugged at its lashings as the
wind carecned across the vast open spaces
in advance of the storm. Gill kept tapping
his fingers upon his knee. Stuart contracted
the nervousness which radiated from the
man.

“Gill, stop that!” he cried irritably.

The fingers became still and the gaze
from the bright eyes shifted to the blaze.

“Not un-
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“Think it over,” said Gill quietly. “You
can go out of here with a packed money-
belt in the Fall if you want to put in with
us. Frick at Pondera will tell you where to
go if you figure to come in with us.”

As the wind caught the blaze and then
smothered it for an instant Gill leaned
toward the blankets. Stuart’'s hand again
dropped to Lis gun. But Giil merely placed
a hand upon the bed to aid himself in rising.
Stuart watched him as he stooped low and
left the shelter.

“Think it over,” said Gill again from the
outside as he moved away.

Stuart leaped to the entrance, saw Gill
mounting his horse in the shadows. He ran
out but Gill already was urging his horse
up the ravine. Stuart followed on foot
without reckoning why. When he reached
the rim of the ravine he could see nothing
in the black pall of the night. But-he heard
the dull echo of flying hoofs in the -east,
growing fainter and fainter.

Gill was doubtless going back to Pon-
dera.

Stuart walked slowly down into the
ravine, saw that his horses were near by,
and replenished the fire. He sat down on
the blankets within the shelter to consider
the strange advent of his visitor and his
unusual proposition.

He had been asked to join the outlaws.
Because they thought he was a lone rider
and a gunman? Because Gill believed he
was an outlaw also and attempting to play
a lone hand at some underhanded work in
the ncighborhood? Or was it an attempt to
lay a trap? And what kind of trap?

Stuart leaned back upon the blankets and
listened to the first drops of rain shed by
the approaching storm as they pelted
against the canvas roof.

Suddenly he sat bolt upright and stared
at a spot on the outer edge of the blankets.
Quickly he felt in a pocket and brought out
the little tobacco-sack which his father had
picked up beneath the kitchen window on
the night of the raid. He could feel its con-
tent intact and so replaced the sack in the
pocket.

But he continued to stare-at the blanket.

“Another!” he exclaimed aloud as he
picked up an object from the place where
Gill had rested his hand as he was in the act
of getting up.

It was a bullet neatly creased as if with a
_knife across its nose!

Adventure -
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RZ@ STUART'S first instinct was to

(257 dash out into the storm and follow
b Gill, for he had now definitely es-
tablished a connection between the outlaw
leader and the signal which had preceded
his father's death.

But reasoning soon induced him to give
up . this pian. Suppose he were to confront
Gill with the creased.bullet, he reflected;
what progress would be made in the solving
of his problem? He could accuse Gill and
perhaps have to shoot him down; but the
mystery still would have to be unraveled.
He could not be sure that Gill was the
enemy his father had spoken of and warned
him against. He could not prove that he
had led or planned or ordered the raid that
had resulted in his father’s death.

And then it was suddenly borne in upon
him that Gill was under the impression
that he (Stuart) knew the meaning of the
creased-bullet signal!  Otherwise why would
he have left it? And, if this were the case,
did Gill, then, know his name? Was it a
threat of death as his father had hinted?
And why should Gill wish to warn him
when he had had a chance to kill him if he
so desired?

Baflled and with his head aching with the
problem, Stuart now was put to the neces-
sity of looking after his shelter, for the storm
had broken and rain and wind were beating
down upon the tent with a force that
threatened to wreck it. He went out and
made the fastenings more secure and carried
in his packs and saddle.

The horses were standing under the lee of
a bluff above the shelter. Stuart reentered
and again lay down upon the blankets.
After a time he slept. When he awoke it
was still dark but the full force of the storm
was spent and the wind was dving down.
Hec pecred out and saw the first faint glim-
mer of the dawn in the east.

When it was light and the rain had ceased
he made a fire with a few dryv sticks he
found under the canvas and cooked his
breakfast. The sky had cleared in the east
and the sun soon was up. He broke camp,
placed the load upon the pack-horse, sad-
dled the other animal, and started on his
way to the ranch.

It lacked an hour of noon when he ar-
rived beforc the fast-dwindling mound of
ashes which marked the site where the
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“Business,” grinned Stuart with a wink.

“Oh-o-h. Isee.”

Mangle winked back and bared his yel-
low teeth in a hideous grimace.

“Bus-i-ness, eh?”

He winked again and shoved the bottle
on the table with an unsteady hand.

“Bus-i-ness with who? Gill?”

Stuart nodded meaningly.

“Goin’ in on the play?” asked Mangle,
leering.

“T reckon so,” affirmed Stuart, affecting
nonconcern. :

“D’ja get the sign, eh?”

Stuart thought rapidly and then took the
bull by the horns.

“The creased bullet?” he said softly.

Mangle nodded his head energetically
with another grimace.

“You got it, eh? An’ you’re goin’ in?
You’re wise. Devon better foller suit.”

He wabbled his head from side to side.

“—— fool!” he exclaimed suddenly.

“The sign didn’t bother me,” said Stuart
in a false bluster. “I’d made up 7y mind
beforehand. I ain’t worried about signs.”

“Eh?”” Mangle regarded him in drunken
amazement.

Stuart took a chance on hitting the mark.

“I know,” he said. ‘The sign means
join the outfit or —”

“The man with the tall hat,” grinned
Mangle.

“Gill,” thought Stuart to himself. The
creased bullet then was a silent message to
join Gill’s gang or take the consequences.
Had Devon then ignored thesign? Had his
father— Inwardly, Stuart’s blood boiled
at the startling thought. Gill had flung the
challenge in his father’s face and made
good the threat.

But Mangle was reaching for the bottle
and mumbling again.

“I’m the first to cross,” he said.

“Say,” said Stuart suddenly. “Is Short
in with us?” :

“I’'m the first—"

Mangle drained the fiery content of the
bottle.

“Tha’s how I stand—first—to cross.”

He drooped wearily against the head of
the bunk.

“There they lay,” he roared in a frenzy as
he waved an unsteady band toward the
porth and then subsided into broken and
unintelligible mutterings.

Stuart stepped to the door and looked out.
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“Of course,” he murmured to himself.
“The sheep.”

“First—to—cross,” repeated Mangle as
he sprawled out upon the bunk.

Stuart, puzzled, remembered what Uncle
Jim Turner had said about the range agree-
ment with the sheepmen. No sheep were
allowed in the Basin; none could cross the
lines drawn on the eastern and southern
rim of the rich range about the great spring.

“When are we going over?” asked Stuart,
edging closer to the bunk and speaking in
a loud voice.

“First —to— cross,” breathed Mangle
sleepily.

Stuart sat down upon a crude chair near
the table. So that was the big play Gill
planned to make. A sheep war! And why?
Stuart regretted he hadn’t known this
when he left the note for Turner in which
he had stated that his cattle were missing
and that he was setting out to find them
and to learn if possible who was the man
who had been responsible for his father’s
death and preceding troubles.

A sheep war! Stuart realized that he
had no time to lose. And if Mangle was
implicated to such an extent that his was
to be the first move it was almost a cer-
tainty that Short, the sheepman, was im-
plicated also. And, if so, it was reason-
able to assume that other sheepmen in the
district were involved. And Turner was
at the stockmen’s meecting in Fort Benton.

Mangle evidently was unaware of
Devon’s death. From the drunken man’s
talk Stuart surmised that Devon had defied
Gill. Mangle had linked Gill and Curran
as a bad pair. Stuart felt a rising curiosity
as to who had visited Mangle that day.
Doubtless the plans for invasion of the
cattle-range had been discussed.

He stepped tc the bunk and shook the
figure reclined thereon.

“Mangle!” he called shrilly. “Mangle!”
* But there was no answering flutter of the
eyelids of the man on the bunk. Mangle
was out—would be out for hours.

Stuart blew out the lantern on the table
and slipped from the wagon. He mounted
and rode past the great flock of sheep rest-
ing on the flat land north.

“Five thousand,” he estimated. “They’d
make quick work of the Basin range if left
alone in there a few days, and they need
that range for the beef round-up.”

He put thespurs, t¢_ his horse and swung
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Stuart, and walked out of the place. A
moment afterward Stuart heard the pound
of hoofs east of town. He turned from
looking out the front entrance into the dark-
ness to find Gill standing in the rear door.

He was regarding Stuart with a keen
gaze and now nodded gravely.

Stuart beckoned to him and the outlaw
leader came at once to where Stuart was
standing. Frick set out a bottle and
glasscs. The room suddenly became quiet
as the men hushed their talk.

Stuart could see significant glances di-
rected at the outlaw leader in the mirror
behind the bar.

As they put down their glasses Stuart
reached into his shirt pecket with his left
hand and laid the creased bullet on the bar
before Gill.

Gill looked at it a moment and then put
it in a pocket. Stuart again made.mental
note of the fact that the chief of the Marias
River outfit carried no gun. He watched
for some sign to be flashed by Gill in the
mirror to the men behind them.

Gill turned to Stuart and bared his yel-
low tecth in a smile.

“Well, what about it?”’ he asked.

“I think I’ll take up that proposition you
made last night, or night before last, as
it's nearly morning,” said Stuart.

“That’s scnse,” said Gill with a search-
ing glance.

“More sense than Devon had, I figure,”
said Stuart watching the other closely.

Gill made no reply to this. He turned
and casually regarded the men behind them.

“Boys,” he said finally, “the gunman’s
goin’ in with us.”

Immediately there was a stir and out-
spoken statements of approval. The men
thronged up to the bar and Frick got busy
serving them at a word from Gill. When
they had had several drinks the first light of
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“Who was the fellow who was in there
with the chief?” he asked, motioning with
a thumb toward the back room. “Seems
to me I've seen him somcwheres but can’t
recall his name.”

Frick hesitated; then remembering Gill’s
announcement of ‘Stuart’s joining the gang
he answercd—

“That was Short, the sheepman.”

“Oh, I see,” smiled Stuart with a wink.
“Business.”

Gill rejoined them before Frick had an
oportunity to reply.

“You better rustle up something for us
to eat, Irick,” he said; ‘“we may not get
away hefore breakfast.”

Frick went out the back way and they
could hear him shouting instructions to
his cook. Gill sat down at a table where
he could look out the window.

“We’ll go on up to the river after we get
somcthing to eat,” he said to Stuart.

Stuart sat down also. The conviction
was growing upon him that he was deliber-
ately stepping into a trap, but he was re-
solved to carry his plan through to a finish.

Short in a conference with Gill! They
had been laying plans for the invasion of
the cattle-range, probably. Stuart could
not figure out how a sheep war would profit
Gill and his followers although he rcalized
that somesinister move for gain was behindit.

Gill kept tapping the top of the table
with his long fingers while his eyes burned
under his high, black sombrero with the
broad lcather band.

Suddenly he rose and passed through
the door in the rear. Stuart heard the
clatter of a galloping horse brought to a
halt behind the saloon. He stepped to the
partition just as the cook came in with
somc dishes. When the man left, Gill re-
entered. As Stuart walked around the
table to seat himself again he caught a

day was shining in the place and Frick put—-flash of a man on a horse disappearing in

out the hanging oil-lamps.

“You boys better light out for the river,”
said Gill. “We’ll be coming up that way
later in the morning.”

As the men left Gill went to the window
and looked out. Stuart had noticed that
he seemed anxious.

“Waiting for some one,” he told himself.

Gill stepped to the door and spoke a few
words in a low tone to one of the men.

Stuart turned to Frick, who was wiping
glasses behind his bar.

a cloud of dust.
But the flash was enough to acquaint

him with the identity of the rider. It was
Curran.
Gill secmed more cheerful. He even

joked with Stuart about the breakfast as
the man brought in the food.

“Sure glad you've hooked up with us,”
he said as thcy begain cating. “Always
glad to get a good man in my bunch.”

Stuart pondered over the fact that the
man had notasked hig name.
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Ay THEY had hardly finished eating
P when Gill pointed with a startled

“W%a* exclamation out the door. Stuart

looked and saw two horsemen approaching

at breakneck speed. Gill rose in haste and

started for the rear door.

“They mustn’t see me here,” he called
back. “I’ll get our horses around the
back way an’ you can join me there in a
minute. Hold ’em in here until Frick
comes in.”

He darted through the door and closed it.

Stuart stepped to the bar just as Burt
and Roy Turner came in. Both brothers
bore a look of menace but their faces
cleared when they saw Stuart.

Burt started to speak but ceased when
Stuart covertly held up a warning finger.

“How d’ye do,” said Stuart loudly; “you
boys are from the C Bar, ain’t you?”

The brothers looked at each other won-
deringly but at once divined that Stuart
must have a reason for acting so strangely.

“You hit it right first time,” said Burt,
winking. “Where’s the rat that runs this
place?”

“Just stepped out a minute,”
Stuart.

Then in an undertone—

“What'’s up?”

“We come over herc to make that sl-unk
tell us how Devon got killed,” whispered
Burt.

Again Stuart raised his voice.

“If he don’t get back in here pretty quick
I’'m a-goin’ across the bar an’ help myseclf.”

Stepping closer to Burt, he said softly—

“Let the Devon business go for a day or
two and then maybe I’ll have some news
for you.”

Burt cyed him steadily and Stuart saw
him look curiously at the table where he
and Gill had eaten breakfast. Burt’s gaze
when he looked at Stuart again was plainly
questioning.

“Couple shcepherders in for a time had
breakfast before they went back.”

It sounded ridiculous and Stuart knew it,
but he could not tell the truth for Gill must
be within hearing and he did not want him
to suspect that he was on friendly terms
with the brothers. Neither did he want
Burt and Roy to know that Gill was there
because they might start trouble and spoil
his plan to accompany Gill to the rendez-

replied
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vous of the outlaws as a member of the gang.

Burt and Roy evidently were suspicious
of his explanation and Stuart saw with ap-
prehension that both brothers suddenly
seemed to look at him with a different ex-
pression in their eyes.

“Funny time of the year for sheepherders
to be having a blowout,” observed Roy.

Stuart heard a movement in the room
behind the partition and knew that Gill was
there listening and possibly watching them.

“You never can tell what a sheepherder
will do,” he said, trying to convey another
meaning with his look.

“That’s right,” agreed Burt; “but their
bosses sometimes tell ’em what to do.”

At this juncture Frick appeared from the
rear and went behind the bar.

“Say, you dirty louse,” began Burt;

“what——"

He paused when he caught a warning
look from Stuart in the mirror and his
face became fixed with a puzzled expression.

“Just outside getting something-to eat,”
said Frick hurriedly. “Sorry to keep you
waiting.”’

Burt glared menacingly but held back
the balance of the accusation and pertinent
question he had been about to hurl at
the saloon man. Roy continued to stare at
Stuart in a way that made the latter squirm
inwardly.

“I laLe it you boys just run in for some
supplics,” said Stuart, once more attempt-
ing to tell them with his eyes what he could
not under the circumstances speak outright
in so many words.

“An’ you're out for the morning air,” said
Burt sarcastically.

Stuart laughed after a strained fashion.

“That’s worth another. I'll buy.”

He nodded to Frick.’

As Frick pushed out the bottle the muffied
sound of horses was heard behind the saloon
and there werc stealthy footfalls behind the
partition.

Burt put down his glass with a bang.

“Think I'll see who the early-mornin’
callers are,” he jeered as he started for the
rear door.

Stuart leaped ahead of him and planted
his back to the door.

“Never mind the callers,” he said sharply.

Burt fell back in astonishment; then his
face flushed darkly. '

“What kind of a game #s this?” he cried
angrily. __
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“If it’s a game the hands are all taken,” °

said Stuart meaningly.

Burt flushed again as Roy stepped in be-
hind him, frowning.

“I’m a-goin’ out there for a look—hands
or no hands,” said Burt harshly after a
moment’s consideration. -

Stuart’s right hand darted to his gun.

“Keep back!” he ordered as his left hand

sought and found the door-knob. “I'm
goin’ through here an’ if you follow, by
——, I’ll shoot!”

He backed through the door and closed it.
In two bounds he had reached the rear en-
trance to the room behind the partition
and found Gill at the door astride his horse
and holding Stuart’s. Stuart vaulted into
the saddle and the two spurred their
horses toward the north and the Whoop-Up
Trail. .

Turning in the saddle, Stuart saw—not
without a thrill of admiration—that Burt
and Roy had plunged through and were
standing looking after them with amaze-
ment and bitter accusation in their
eyes.

Did they recognize Gill, he asked himself.
Would they shoot? Stuart knew in his
beart that he would not shoot at the
brothers though they dropped him from the
saddle. And they were suspicious of him;
perhaps convinced that he had put in with
Gill and his crowd in good faith.

Then he sighed with relief when he re-
membered the note he had left for Uncle
Jim Turner—their father. It would ex-
plain why he had left with Gill.

The brothers did not shoot and soon
Stuart and Gill were hidden in the dust their
horses kicked up on the main trail.

Stuart looked at Gill to find the outlaw
leader regarding him with silent satisfac-
tion.

“That was good work,” said Gill; “you’ll
do.,)

Stuart did not reply to this. He looked
into the north whither they were hastening.
Somewhere up there was the Marias River
and the hidden rendezvous of the outlaws;
somewhere up there were his cattle; and
perhaps the man riding beside him was the
one man on the range with whom he wanted
an accounting.

And if this were so it might be that death
lay in waiting where the cottonwoods
marked with green the course of the

river.
3
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HOLDING a steady gait, they rode
=3 in silence along the trail. Gill

looked neither to right nor left or
behind, but kept his eyes almost continually
upon the ground just ahead of his horse.
He appeared worried and Stuart wondered
whether his conference with the sheepman
had been satisfactory. )

As they covered the miles Stuart felt the
growing realization of the dangerous mission
he was on and more than ever he was in-
clined to believe that Gill knew him. If he
didn’t know him why had he not asked his
name? If he did know him it was practi-
cally a certainty that he was leading Stuart
into some kind of trap for some reason.

Time and again Stuart’s hand rested on
the butt of his gun and he thanked his
stars that his father had insisted upon his
practise with the weapon. Now, if ever, it
was more than likely to prove an invaluable
education.

And then as Stuart remembered the kill-
ing of his father and the flight from Texas
which had cost his mother her life, his eyes
blazed and the muscles of his gun-arm
tensed as he forgot the danger and risk,
More than once he was tempted to draw on
Gill and compel him to tell the truth at the
point of the gun, but he reflected that if Gill
lied to him he would have no way of proving "
his contention and he wanted to learn the
man’s plans and the whereabouts of his
cattle. In addition he wanted to be abso-
lutely sure that Gill was Miguel before he
called him to the reckoning.

So he rode on apparently satisfied to ac-
company the man and become a full-fledged
member of his band of outlaws.

As they neared the green fringe of trees
marking the course of the river Gill shifted
their course to the northwest and soon they
entered the bad-lands where deep coulées
cut back from the banks and where there
were trees and tangles of underbrush.

In the early afternoon they rode out
upon a broad flat lying on the south side of
the river. They crossed this and followed
a trail that wound through a tumbled
country and finally sloped down into a deep
ravine. This led to a small open space be-
hind a high bank and shut in on all sides
except that toward the ravine by high-
flung ridges.

Among the trees in the amphitheater
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Stuart turned his attention to the food
for he was hungry.

While he was eating, however, he again
ncticed the room. In addition to the door
leading out into the open there were two
other doors, one in each end of the long
room. The cook had entered from one of
these doors—the one below the lower end of
the table. The door beyond the ‘head
where Gill was sitting and near the desk
was closed and locked with staple and
padlock. .

Stuart was mentally askmg himself why
the door was so locked when there was a
clatter of hoofs and a man dismounted at
the entrance from outside. Another mo-
ment and he came in with spurs jingling,
drawing off his gloves.

It was Curran.

Instantly Stuart became aware of a new

and tense feeling in the demeanor of the
men. It was as if an electric current had
been shot through the' air. Gill looked
relieved. Such casual talk as the men had
been engaging in was hushed.

Curran looked around the table and for a
second or so his gaze centered on Stuart.
But that second’s gaze was enough to put
Stuart keenly on his guard. He saw Cur-
ran’s eyelids flicker with unmistakable satis-
faction; caught a gleam of malice and some-
thing akin to triumph in the other’s look.
Nor was that all. As Curran sat down in
the vacant place next to Gill he saw a look of
comprehension flashed between the two
men. Curran glanced at him again as he
started to eat. During.the balance of the
meal, which was eaten almost in silence,
Curran kept his eyes on his plate.

But in that brief interval Stuart realized
that his position had become one of acute
danger. Curran knew him. Thus, if Gill
did not already know who he was he socon
would. And then Stuart suddenly remem-
bered the night Devon and he had camped

in the Basin and Devon had told Mangle his _
He smiled grimly. He had falrly ®his hat, although he had not had it on
. during the mcal.

name.

XVIII

run into the trap!

AS THE men rose from the table
E Stuart’s mind leaped to a decision.
With the approach of night he would
make a daring effort to accomplish two
things: to kidnap Gill at the point of a gun
and escape with him. If this could not be
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accomplished Stuart planned to make his
own escape and wait for Gill when next he
should appear in the vicinity of Pondera or
on the trail unaccompanied by Curran or
any other members of his band.

He believed now that Gill knew who he
was and that he had some powerful design
in thus enticing him to the rendezvous.
He was amazed to realize that he had not
thought more seriously about this phase of
the adventure before. He was angry with
himself for his lack of foresight.

Uncle Jim Turner would not have an
inkling of his whereabouts until he received
the note Stuart had left for him and he
would not get that until he returned from
Fort Benton which would be a week or more.

No, all things considered, the best plan
was to reverse the situation so far as he and
Gill were concerned and get the outlaw
leader where he could talk to him and if
necessary threaten the truth out of him or
betray him into exposing himself and his
plans. And if Gill turned out to be Miguel,
as Stuart suspected, he would be given a
chance to use a gun although apparently he
never wore one.

So Stuart was prepared to wait for night.

But the plan he had outlined to himself
was not destined to materialize. As the
men were leaving the room Gill touched
him on the arm and motioned to him to
follow him. The outlaw leader led the way
to the door at the end of the room near the
desk.

As he was unlocking the padlock a shadow
fell within the room and Stuart, looking out
the window, saw that the sky was becoming
overcast with clouds. The wind, too, had
freshened and was singing in the trees.

Gill removed the padlock and openced the
door.

“Let’s go in here an' have a little talk,”
he said as he led the way into the room.

He stooped low as he crossed the thresh-
old and Stuart noted that he again wore

The glistening black sheen of the great
sombrero fascinated him as he followed the
man. Somehow the hat this man wore ap-
peared more a part of him than the head-
gear of the ordinary man and seemed to
accentuate the mean, cunning look always
visible on the sallow features.

When they were in the room Gill closed
the door.
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The shadow within and without had deep-
ened. It was the sunset hour and with the
. approach of the storm which the clouds
betokened it was rapidly getting dark.
From somewhere in the high skies far dis-
tant came a low rumble of thunder. Stuart
saw the branches of the trees being lashed by
the wind and knew the storm was coming at
racing spced. The day had been hot and
the atmospheric disturbance now rapidly
gathering was characteristic of the prairie
country. The storm would come like a
whirlwind and might pass as quickly.

As Stuart gazed through the single win-
dow in the small room he saw something
else which made him start and compress his
lips. The window was barred! Large
round iron rods were fastened on the out-
side.

He swung to confront Gill, who was plac-
ing a bench near the small table in the
center of the room.

He watched the outlaw chief, remarking
again to himself the peculiar fact that this
man wore no gun and that he glanced anx-
iously out the window and back toward the
door through which they had come.

“I suppese you know what we're planning
to do?” said Gill with a grimace as he seated
himsel{ upon the bench.

“How should I know?” countered Stuart,
marveling at the other’s question.

“Oh, I thought maybe you might have
heard,” said Gill after a moment’s hesita-
tion.

“You're the only one I've talked with,”

said Stuart irritably; “no others know your _

plans, do they?”

Gill deliberated, tapping the table with
his nervous fingers.

“No, I expect not,” he said finally. “It
isn’t a good idea to talk too much.”

“What do you figure on doing?” Stuart
asked to the point.

Gill continued to drum upon the table
with his fingers as he stared out the window.
A minute passed without his making any
reply to Stuart’s question. The shadows
were gathering deeper and deeper and
Stuart saw that by the twilight hour it
would be dark. The thunder was mutter-
ing almost above them.

“We have got several things to do,”
Gill volunteered after a spell.

Stuart waited for the other to continue
and when Gill again lapsced into silence he
decided that Gill was playing for time. It
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was then that Stuart concluded to put his
own plan into quick operation. It was
nearly dark, a storm was approaching and
within a few minutes it might be possible
for him to get Gill out of the place and
around to the horses unseen. If guards
should be encountered in the ravine—
well, he would cross his bridges as he came
to them.

Stuart, too, began to spar for time. He
began a discourse on range conditions
and told of exploits which, if not wholly
within the truth, were at least thrilling.
He knew Gill was convinced he was lying
but he did not think Gill suspected him of
knowing this.

Darkness was descending rapidly.

“There ought to be a good chance for
some wholesale rustling hereabouts,” said
Stuart finally.

Gill looked at him sharply but refrained
from answering. Stuart listened for voices
or other sounds but could hear nothing.
However he knew the others could not have
left the place or he would have heard their
horses. The thunder reverberated with an
increasing roar and a flash of lightning
lighted the room momentarily.

Stuart had noticed some time before that
another door opened from the end of the
room opposite where they had entered.
He surmised that this sccond door led out-
side.

As Gill started again to speak in a casual
manner Stuart.stepped toward him. Gill
paused and Stuart’s hand moved like the
lightning that was streaking in the darkened
skies.

“There's no use in our beatin’ around the
bush, Gill,” he said softly, covering the
outlaw leader with the gun that had leaped
into his hand. “You brought me here for a
purposc and I came for the same reason.”

He held the gun close to Gill’s breast.

“Now, listen to me,” he said earnestly.

_ “You an’ I are goin’ out of here, an’ if
“we’re not goin’ together I'm goin’ to try

an’ go alone. But if T try to go alone
you're goin’ to stop a bullet from this gun
before T start!”

He looked at Gill significantly and was
inwardly pleased to sce that the other’s
sallow face had turned a shade lighter.

“Is that door locked?” he demanded,
pointing to the door which he thought led
to the outside.

“On the other side,” said Gill.



“All right, we’ll have to go out the other
way,” said Stuart, “but if you make a move
to stampede or open your trap to yell I'll
drill you an’ try to make it alone.”

Keeping Gill covered he went to the end
door and tried it. He found Gill had told
the truth for it was secured on the outside.
He came back and tried the bars across the
open window. They did not yield. As ke
turned back toward Gill he looked toward
the door by which they had entered, then
lowering his gun he motioned to the other.

“Step out here,” he commanded softly.
“I'm goin’ to drop this gun into my holster
in case we should be seen from a ways off;
but I guess you know about how long it
takes me to get it out again an’ if you make
any false moves I'll bore you quicker than
lightnin’. It’s truth I'm talking, Gill.”

As Gill stepped forward Stuart lowered
his gun into the sheath at his right side.
Gill stooped low after he had opened the
door softly. His hat struck the top of the
door-jamb and he raised a hand. Instantly
he whirled and Stuart found himself looking
into the black bore of a six-shooter.

It had happened so suddenly that Stuart
was dazed. Gill reached down and pulled
the from Stuart’s holster.

“Back up!” he said sharply. Then he
slammed the door in Stuart’s face and
snapped the padlock into place.

Stuart stood alone in the room looking out
the barred window into the night.

XIX

FOR some moments he stood thus,

@ but he was smiling. He recalled

2 his father’s dying statement that

his enemy was tricky. Stuart stepped to

the table and leaned upon it, still smiling.

Graduallv the smile faded and he began to
consider his predicament.

He stepped quickly to the barred window
and exerted all his strength against first
one bar and then another until he had tested
them all. He saw that it would be futile
to attempt to effect his escape this way for
the bars were securely bolted into the
logs.

Next he tried the door at the upper end,
the end toward the river-bank. This door,
like the other which Gill had locked, was
fastened on the outside. Stuart laughed
when he thought of its béing thus secured
in the first place. And the bars—the room
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had been prepared to keep prisoner who-
ever might be locked in it.

But Stuart was not dismayed. His
father’s continual preaching of caution and

*preparedness for unseen emergencies had
not been wasted. Stuart reached inside his
shirt and from a holster slung under his
left arm he drew forth another gun—the
counterpart in caliber, make, and balance .
of the gun which Gill had taken. This had
been his father’s weapon. He had carried
it away with him from the ridge where his
father had died under the lone pine. He
dropped it into the sheath on his right
thigh, then straightened suddenly.

Between the crashes of thunder he heard
the murmur of voices in the room where
they had eaten supper. He crossed to the
door leading into this room and put his ear
against it.

“But Short won’t go, I tell you,” he heard
Gill saying.

A crash of thunder drowned whatever
reply was made to this, and in another in-
terval of comparative silence Stuart heard:

“—DMangle’s bunch will start the ball a-
rolling— Iive men’ll be enough on that
side— We can gather all the cattle up
here in with that bunch of three hundred of
Holmes’ and three men can start ’em north
as soon ”

Thunder again intervened but Stuart
had recognized Curran’s voice.

“—and we better get started for this -
rain-may last all night.” It was Curran
speaking again. “Mangle—morning—""

Stuart could hear no more for some time
owing to frequent crashes of thunder which
rolled almost continually.

He had gathered, however, that the gang
was preparing to start that night on some
kind of expedition and surmised that the
sheep war was about to start. Gill had said
Short wouldn’t go. Stuart wondered if he
meant that Short had rejected whatever
plan they had in mind or if he had merely
refused to become an actual participant.

And Curran had nientioncd Stuart’s

_cattle. Stuart now had no doubt but that
Gill was responsible for the raid on the ranch
and the attack upon his father and himself
which had brought about his father’s
death.

His eyes glowed with a burning rage.
The cattle were somewhere near and the
outlaws were figuring on driving them
north. But the thing that he could not
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understand was how Gill and his com-
panions were to profit by precipitating
trouble between sheep and cattle interests,
unless. . . .

He started with a new thought.

“T’ve got to get out of here,” he exclaimed
to himself in an undertone.

Just then came a lull in the storm and
he heard the voices again.

“We should have put him out for good
in the first place,” Gill was saying.

“Leave him where he is,” thundered
Curran; “I’ve got a score to settle with

“him. Cook, you and Bremmer stay here
at the house—watch that he don’t get loose
—when we get back—”

The voices were drowned in a peal of
thunder; but Stuart gathered that two men
would Dbe left at the house and they were
instructed to see that he remained a cap-
tive until Gill and Curran returned.

“Five’ll be enough down there,” was the
next thing Stuart heard, and Gill was speak-
ing. “T’ll send three to relieve the men with
the cattle— Twenty-thousand’ll just top
the pot off nice— TI'll leave that to you
for—"

The voice dicd away as the men left the
room.,

Twenty thousand! The sum Stuart’s
father had buricd and which he had taken
from Miguel to save for Loud’s heirs! So
that was part of the game, thought Stuart;
Gill intended to make him give up the
money? Stuart laughed as the place was
lighted suddenly by a blinding flash of
lightning and the thunder burst like high
explosive in rapid detonations.

He hurried to the window. It was now
very dark and he could see outside only when
the vivid streaks of lightning illumined
the place. The rain was falling in torrents
and Stuart reflected that it was indeed an
important mission that would send the
men out in such a storm.

It portended but onc thing: the carry-
ing out of a plan which had previously been
arranged. Did it mean that the sheep
were to be driven across the dead-line drawn
by mutual agrecment Dbetween the two
branches of steckmen in the morning?
It would be a most opportune time for the
cattlemen were then attending the meeting
in Fort Benton. Stuart wondered if Gill’s
bold move would mean a repetition in Mon-
tana of the disastrous sheep wars which had
torn Wyoming.
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The next flash of lightning revealed two
men mounted and halting their horses
beneath a tall cottonwood just outside the
window. The men wore slickers and the wa-
ter streamed from their wide-brimmed hats.

“If that rat starts givin’ me any orders
T'll tell him to go to —"’ exclaimed 6ne
of the men in a voice so loud that it carried
to Stuart’s cars despite the noise made by
the rain whipping through the trecs.

“That’s me,” shouted the other man.
“I’'m sick of all "

A clap of thunder cut off his words.

Stuart decided the men were talking
about Gill, and, if so, it was plain that Gill’s
leadership hold upon his followers was
slackening.  Or it might be they had refer-
ence to Curran. Curran had seemed to
have a lot to say, Stuart meditated; and
he had exhibited an aggressive attitude
toward Gill.

But Curran was, nevertheless, seemingly
entitled to much consideration from his
chief. He bore the reputation of being a
bad-man—a killer. The other men in the
outfit surely respected him. And Stuart
knew Curran held a strong grudge against
him because of the incident in the saloon
at Pondera when Stuart had shot the watch
out of his hand. Curran would try to
settle that score as he had intimated to
Gill in the other room a short time before.

Stuart heard the sounds of several horses
and the next flash of lightning revealed a
dozen or more men outside. In the dark-
ness which followed the lightning-lash
Stuart heard a whistle before the thunder
broke again.

When the lightning next lighted up the
scenc he saw no one before the window
but caught sight of the men riding swiftly
toward the mouth of the ravine almost
directly opposite. Another flash of light-
ning a few moments later showed the space
outside to be deserted.  Gill and his band
had left the rendezvous on their mission
which Stuart feared might involve the peace
of all the range north of the Teton.

He thoughi for a minute of the awful
results which might accrue from such a
condition—wholesale slaughtering of sheep
and cattle, death-bringing clashes between
armed forces on cither side, isolated killings,
destruction of property, birth of feuds,
land-squabbles and disputes, and—perhaps
most important of all—the involving of the
State’s politics.

[
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By the death of his father Stuart had
automatically become a member of the
North Montana Stockmen’s Association
and it now was his first duty to protect the
peace of the range, already endangered by
the first sparse crop of homesteaders, and
prevent, if possible, a violation of the terms
of the agreement between the cattle and
sheep-raisers.

He leaped to the end door and put his
weight against it. It gave a little, just
enough to show Stuart that it was secured
by means of a bar on the outside, or, per-
haps, a hasp and padlock as the other door
was fastened.

He backed off two paces and threw his
weight against it time after time but the
door resisted all his efforts.

After a time he desisted from this method
of effecting his escape and crept back to
the other door which led into the big room.
He put his ear against it and listened as
there came a lull in the crashes of thunder.
He could hear the murmur of voices, show-
ing that the two men who had been left
in the house were on guard.

He turned back to the other door with
an inspiration.

XX

¥38 BEGINNING high up on the door,
\F% Stuart cautiously exerted every
wi# ounce of his tremendous strength
against it. The door gave outward a little.
Next he put his weight against it at a spot
a little farther down. He repeated this
process at intervals down the coor of about
six inches apart.

As he neared the center of the door it
gave less and less until finally he put his
weight against a place where it hardly gave
outward at all. He measured this place
from the floor and found it came directly
even with his belt when he stood straight.

Next he began putting his weight below
this spot and found that the door gave a
little below it and more and more as he
tested it down toward the floor. In this
way he arrived at the conclusion that it
was secured on the outside by a bar, pos-
sibly a wooden beam, at a point about half-
way between top and bottom.

From his pockets he "took a sack of to-
bacco and his knife. He ripped the sack so
that it would lie flat. Then he held it
against the door, near the side where it
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opened and pmned it there with the knife
by sticking the blade through the sack at
the top on one side and bending or breaking
it inward so that the end of the handle
held the other side of the top of the sack.

Thus he had a white mark against the
dark wood of the door on the inside at the
point where the bar was across it on the
other side—the outside.

The storm continued to rage with in-
creased velocity. The lightning flashed
almost continually and the thunder crashed
and rolled with the vechemence of an artil-
lery engagement. It scemed one of the
worst storms Stuart had expericnced in the
three ycars he had lived in Montana.

He went again to the door which opened
into the big room and listened. When the
thunder again subsided temporarily he
once more heard the murmur of the voices
of the two men who were on guard. They
spoke louder than before and seemed to be
on the point of a wrangle. But after
Stuart had listened a few minutcs he made
out that the two were playing cards.

He went back to the other door. He
snapped a number of cartridges from his
belt and examined the lcads.

“I can doit,” he said aloud in an cxultant
voice while the storm shricked its fury.

He stepped back two paces, drew his
forty-four from its holster and leveled it
from his hip, aiming at the top of the white
sack. With the next flash of lightning he
made sure of his aim. When the thunder
crashed following the lizhtning he fired.

Instantly he turned and lcaped back to
the other door. He listened and when the
roar of the thunder was stilled he again
heard the murmur of the men's voices.
He laughed soitiy to himsell. They had
not heard the shot. The report of his gun
had been mufiled by the thunder and even if
it could have been heard it was more than
likely that the men would not have noticed
it, what with the storm’s crashes of sound.

He went back to the other door and again
leveled his gun on the mark. The light-
ning showed a hole, througlr the cloth at
a point near the top. Stuart aimed the
second time just below this hole. The
lightning flashed and with the thunder-
bolt he fired the second time.

His previous performance was repeated
He listencd and heard the voices of the
men in the big room wrangling over their
cards He went back to the opposite door.
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Two holes now showed, one above the
other in the cloth. Stuart leveled his gun
as the lightning flashed and with the ac-
companying thunder sent another bullet
through the cloth and crashing into the
wood behind it.

He did not listen this time but shot again
with the next thunder-clap. He timed his
shots to a nicety that spoke well for his
knowledze of storms. Long years in the
open had taught him which flashes of light-
ning were most likely to be followed by
heavy thunder and how long the time-in-
terval would be between the flash and the
sound. )

In this case the storm was electrical and
each vivid flash of lightning was certain
to be followed almost immediately by a
heavy crash of thunder.

Stuart sent six bullets in a line straight
down the cloth, emptied and refilled his
gun. He listened again and satisfied that
the men were still at their game unsuspect-
ing of what was going on in the room next
to them, he resumed his risky task. He
fired six more shots into the cloth and as
he filled the chambers of his gun again the
lightning revealed twelve holes in a straight
line down from the top of the cloth.

“Pretty fair shooting,” laughed Stuart
to himsclf.

Again he had cause to be thankful that
his father had taken so much pains to make
him an expert in the use of the common
firearm of the range.

Even Stuart was impressed with the
marvelous work he was doing. Aiming
by the flashes of lightning, shooting with
the crash of the thunder and hitting his
mark. ‘The cloth of the sack was nearly
cut in two pieces from top to bottom!

Stuart listened again at the other door
and then resumed his position before the
white mark.

He fired twelve more shots into the gap-
ing black mark down through the center
of the cloth. He tried this time to send
the bullets in between those he had fired
first but was unable to see whether he had
done so0 or not.

I'rom time to time he listened at the other
door to make sure that the two guards had
rot hcard him. Once, when he did not
hear their voices, he waited for some time,
wondering whether they had gone out or
were suspicious.

If they divined his plan for escape it
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would be easy for them to put more bars
against the other door. He had long
since resolved that if the men made an
attempt to enter the room and stop him
or disarm him he would siart shooting as
soon as they ventured into the room or
near the window.

But it wasn’t long before he again heard
their voices. He went back to his work.
He felt the holes in the wood through the
gap in the cloth with satisfaction. He
put his weight against the door and heard
the crack of wood. It seemed to weave a
little as he exerted his strength.

With the next crash of thunder he hurled
himself against the obstruction with all
his force. He felt the door give a little
more. He stepped back and in as many
minutes fired six more bullets into the crack
he had made with lead. Then he filled
his gun and replaced it in its sheath.

He made sure the men in the other room
were still playing cards and then, with the
thunder to mufile the sound, he once more
hurled his weight against the door. It still
resisted his efforts.  He picked up the nar-
row bench and drove it with smashing force
against the mark. The sound it made
seemed louder than the reports of the gun.

Again and again he dashed the end of
the bench against the door as the thunder
favored him. He could feel the obstruction
without, splintering. The bullets passing
through the door had weakened the wood
or the metal which held it from the outside.

After he had driven the bench against
the mark until it hegan to break up Stuart
again resorted to his shoulder. He hurled
his weight against the point where the white
cloth had been five times and at the sixth
attempt the door swung outward a bit.

For the last time he made sure that his
guards were not aware of his actions and
then gradually pushed the door open as
the splintered heamon the outside gave way.

He stepped out into the storm. He
cautiously peered through a window into
the hig room and saw the cook and another
member of the band plaving cards at the
lower end of the lone table.

He drew back from the window, crawled
along below it and ran around the house
to the corrals. e found his saddle on
the post where he had hung it together with
his quirt, gloves, and saddle-blanket. His
horse was in the small corral where he had
left him_and Stuart saddled quickly.
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whimpered Frick, rubbing his hands which
were clammy with cold sweat. “Don’t say
I told—"

“Who was it?” shouted Stuart, jerking
his gun from its sheath.

“Gill!”” screamed Frick. “But I don’t
know how he did it—that’s the —’s truth
Idon’t. He wasn’t wearing a gun, and—"

“Never mind that,” said Stuart. “Tell
me what Devon was saying or doingan’
how the play come off. Hurry up!”

Little by little Frick told the story of
how Devon had baited Gill, accused him
of being responsible for the cow-puncher
Sam’s death, and demanded at the point
of a gun to know who had killed Sam.

“And who did kill thlS Sam?” demanded
Stuart.

“I didn’t see it, so help me ——,” cried
Frick. “They was at a table an’ I was
gettin’ some drinks ready when the shots
came and Sam went out with a bullet in his
head.”

“Was Gill in that game?” asked Stuart .

softly.

“Yes—y-e-s,” said Frick,
head. “An’ Curran.”

“Look here, Frick,” said Stuart earnestly;
“I want you to brush up your memory a
little. You've got a chance with me if you
think hard an’ tell the truth. ’Member
that first day I came in here—day I had
the run-in with' Curran?”

“I heard about it,” said Frick. “I wasn't
here myself; I had a man working for me
that day.”

“f know—the man who takes the dope
up to Helena,” said Stuart as Irick’s eves
widened. “I saw him making away with
that satchel of vours once. But what I
want you to do is think hard an’ remember
the carlv morning before that.  Are you
thinking?”’

nodding his

Zenn, I'RICK looked puzzled but evidently
\?‘Vi was following instructions. Stuart
&= (urned over in his mind again the
events of the night of the raid when his
father had been killed as he allowed TFrick
time.

“Was there a bunch came in here carly
that morning?” asked Stuart. “Think hard,
Frick: I'm liable to start shootin’ in dis-
appointment if you can’t remember!”

“I got back from Benton that morning,”
answered Frick. “That’s why I had the
man working again next day—to get rested
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up an’ ’tend to some things. There was a
bunch here when I got back.”

“How long had they been here?”

“I—I don’t think they’d been here long.
Their horses was pretty well played out an’
they stayed overnight to freshen ’em up.”

Stuart’s eyes gleamed in satisfaction.

“Was Gill with the bunch?”

“No,” said Frick instantly in a positive
voice.

“You're sure—plumb sure?” cautioned
Stuart.

“He wasn’t here,” said Frick, who seemed
genuinely sure of his ground and somewhat
relieved.

“Frick, think hard! Who was headin’
that bunch that morning?”’

“I didn’t notice much,” faltered Frick.
“T was tired—rode hard from Benton an’
ain’t used to it. Curran was here though.”

Stuart frowned.

“Sure about Gill” he insisted.

Agzain Frick vehemently asserted he was
posm\e Gill was ahsent.

“Say, Irick; vou got a good rope in that
store of vours?” asked Stuart casually.

“Sure,” said Frick. “What one?”

“Well, look ‘em over,” said Stuart.
“Lead the way.”

They entered the storeroom and Stuart
picked out two ropes.

“Come along with me,” he said, pushing
Frick ahcad of him and carrying the ropes
in onc hand while he again held his gun with
the other.

He made Frick walk ahead of him to his
horse and then made him walk beside him
as he rode slowly down to the sheep-shearing
sheds.  Here Stuart dismounted.  Frick,
visibly nervous, regarded him with a fright-
encd look in his eyes.

Stuart turned on him suddenly.

“Where did Gill and his gang
morning?” he asked sharply.

Frick "ulpcd and pointed south.

“The Basin,” he whispered.

Stuart did not answer.  He pushed Frick
ahcad of him into onc of the sheds and put
him, with back toward*him (Stuart) against
a post. He made a noose in the rope and
shot it over the post and Frick’s body while
Frick cried out in protest.  Stuart quickly
tied the man securcly to the post, disre-
garding his pleas to be freed.

“You’d have a slim chance if any of the
C Bar outfit was to find you in your place
today or tonight,” said Stuart, standing off.

go this
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“Gill’s crowd. I—I told ’em—"

The man groaned and tried to lift him-
self to a sitting-posture.

Stuart raised the man’s head on his arm.

“You’re hard hit, Mangle; tell me what
the trouble was. Who ran in the sheep?”

“I’'m goin’ out,” whispered Mangle fear-
fully; “I'm done for—goin’ out. He lied
to me—he——" ’

The herder had difficulty in getting his
breath and Stuart could feel the blood well
from the ugly wound under the heart.

“Who lied, Mangle?”” he asked quickly.
“Tell me about it; I’'m not with that crowd,
and if they lied—"

“Gill!” cried the dying man. “He said
Short an’ the other sheepmen were in with
him an’ would be here this mornin’ an’ he
lied. They drove over the sheep an’ now
they’re runnin’ away. I hollered an’ got
this.”

He put his hand on his shirt where it was
wet with blood.

“Did Gill shoot you?”” demanded Stuart.
“Tell me an’ I'll see that he gets what’s
coming to him. Talk fast, Mangle—you
haven’t got much time, I'm afraid.”

Even as he spoke, Stuart felt a tinge of
pity for the man who had evidently leen
made a dupe by Gill and his crowd of law-
less followers.

“Gill didn’t shoot me—he ain’t here!”
said Mangle hoarsely. .

“Not here?” cried Stuart in astonishment.
“Where is he?”

“It’s a trick I—I tell yvou—a trick,”
whined HMangle. “They're runnin’ away—
I knew it—an’ when they found out I knew
it they shot me. Short an’ the other sheep-
men ain’t in this at all—Gill and Curran—
it's a trick, T tell you.an’ they double-
crossed me.”

“Why did thev run the shcep over the
dead-line?”’ asked Stuart.

Mangle tried to speak but a red froth
bubbled on his lips as his breath came short
and painfully. He stared at Stuart with
eves that were rapidly growing dull and
which held a mute appeal in their fading
light.

“Where are Gill and the others?” asked
Stuart, who saw that the man was going.
“Tell me that, Mangle; try to say it; can’t
you make it? Where are Gill and the
others?”

Again the dying man struggled to speak
and failed. He'closed his eyes and then
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slowly he brought up his left hand and
pointed with a shaking finger toward the
west. He made two or three downward
motions and pointed again, as if indicating
distance; then the hand fell to his side and
the red froth ceased to bubble.

Stuart laid the dead man’s head upon
the ground and rose with the steel-blue glint
of purpose in his eyes. Before he could
move there was a thunder of hoofs and
mounted men appeared on the crest of the
rise above. .

“Put ‘em up, Holmes, or whatever your
name is, an’ be quick!”

Stuart looked up to find himself covered
by half a dozen guns and recognized Ran-
dall, manager of the C Bar, as the speaker.

He raised his hands above his head with
a smile.

“What's the idea?” he asked pleasantly.

Then he saw Burt and Roy Turner.
Both were looking at him with the kind of
look men turn upon their kind who have
turned traiter or donc some loathesomelthing.

Burt dismounted, came down to him and
took his gun.

“Who did for Mangle?” he asked, point-
ing at the body of the sheep-herder.

“Gill's crowd,” answered Stuart readily.
“Killed him because they found he knew
they were acting without the consent of
the sheepmen.”

“Your crowd, yvou mcan,” sneered Ran-
dall.  *“An’ T suppose theyv’re driving the
sheep across the line without knowin’ it,
eh?” There was a mirthless laugh at this
in which Burt and Roy joined.

“We've got you good, Iolmes or whoever
vou are,” snapped Randall. “You was in
Pondera the morning Devon was killed;
vou drew on the Turner boys to protect
Frick an' Gill an’ rode away with Gill to
his outlaw camp, an’ now vou're with the
bunch on the wrong sice of the dead-line.”’

“Wait a minute!” cried Stuart. “I went
up there with Gill to find out what the gang
was up to: they locked me in a room”an’
I escaped during last night’s storm; I rode
down to Pondera and made Frick talk an’
tied him up in a sheep-shed an’ started for
the Basin an’ saw these fellows lightin’ out
an’ followed——"

“Never mind,” interrupted Randall; “you
can tell all that later. We've got business
to 'tend to now. Tie his hands, Burt.”

While Burt was tying his hands behind his
back Stuart tried to explain the situation but

’
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the C Bar men did not seem to be listening.

“It’s a trick, I tell you,” shouted Stuart,
repeating the admonition which the dying
Mangle had voiced. “Gill ain’t with these
fellows over here an’ the sheepmen ain’t
inon the play. The outlaws drove the sheep
across to get you people over here. Mangle
told me before he died. Gill and the others
are 'way west of here up to something this
play was made to conceal. I tell youit'sa
trick. Do what you please with me
but go west!”

“Sure,” laughed Randall. “Ain’t that
good, men? Go west when the skunks that
violated the range agreement has gone east.
He’s tryin’ to cover ’em up.”

“See here,” cried Stuart in desperation.
“I've got more against Gill than you have.
Uncle Jim’ll prove what I say——"

“And father’s in Benton,” said Burt, nod-
ding his head suggestively in Randall’s
direction.

“—— you, Burt; I'm telling the truth
an’ you ought to know it,” shouted Stuart,
as beads of sweat appeared on his brow.
“Gill killed my father and stole my cattle.
I don’t carc what you do with me but for
—’s sake heed what I’m telling youan’ go
west with all the men you’ve got before it’s
too late!”

Randall ordered Burt to help Stuart into
his saddle. Then he called to Roy.

“Take  him back to the ranch and put
him where he can’t get away,” he instructed.
“Then come back with any others of the
boys who may have come in. Tell ’em we
came out here as soon as Harris here brought
word the sheep were over the line. Follow
us; we’re goin’ to trail this bunch or make
for Short’s ranch five miles below here and
sift or shoot this thing to the bottom. And
watch this fellow—there’s something power-
ful wrong about him.”

Roy strung a rope to Stuart’s horse and
the two started for the C Bar ranch without
more delay. As they rode westward Stuart
turned in the saddle and saw the others of
the C Bar outfit riding madly into the cast
on what he knew to be a false trail.

XXIIT

I “ROY, you and the rest of ’em are
E‘- making a mighty serious mistake,”
w==>called Stuartas they passed the Basin
and made for the ranch at a stcady pace.

The young fellow riding ahead and leaving
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Stuart’s horse to follow, as he knew he
would, did not answer to this.

“Gill and Curran and the rest of his gang
are not with that bunch your brother and
Randall and the rest of ’em arc chasing,”
continued Stuart. “They arc somewhere
west of here and they’re probably after your
cattle, just as they took mine and have ’em
now up on the Marias rcady to run into
Canada.”

Roy mercly looked back curiously and
when he {inally spoke he wairned Stuart not
to attempt any funny busincss or it would
be the worse for him.

Stuart bit his lips in {utile anger as he
realized that Roy was not to be argued nor
cajoled into seeing things as they were,
The boy was impressed with the responsi-
bility of his mission and he had no interttion
of permitting his charge to get away, nor
of being influenced by any argument, re-
gardless of how logical it might sound.

It was with a feeling of goading helpless-
ness that Stuart contemplated his predica-
ment. He believed Mangle’s dying asser-
tion that Gill and Curran and the others
of the gang were not in the vicinity of the
Basin when the sheep were driven across
the dead-line. Mangle had said it was a
trick and Mangle had known he was about
to die and had no object in lying, espccially
after hc had been shot by one of the gang.

Reviewing events of the night and morn-
ing, Stuart saw that the shcep-drive had
been a ruse to draw the attention of the
C Bar men to the vicinity of the Basin.
Gill himself had said the night efore when
Stuart had been listening to the talk be-
tween him and Curran during lulls in the
storm that Short had refused to put in with
the plan. Evidently Gill had explained his
proposition to Short in the saloon at Pon-
dera and the sheepman had szid he would
have none of it.

Mangle had been told that Short was in
with Gill and had helped things along by
driving the sheep to the cdge of the Basin
and keeping them there awaiting word to
drive them on across the dead-line spccified
in the agrecment between the stockmen.

And that morning the sheep had been
sent across to attract just the sort of
chasc the C Bar men werc now engagzed in.
Only a few of the gang had been sent to
draw the fire and pursuit of the cowmen.
By this move the leader of the outlaws, as
Stuart surmjsed from; Mangle’s talk, had
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covered up a more extensive operation some-
where in the country to the west.

Stuart remembered the restlessness of
Gill’s men, their demands for action worth
while, and the talk which had hinted con-
tinually of some big deal about to be pulled
off. He had long since acknowledged that
the rustling of a large bunch of cattle, beef-
cattle say, would entice such a band as Gill
had gathered about him.

Uncle Jim Turner had cattle on the west
range, Stuart knew, for he had seen them
when he returned to the ranch the second
time. He had passed several large herds
up the Teton. He was now convinced that
it was these cattle, or a portion of them, that
Gill and his men were after. They had
brought about the sheep-scare to call away
the C Bar punchers and leave them free
to handle the few men tending the herds.
While the range squabble was on—and par-
ticularly if Short and the others should get
mad and make trouble—they could drive
a big bunch of fat C Bar cattle up across
the Canadian line together with his own
herd of some three hundred.

Stuart squirmed in his saddle as he
thought of this, and of the possibility that
Gill might get away unpunished for the
death of his father. Miguel! Stuart smiled
grimly when he remembered Frick’s story
of the killing of Devon and his own experi-
ence with the man in the rendezvous. He
smiled grimly again as he recalled, too, his
father’s dying action.

But for the remainder of the ride to the
ranch he made no further effort to engage
Roy in conversation or persuade him that
he or the others were in error. He would wait.

~==" When they reached the ranch in the after-

noon they found but one man there besides
the Chinese cook. Roy called the man
Darrel, who came out as they stopped near
the barn.

“Put up the horses; I'm goin’ to shackle
this fellow in the bunk-house and then we’ll
get something to eat and you and I'll go
back by the Basin.”

“What’s up?” asked Darrel, eying Stuart
curiously. _

“The sheep,” replied Roy without waste
of words.

Darrel whistled softly.

“Crossed the line?”” he asked.

“And Burt an’ Randall an’ some of the
rest of the bunch have gone to find out
about it,” explained Roy.
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Then turning " to Stuart, “Come on, an™
remember I’ve got orders to keep you here
an’ a gun to do it with.”

Stuart laughed as Roy led him to the
bunk-house. :

“Roy, it don’t take much to make you
boys lose confidence in a man.”

Roy did not answer this. In the bunk-
house he waited in the doorway and called
to Darrel. When Darrel came he instructed
him to tie Stuart securely to an iron ring -
bolted into a log above a bunk which Stuart
suspected had been put there for such a
purpose and possibly used in cases wherg
some puncher became unruly during a bout
with fronticr whisky.

Then they tied Stuart’s feet as an added
precaution and left.

Stuart sat, sore and uncomfortable, look-
ing out the windows of the bunk-house and
considering his unfortunate situation. He
wished he had made a break for it and taken
his chances but with his hands tied behind
him it would have been recklessness in the
last degree. »

The cottonwoods were trembling in a
light breeze that blew down the river.
Above the trees Stuart could see the light
blue of the sky and fleecy little clouds that
hung like billows or the foam of the surf.
The air was rich with the tang of the open
country. It was from all this—the land of
mountains, long distances and far-flung
skies — that his father had been taken
through the cruel desire of the man Miguel
for a false vengeance.

He turned his eyes to the door as he heard
a light step.

Dorothy Turner entered and Stuart’s
heart gave a great bound.

“I’'ve brought you something to eat,”
said the girl gravely.

“But how am I to eat it with mv hands
tied behind my back to that ring?” asked
Stuart with a smile.

The girl appeared taken back. She put
the wooden tray with the food on a bench
and puckered her brow.

“You have to remain tied or you are
liable to get away,” she said after a few
moments of deliberation.

Stuart laughed heartily.

“Have Roy and Darrel gone?” he
asked.

She hesitated.

“Yes—they have,” she answered at
length,
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“There are no more men here?” he in-
quired casually.

“Oh,'yes, Bill the cook is here,” he said.
“And he can shoot, too,” she added as an
afterthought.

“I understood you didn’t believe in
shooting,” said Stuart.

“This is hardly the time to discuss that,”
she replied severely.

Instantly Stuart sobered and regarded
her somberly.

“Miss Dorothy, can you tell when a man
is lying to you?” he asked.

“Sometimes. But why do you ask me
that?”’ '

“Did Roy tell you how I came to be in
this fix?”’ .

“He told me enough,” she said quickly.

Stuart’s eyes lighted suddenly.

“Miss Dorothy, I am not in with that
gang. They have stolen my cattle and I
believe one of them was responsible for my
father’s death. Didn’t your dad tell you
or your mother about it?”

“He didn’t tell me and mother went with
him to Fort Benton.”’

“Then I'm going to tell you; please
listen.”

Without wasting words, Stuart told her
the story, beginning with the time when he
and his parents had left Texas. He also
told her of his visit to the rendezvous.

“Now Miss Dorothy, look at me. Am
I telling the truth?” he concluded.

The girl looked at him and then turned
her gaze to the scene without the window.

“Miss Dorothy, you’re the finest girl I
ever saw,” said Stuart gravely. “If T
didn’t have any other reason than that I'd
choke if I tried to lie to you. Miss Dorothy,
men who have been brought up close to
God’s earth and. under God’s skies by a
good woman—and my mother was one—
don’t lie.”

The girl continued to look out of the
window.

“Miss Dorothy, in that note I left for
your father I told him they had stolen my
cattle and that I was goin’ to get in with
the gang, Gill’s outfit, and find out what I
could. If you believe I am telling the truth
I want you to go in and get that note, open
it and read it; but if you think I'm lyin’
or that I'm the plain gunman from Pondera
that you first called me, don’t look at it.”

She was regarding him thoughtfully now
and he returned her gaze.

1
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“You want me to trust you for yourself
alone before I look for proof?” she asked.

“Yes.,)

Again she was silent—thoughtful. “And
this Miguel—if you discover him to be Gill
or any one else, you will kill him?”’

“I don’t know.”

She lifted her brows in surprize. :

“But he is a murderer, isn’t he; and you.
hate him?”

Stuart nodded gravely. ‘

“And you won’t kill him?” She plainly.
was puzzled. :

“I don’t know,”” he repeated.

“But I—you—I don’t see—"’

She paused and looked at him again.
Stuart tried in vain to fathom the mys-
terious light in her eyes. Was she mocking
him? Didn’t she believe him? Did she
think he would resort to an unmanly sub-'
terfuge to gain his liberty?

She turned suddenly and left the bunk-
house. '

Long minutes lapsed. The sky above
the cottonwoods changed to gold shot with
crimson streamers as the sun dropped be-
hind the western peaks. The wind freshened
and whined in the foliage. .

Stuart heard pattering feet. The Chinese
cook entered, carrying a butcher-knife and
a gun. He cut the ropes that bound Stuart
and pointed to the food. . ‘

“Miss Dolthy say bettah eat an’ send you
this.”

He dropped the gun on the bunk beside
Stuart. )

“Hoss in bahn—go quick,” admonished
the Chinaman as he left.

Stuart gazed at the crimson skies while
he rubbed his sore wrists. And when he
turned to the food his eyes were shining.

XXIV

WHEN he had finished eating Stuart
; picked up the gun which the China-
! man had dropped upon the bunk.
He was elated to find it was the weapon
which had been taken from him—his father’s
pistol. Roy had brought it with him and
had left it, doubtless, in the house. He
slipped the fircarm into the sheath at his
side. ‘

As he walked from the bunk-house to-
ward the barn Stuart hesitated, looking at
the lights which shone from the windows
of the ranch-house. Once he started toward
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the house but changed his mind. He con-
tinued on to the barn; but something within
him—some unusual feeling that was not
exactly gratitude, nor satisfaction, nor tri-
umph—made him wildly exultant.

He found his horse, saddled him and as
he was leading him out saw a big black
standing in a stall, saddled and ready ior
the trail. For a moment he wondered at
this but the work he had to do quickly
drove the thought from his mind.

When he was in the saddle he remembered
that there were very few cartridges in his
belt.. He rode to the bunk-house and after
a short scarch discovered several boxes of
shells of the fortv-four caliber in general
usc on the range. He filled his belt and
stuffed more of the cartridges in his pockets.
Then he rode quickly up the trail through
the long coulée to the bench and turned
west.

As Stuart loped steadily through the twi-
light, Dorothy, mounted on the big black,
appcarcd upon the bench and watched him
disappear in the shadows up the Teton.
Then she swung her horse east and dashed
away toward the Basin.

The shadows deepened and the stars
came out as Stuart rode on in the soft
beauty of the prairie night. He nodded in
the saddle for, despite his iron constitution
which cnabled him to endure extraordinary
hardships under stress, he felt the urgent
need of slecp. .

What was happening on the range east
of the Basin? Were the C Bar men still
on the trail of the few bandits who were
leading them awayv? Had Short and other
sheepmen become involved?  Stuart knew
how casy it was to start trouble betwcen
the two factions of stockmen and realized
that Gill's ruse might indeced develop into
a conflict. : .

He roused himsclf, flung his arms wildly
and urged his horse to greater speed. But
the animal did not respond as usual and
Stuart reduced his pace in the knowledge
that his mount also was tired. e hated
to lose the time needed to assure himself
and his horse the rest they needed but he
knew this would have to be done.

His plans, however, were thoroughly out-
lined and when he sighted the first bunch
of C Bar cattle in the bottom-lands along
the river he swerved down and made for
them.

One man was riding herd and Stuart
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hailed him when he came within shouting-
distance.

“I’ve got a message for you,” said Stuart
as he rode up to the man; “but the first thing
I want is some sleep. Anybody with you?”

“Grabel’s over there in the tent asleep,”
said the man; “you just come from the
ranch?”

“Yes,” replied Stuart.
along here today?”

“Craig came through on his way up the
river this morning,”” was thc answer.

“Craig? Oh vcs, the cow-boss. How far
up is the big herd?” i

“Over near Lost Corral. You say vou’ve
got a message?”’

“I have, but it'll keep«ill morning.
bovs dividin’ the night-shift?”

“We sure are,” grinned the puncher..
“What’d you think?”

“Say—what’s your name? Oh, Swanson.
Well, Swanson, it secems funny to me that
Craig would have two men watching this
herd. What's the matter—is he afraid
they'd leave feed like this to go to the hills
or Canada or somcthing?”

“Don’t ask me,” replied Swanson. “He’s
got two more men with another small herd
about three miles above here an’ with them
he left down below it only leaves himself
an’ Small with the bcef-cattle an’ they’re
all in onc bunch an’ on the bench instead
of the bottoms. I don’t savvy the way
Craig’s runnin’ the range this year; but he
ought to know—he's been at it long
cnough.”

“Swanson, I'm going over an’ get some
sleep; we've got some ridin’ to do in the

" said Stuart. *“I’'m pretty tired.

“Seen anvbody

You

morning,”’
Don’t let me sleep till the sun shines in my
eves: an’ if Craig comes along call me.”

“Ain’t vou kind of ovcriookin’ some-
thing?” asked Swanson.

“Holmes is my name,” replied Stuart
without hesitation. “I'll tell yvou the rest
in the morning.”

“Devon was telling about vou in the
bunk-house day or two hefore he got Killed,”
said Swanson.  “Ie was savin® as how——""

But Stuart was riding down to the little
tent which showed as a small white pyramid
against the dark shadows of the trees by
the river.  He took the saddle from his
horse, dropped it near the tent on the lee
side, lay down upon the grass and pulled
the slicker over him. In another instant
he was asleep.

~—~ v
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7P AT DAWN he awoke. Swanson and

Y Grabel were cooking breakfast over

== a small grate. They greeted him in

a friendly way when he appeared. He

could tell that the men had been talking
about him.

“What’s the message?’’ asked Swanson
when they had finished breakfast.

“That you’re to come along with me,”
said Stuart;- “an’ we’d better start right
now. I'll get my horse. I’m acting for
Uncle Jim.”

As he went for his horse Stuart smiled
to himself.

“It’s a bold play but I've got to do it,”
{Je reflected silently. “It’s the only way
eft.”

The men offered no objections to going
with him, although it was plain that they
were puzzled and would have welcomed a
more detailed explanation than Stuart
seemed of a mind to give them.

They rode out of the bottom-lands to the
bench and struck west. Soon they saw a
second small berd grazing near the river.

“Go down and get the two men down
there,” Stuart ordered. Grabel obeyed,
muttering to himself.

Shortly he returned with two more cow-
punchers. -

“What’s up?”’ demanded one of the men.

“I’ll tell you when we get to Lost Corral,”
returned Stuart as he spurred his horse.

They rode northwest now instead of due
west and it was still more than two hours
before noon when they came in sight of the
long, high ridge which marked the location
of Lost Corral.

“Where do you say Craig has the beef-
cattle?’”’ Stuart asked Swanson.

“On the other side of the ridge near the
old corrals,” replied Swanson with a mys-
tified look.

“All right,” said Stuart as he drove in

his spurs.
+ They raced across the intervening space
to the ridge and climbed it at a more leisure-
ly pace. Stuart’s heart was throbbing in
his throat as they neared the top and when
they reached the crest he looked down eager-
ly and drew a long breath as they halted.

“Where’s the cattle?” shouted Stuart as
he pointed ahead.

The men gazed about in wonder. Below
them the scattered posts and rotting sap-
lings which once had formed the corrals
showed in dreary desolation. Before them

stretched the open range, reaching for miles
toward the foothills in the west, south to
the river, and north past the butte which
marked the site of Stuart’s ranch.

And in all that broad expanse of virgin
prairie country not a single head of stock
was to be seen!

“What in ——” began Grabel as he
stared open-mouthed. :

“Listen!” exclaimed Stuart. ‘“Every .
head of beef-stock belonging to the C Bar
is headed for Canada on the hoof this min-
ute an’ Gill an’ his gang are drivin’ ’em.”

“But Craig—Craig came up here yester-
day,” said Swanson.

“They’ve made away with him or—’

Stuart paused, struck with a new and
startling thought.

“Listen,” he resumed. ‘“When I came up
here I had no message in a way, but I knew
what Gill was up to. Yesterday morning
some of Gill’s outfit drove the sheep in
Mangle’s bunch across the dead-line into
the Basin to cover up their real play, which
was to make off with this big herd. Ran-
dall and the others chased the few in the
gang down there although I tried to tell
’em what Gill was up to. Here we are, the
stock is gone—on the way north to the
Marias and the line—it’s up to us to head
’em off. An’ we’d better get started.”

“Look!” cried Swanson, as he pointed to
the high' ground on the other side of the
corral.

They looked and saw where the earth
had been pounded by hundreds of hoofs.

“Bunched an’ goin’l Come on,” shouted
Swanson as he took the lead. In another .
minute they were racing along the broad
trail left by the cattle in their forced pil-
grimage to the north.

»

XXV

" MILE after mile they sped far in

*w} the wake of the big herd which the

- outlaws were driving to the Marias.
Stuart and the four men with him knew
they would have to overtake the rustlers
before they got the cattle across the river;
for oncc the cattle were driven across the
Marias the band would split the herd up
into bunches and take different trails across
the Canadian line or perhaps hide them out
in the bad-lands so that it would take weeks
to find them if they could be found at all.
But when they reached the butte near
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Stuart’s ranch they paused while Swanson
went to the top and built three smudge
fires so that three columns of smoke curled
upward in the still air of midday. The
three smoke ribbons could be seen for miles
in all directions. It was the emergency
signal of the range for assistance.

They pressed on northward. In the late
afternoon as they topped a high bit of

«ground Stuart pointed ahead. On the
horizon a cloud wavered lazily.

“Dust!” shouted Swanson with an in-
articulate yell of triumph.

They plunged onward, their horses run-
ning like mad, wild with the exultation of
a frec rein. It was nearly sunset when they
came in sight of the great mass of cattle
and a dozen men or more riding behind
them, firing their guns. The cattle were
virtually stampeding for the river.

Stuart and his companions spread out
and took advantage of the occasional cover
offered by coul(es, shallow gullies and short
ridges in the prairie. At last they dashed
headlong at the herd and the men in its
rear. Stuart counted thirteen of the out-
laws. )

“We'll let the cattle go,” yelled Swanson.
“They’ll stop by the time they reach the
river. But we want every rustler in that
outiit!” ’

Pulis of smoke bubbled in the air about
the bandits and lead began to sing in the
air above the heads of the pursuers. In-
stantly Stuart and the others returned the
fire. :

Evidently Gill and his men had believed
that the cow-punchers would refrain from
firing at them for fear that they would hit
and perhaps kill some of the cattle. But
Stuart and the others had for the time being
forgotten the cattle in their desire to trap
or kill the outlaws. Nor did they stop to
consider that the bandits’ strength in point
of numbers was against them. They fired
again and again.

The rustlers divided and began racing
up each side of the flying herd. Suddenly
the lcaders in the mass of stampeding steers
swerved to the left and a flying wedge
caught one of the rustlers. In a moment
he was in the midst of the cattle; another
moment and his head and shoulders, which
had been bobbing clearly outlined above
the backs of the frightened, maddened
animals, disappeared.

“One gone,” shouted Swanson. ‘“We can
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lick any even dozen cow-thieves on earth!”

But when Swanson came upon the man’s
crushed and trampled body after the herd
had passed on over it and left it lying a
broken, hideous thing upon the torn face of
the prairie, he pulled up his horse and mo-
tioned to the others to join him.

“Craig!” he cried in an awed voice as
they came up.

They looked down and recognized the
battered, mashed features of the former
cow-boss.

“I knew it,” said Stuart. ‘“No wonder
Gill was so cock-sure of his plan.”

“That’s why he had the beeves so far
west on the range,” said Grabel.

“An’ that’s why he had us fellows riding
herd on a handful of young stuff,” said
Swanson, as the others nodded the same
conviction. “To keep us out of the way.
Who was with him with the beef-herd?”

“Lawton,” answered one of the men.

“Then he’s in with the bunch, too, or
killed,” decided Swanson.

Twilight now was at hand and the men
redoubled their ellorts to overtake the herd
and the outlaws. But when the rear of the
herd was reached the outlaws were in front
and making for the river which Stuart be-
lieved was still some miles away as they had
not vet sighted the fringe of green foliage
which would mark its banks. .

Swanson and Grabel went around the
right side of the herd and Stuart and the
two other men took the left side. The out-
laws began to cut to the northeast and re-
sumed firing although the distance was too
great for them to expect to do any damage
with their bullets.

It soon became apparent that the horses
of the bandits were beginning to tire.

“Let’s cut more to the north and drive
’em cast,” shouted Stuart. “We can beat
’em to the river.”

“Sure,” velled Swanson in assent. ‘“May-
be we can get between ’em and the river.” -

Slowly the pursuers began to edge be-
tween the outlaws and the Marias; and
then, as the shadows of the twilight began
to fall, the rustlers slackened their pace,
halted for a moment, swung about and drove
their horses directly toward Stuart and the
others. They began to fire as they came.

“Spread out and keep out of range,”
velled Stuart. “Let ‘em have it Indian
fashion: our horses are freshest.”

As the others followed his suggestion and
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divided the outlaws again changed their
direction and made back toward the mass
of cattle which was moving more slowly
as if preparing to come to a stop.

The men in pursuit also began to cut
back. The newest move on the part of
Gill and those with him puzzled them. But
the plan of the outlaws was soon apparent
for when they reached the-big herd they
were swallowed in the shadows around its
edge and Stuart and his companions could
not distinguish them from the cattle.

“We’ll surround the herd as best we can
an’ if they make a break signal by firing
three shots in succession,” Stuart volun-
teered when they came together to discuss
the new phase of the situation.

“It’s all we can do,” agreed Swanson and
the others approved.

They spread out and rode to different
stations about the herd, keeping out of
range. The stars came out and any attempt
of the outlaws to leave the massed cattle
would be easy to detect.

But the situation now was in the rustlers’
advantage. They were practically con-
cealed and thus could lie low and give their
horses a chance to rest. Although the others
would have a chance to rest their horses also
they knew Gill's men had assembled some
fine mounts and when they had recovered
from the. hard riding they had been sub-
jected to the outlaws could give chase and
perhaps do for them by sheer weight of
numbers. And Gill’s men were good shots
in addition.

Stuart worried these facts in his brain as
the night wore on. Mentally he upbraided
Randall and Burt Turner for their sus-
picions of him. Why, Dorothy Turner was
worth more than the whole lot of the men!
And Stuart thought again of what he had
told her; that she wasn’t to open the note
for confirmation of his story unless she
trusted him and believed he had spoken
truthfully.

She had sent the Chinaman to frec him.
That showed that she had trusted him and
belicved him and, of course, opened the
note he had left for her father and thus
ascertained that her trust in him was justi-
fied. He thrilled at the thought. Even
though the outlaws might kill him she would
know what he wanted her to know.

The cattle were scarcely moving forward
and were beginning to mill and spread out
a bit. Stuart strained his eyes to catch a
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glimpse of a hat or head and shoulders of a
mounted man against the dark mass of
beeves. The chances, however, were against
this. . Once or twice he thought he saw a
horse’s head bobbing but could not be sure.

In a few hours the horses of the outlaws
would be sufficiently rested to enable them
to make a dash for the river. On fresh
mounts they would be certain to gain the
Marias and its bad-lands. There, they
would virtually be safe.

Stuart bit his lips as he considered this.
Now that Gill had been frustrated in his
attempt to steal the C Bar herd he would
doubtless make for the Canadian line and
leave his followers. Stuart remembered the
dissatisfaction and insolence the members
of the band had shows toward Gill and knew
that the leader could not hold them after
the failure of the big rustling-project.

Stuart wanted of all things to meet Gill
again.

He was considering getting off his horse
and trying to creep up on the outlaws when
he heard a series of shots from beyond the

rear of the herd. He spurred his horse

toward the south and then gasped as he
made out the dim shapes of the outlaws
riding madly south. Riding south! Why
didn’t they make for the river and certain
safety?

Stuart looked back as he rode and then
cried out again in astonishment. Coming
from the northeast and clearly outlined
against the night sky was another party of
men. They were riding furiously across the
long bench where the outlaws had first
turned back.

And the outlaws now were dashing back
toward Lost Corral and the C Bar range
on the Teton.

XXVI

g WHILE Swanson and the others rode
aﬁi in pursuit of the bandits Stuart hung
, back until he could establish the
identity of the new party. Hc kept close
to the cattle until he could make out Ran-
dall and Burt Turner riding in the lead.
Randall hailed him when the men rode
up and Stuart recognized Roy and others
from the C Bar who had becn east of the
Basin. . '
Randall held out his hand. '
“We’ll get ’em before they hit the Teton,”
was all he said. “Dorothy told us you were
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out here and we found Frick in the sheep-
sheds and he talked. We saw the smoke
signal too. Is Craig out herer”

“Craig’s dead,” replied Stuart. ‘“Caught
under the cattle helping Gill.”

“Come on,” cried Randall, taking the
lead as they got under way.

It was early dawn when Stuart and the
C Bar men surrounded Lost Corral where
the outlaws had been overtaken. A volley
of shots came from the remnants of sheds
and corrals, where the bandits had taken ad-
vantage of such scanty cover as was of-
fered.

Stuart and the others returned the fire
and two of the members of Gill’'s band
dropped. Surrounded, exposed to the fire
of the C Bar men from all sides, the rustlers
were in a desperate plight. Suddenly one
of the band of trapped men stepped forth
with his hands in the air. It was Gill—his
face white and drawn. Burt Turner shouted

warning and Stuart saw Curran raising his

gun to a line with Gill’s heart.

But two more of the outlaws had been
shot down and the others, secing the odds
so heavily against them, followed Gill’s ex-
ample. Stuart’s gun blazed but just as he
fired a rope shot through the air and Curran
was jerked off his feet. Swanson had given
a splendid example of quick work with the
- lariat. In another minute the outlaws were
lined up and their guns piled in a heap on
the ground. _

As Stuart looked at Gill he understood
why the man’s hold on the rest of the band
had been weak. The leader was shaking
and trying to mumble something from be-
tween pallid lips.

Stuart, having dismounted with the others,
stepped toward the chief of the rustlers.
At that moment a shout came from Roy
and the hoy pointed to the lower end of the
ridge above the corrals. Uncle Jim Turner,
Short, and—Stuart started back in astonish-
ment—Dorothy were with the two stock-
men. They waited until the trio rode up.

“Thought you were going to make us the
goats for your —— scheme, eh?”’ cried Short
to Gill.

Gill tried futilely to reply while Curran,
standing a bit apart at the lower line of the
captured men, sncered at the former leader.

“T’ll show you how Devon was killed,”
said Stuart, kecping his eyes on Gill. “If
he hasn’t thrown away his gun it ought to
be here.” Stuart leaped forward and struck
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Gill’s big hat from his head. A snub-nosed
pistol fell with the hat.

“Afrald to wear a gun in the open be-
cause it might give the other man a chance,”
said Stuart with a look of contempt in his
eyes. ‘“Devon and Gill were together in
Frick’s place when Devon was killed. Gill
shook down his gun from his hat—does it
handy—did it to me up on the Marias when
I had the drop on him in his camp.”

The others had been regarding the out-
law with a mixture of astonishment, rage
and contempt.

Uncle Jim Turner and Short get down
from their horses.

“Gill,” said Uncle Jim, “it’s a dangerous
game you’ve been playin’ up here. We
don’t aim to have any of the kind of trouble
on this range that you've been stirring up.”

Gill started to speak.

“It wasn’t my game,” he shrilled; “I
wish to I'd stuck "

“You ran my cattle off,” interrupted
Stuart menacingly.

“I didn’t ?

“You coward, don’t lie,” said Stuart
sharply. “Your bunch raided our ranch
and killed my father. We've got an ac-
count to settle, you and I, and you know
what it’s about.”

Uncle Jim raised a hand as Short started
to say something.

Speaking in a low voice which trembled
with emotion, Stuart told the story of his
father’s persecution, of the conversation he
had overheard between Gill and Curran in
the rendezvous, of the betrayal and death
of Mangle, of Craig’s perfidy, of the dis-
covery that the rustlers were attempting
to start a sheep war to conceal their opera-
tions west of the Basin, of the theft of _the
C Bar cattle and his own. He did not
mention how the Turner brothers and Ran-
dall had become suspicious of him but he
told of the note he had left for Uncle Jim
and why he had ridden away with Gill—
to learn the big plan of the outlaws. :

“And the reason why Gill didn’t kill me
long before is because he expected to make
me give back twenty thousand dollars he
stole in Texas—money my father took away
from him and was holding for Loud’s heirs,”
Stuart concluded.

“It wasn't me,” cried Gill; “it was——"’

With a single bound Curran reached him
and drove his fist into Gill's mouth. Ran-
dall and two others were on top of Curran
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instantly and pushed him back. The man’s
mouth was twitching in horrible rage and
his face was livid. . .

Gill spat blood and cringed.

“For ’s sake, tell ’em,” he shrieked,
turning toward Curran. “He’s goin’ to

kill me!” He raised a shaking hand and
pointed to Stuart. ‘‘Miguel, he’s goin’ to
kill me!”’

Stuart swung lightning-fast to confront
Curran.

(lNIiguel!”

“That’s him,” continued Gill. “I knew
him in Texas. He had me represent to be
the head of this gang but he gave me the
orders. This wasn’t my kind of a play.
I never wanted to take to rustlin’.”

Gill’s speech failed him as he gazed about
the circle with frightened eyes in pitiful
entreaty. »

“Miguel?”” Stuart murmured the word
to himself as a great light broke in upon
him. This man had been with the gang
which had returned to Pondera the morn-
ing after the raid on his ranch. Stuart had
heard him talking contemptuously to Gill;
giving him orders, he had thought, that
night in the rendezvous.

Miguel rested his hands on his hips and
laughed. His sneering laugh at Gill told the
others about that the man whom Miguel
had forced to pose as a leader had told the
truth. And Gill was a coward.

Stuart turned to Swanson. His face was
very white and his voice when he spoke to
the cow-puncher was hard and clear.

“You picked up this man’s gun, didn’t
you, Swanson?”’

Swanson nodded. For a fleeting moment
Stuart caught sight of Dorothy Turner’s
face. She was still sitting on her horse. In
that brief space of time Stuart noted that
her eyes were fixed upon him with a look
which he could not fathom. She whirled
her horse away as he spoke again.

“Swanson, take that gun over
Miguel.”’

The cow-puncher stepped toward the out-
law. Those on either side fell back in un-
derstanding. A glitter came into Miguel’s
eves and he reached out eagerly for the
weapon.

- “Hold your hands out, Miguel,” said Stu-
art sharply. “Now Swanson, drop that gun
in his holster.”

‘The clear morning sun shone upon the
tense group of men and a light breeze

to—

ctirred the cust as the horses stamped on
the edae of the circle.

“Ailiguel!” called Stuart in a voice that
rang. ‘‘Miguel—draw!”

Shots shattercd the silence which had
fallen upon the men. Stuart ielt a blow in
kis right shoulder that turned him half-

-around. He saw the man Miguel drop his

smoking weapon, lecan forward and crumple
upon the ground. Then the brightness of
the morning shaded to gray and black and
he fell into Roy's arms.

XXVII

g WHEN Stuart opened his eyesagain
he was conscious of gentle motion.
It was as if he were in a boat at sca
except that this boat occasionally lurched.
He saw the clear blue skies overhead and
then, shifting his gaze downward, saw the
prairic stretching out and away from him—
retreating, it seemed.
“How you feelin’, partner?’’ asked a voice
near him which he recognized as Randall’s.
“Fine,” said Stuart as he felt a dull,

throbbing pain in his shoulder.

Then the events of the last few hours

" came back to him in a twinkling.

“Miguel? Is he—"

“He's through,” said Randall simply.
“Now don’t try to talk; just take it ecasy
and Burt'll try to steer this wagon over the
soft spots an’ you’ll be at the ranch an’ in
bed in half an hour. You’ll be all right
in a day or two.” .

But Randall’s prediction proved too opti-
mistic. When Stuart arrived at the ranch
he was delirious in the throes of a fever
caused by the wound in his shoulder. Uncle
Jim Turner already had sent Roy to Choute
for 2 doctor and that night he came. It
was fortunate that the first-aid work given
Stuart at Lost Corral was well done for no
complications developed and in two days

~the fever had run its course and Stuart, very

weak but cheerftl, looked up from the bed
into the cyes of Dorothy.

“Now don’t try to talk,” she cautioned;
“an’ you can’t have anything much to cat
yet, the doctor says.”

So Stuart accepted her services in silence
and later that day Uncle Jim and his wife
visited him for a few minutes. Next after-
ncon Uncle Jim came in again.

“The boys has just got back from the
Marias,” he said in a hearty voice. ‘“‘Now
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don’t be tryin’ to sling any conversation
a while yet, young fellow. I wanted to tell
you that they found your cattle up there all
fat an’ sleek an’ drove them back down on
Lost Creek. I sent a man up there to keep
an eye on ‘em.”

Stuart disregarded Uncle Jim’s warning
gesture. .

“Did they find the two men Miguel and
Gill left up there?”

“Found ’em an’ brought ’em back,” said
Uncle Jim. “They’re on their way to
Choute, I guess.”

“What did you do with the others, Uncle

im'P’)

“Well, now, I reckon they won’t do any
more rustlin’ or whisky-runnin’,” said Uncle
Jim, shifting his gaze to the window and the
green of the cottonwoods outside. “You
don't want to hear too much at one time
but I'll tell you this an’ no more. I sent the
bunch with ’em to Choute, but I guess it’s
farther to Choute than it used to be an’
the boys’ horses got powerful tired and wore
out when they got to them three big cotton-
woods across the river from Lost Corral
an’—there's some fine limbs on them trees,
son, an’ the boys had a rope apiece. They
got back that same night an’ seemed right
cheerful.”

“Gille
Stuart.

“He was,” affirmed Uncle Jim; “an’ he’s
with ’em vet an’ if they’re where I think
they be they're right where they belong.”

With this Uncle Jim left.
E ;g thy enterced she found Stuart sitting
5 up looking out the window.

“Well, how's the man from Pondera this
‘morning?”’ she asked cheerily.

Stuart smiled at her.

“I thought it was the gunman from
Pondera,” he observed.

Dorothy blushed as she brought water
to wash his face and hands.

“I didn't know as much then as I do
now,” she said. “I don’t blame you for—
for chasing that man Migucel.”

“How did the boys happen to come west
from the Basin after I left the ranch for
Lost Corral?” asked Stuart. ,

“I—I rode down there and told them
that I had released vou,” siaid Dorothy
softly. “They went up to Pondera, found
Frick in the sheep-shed and he told them

He was with the bunch?” asked

EARLY next morning when Doro-
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all they wanted to know. They let him go
to Canada when he promised he never would
come back.”

“Did Gill say anything more after—
after——"

“After Miguel’'s death? Yes, he was
frightened to death. He said Miguel had
made Mangle follow you and Devon and
learn your name, although he felt sure he
knew you at that first meecting in Pondera.
It was Miguel who led the raid on your
ranch when your father was killed. Miguel
sent Gill to get you to join the gang. He
intended to keep you up there until they
had brought up the cattle and then make
you tell where the money was that your
father took away from him in Texas. He
compelled Gill to pose as the leader of the
outlaws because he thought Gill could deal
better with the sheepmen. Miguel’s de-
formity of his features made it hard with
him to talk and convince reputable
men.”

When Dorothy brought in Stuart’s break-
fast she also brought him his mail. He
looked over the papers and several letters
to his father carelessly. It was quite a
bunch of mail for he hadn’t received any
since his father’s death.

“Roy brought it back when he went for
the doctor,” she explained.

Stuart, who was opening the letters, sud-
denly gave vent to a startled exclamation
as he held one out to the girl.

“That’s from Sarah Loud, in answer to
father’s advertisements’ in the Eastern pa-
pers for her. She’s in Illinois.”

“And is she the one who is entitled to the
money your father took from Gill?”” asked
Dorothy'.

“She is—you can sce she tells when her
brother went to Texas and where she last
heard from him and it was on the Brazos.
T’ve got the money for her and I'll send it
to her as soon as I can get out to the ranch
and get it from where I buried it.”

Dorothy went about her tasks of dusting
and putting the room in order.

“The boys were going to call on you to-
day,” she said; “but mother told them theyv
would have to wait until tomorrow because
she didn’t want too much excitement around
you as vet.”

“The boys?” said Stuart, puzzled. “What
arc they

“I guess they want to apologize for being
suspicious of you for a while and tell you
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how much they think of you,” said Dorothy.
_ Stuart was silent for a time.

“What did your father say when you
gave him the note I left for him?”’ he asked
finally.

“He didn’t—you see they sent word by
the narrow-gage telegraph of what was hap-
pening and father came from Benton as
quick as he could and when he got here the
boys had gone west to join you and Short
had started for the ranch to sce father and
explain things and the three of us started
for Lost Corral. The boys drove the men
who ran the sheep over the lihe to Canada.”

“It’s a good thing I left that note,” said
Stuart. ‘“And I'm glad I told you not to
open it unless you believed me—thought
I was telling the truth.”

Dorothy removed an envelope from her
apron pocket. She handed it to Stuart and
went quickly to the window.

Stuart stared at the envelope in amaze-
ment. It was the one he had left for Uncle
Jim Turner.

“But, Miss Dorothy,” he exclaimed,
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“didn’t you give this to him?”’ There was
no reply from the girl.

“And, why, it isn’t opened!” cried Stuart.
“Didn’t you open it when— Dorothy, look
at me!”

She turned with eyes which were bright -
and shining.

“You let me go because you trusted me?”
he insisted.

Slowly she nodded.

“When I saw you give Miguel a chance
I knew I had not been mistaken in you,”
she said softly.

“Dorothy, come here,” said Stuart.

And when Uncle Jim entered a few min-
utes later he saw Dorothy sitting on the
edge of the bed. Stuart held her hands
in his.

“Uncle Jim, vou go on about your busi-
ness,” grinned Stuart.

“Well, I'll be—"" began Uncle Jim.

Then he left the room hurriedly, calling
for Mother Turner.

Dorothy and Stuart appeared undis-
turbed.

THE SHIP TURNS HOME

by Gordon Malherbe Hillman

HEN out!

Get her out, where the great waves shout
And the crashing seas loom high!

Spin her wheel to nor’-nor’-east

As the palm-green shores slip by!

Then north!

Turn her north, where the gray seas froth

And her tall bows plumb the brine,
While the yellow wind-streak quivers

By the gray horizon line!

Then round!

Get her round, where the long waves pound

And the lamps flash red and white!
Rattle her home up the starlit bay

Past the gleaming cliff-top light! ,
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He drank and with the drinking gained
strength.

He essayed to rise to his feet, to discover
that he was bound securely to a heavy
chair, only his hands being free.

“Why am I tied like this?”’ he asked in-
dignantly. “You can’t do this sort of thing,
you know. Itisn’t done.”

The men were convulsed with merri-
ment.

“Isn’t ’e the love, though?”’

Norton scowled.

“You think vou’re —— clever, don’t you,
Major? But I've got ahead of you this
time. You never suspected the girl at all,
did you? Why should you? She was all
open and aboveboard.

“*She told you the true storv—she’s a deep
one, Nan is. Hawkins is her brother, and
he’s drunk—the fool always is—and I’ve
got a hold over him. She told you that and
you walked into the trap with your eyes
open.

“Only you didn’t see Joe here—"" he indi-
cated the scrubby little cockney—‘‘get be-
hind the door with a billy, ready to knock
you out as you entered. He’s pretty
strong, Joe is, for all he’s so small. We
thought for a while he had knocked you out
for good.”

The Major did not answer, but gazed
fixedly before him.

“Well, why don’t you say something?
You are fond enough of writing letters.”

“I don’t know what you are talking
about.”

The words camec slowly, as if he were not
sure of himself.

“Why do you keep me here?
go.”

Norton sneered.

“Oh! So vou don’t know what I'm
talking about. You’ll be saying next that
you don’t know me, Major.” :

“I don’t know vou. Never saw you be-
fore in my life. And why do you call me
Major? My name is "

He stopped and looked around appeal-
ingly.

“What is my name?™*

“Don’t try to be funny. I know who
you arc, and you know me. What's more,
belore vou leave here vou're going to tell me
whore the ivory is.  See?”

“T don’t know what you arc talking
abcut.”

Norton hit him viciously in the face with

Let me
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his clenched fist and laughed in derision as
the Major flinched.

“Bring in the nigger,” he said.

Two of the men went into an inner room
and a moment later came out dragging a
prostrate form.

It-was Jim, the Major's Hottentot ser-
vant—his comrade on many a wild venture.

“Take that gag out of his mouth so the
black can speak.”

“I suppose you don’t know who this is,”
scoffed Norton.

“I’ve never seen him before in my life,”
said the Major blanLly, “and I'm quite sure
he doesn’t know me.’

Norton looked nonplused for a moment.
He had been watching the Major closely
since Jim’s entrance, but had failed to see
anything in the Major’s behavior that .
would indicate an acquaintance with the
native.

. He laughed shortly.

“Well, I guess we can soon find a way to
open your mouth,” he said. ‘“You’re sup-
posed to be sort of fond of this nigger.
Well, we'll see.  Get the sjambok, Joe.”

Joe took down from the wall a.vicious-
looking whip.

“Where does your daas get the ivory?”

“I don’t know.”

The rawhide whip came down on Jim’s
naked back with a sickening thud.

“Where does your baas get the ivory?”

Jim maintained a dogged silence.

Again the whip fell.

“What do you think of it, Major>”
sncered Norton. “We are going to keep
this up until you or him tells. We don’t
care which.

“Alterward— Well, there won’t be any
afterward for you. I've been waiting a long
time to cven up scores with you, and I've
got vou this time. No questions are asked
in this town if 2 man happens_to be found
with his throat cut.”

Again came the torture of the question
an¢l the whip, and Jim moaned with pain.

A light of anger shone in lhe Major's
cves.

“Stop it, yvou beasts.”

“Ah! T thought this 'ud bring vou to
vour senses.  Welly will you tell us where
the ivory 1827

“I tell you I don’t know.” v

“Did you hear that, nigger? Your baas
’ud rather see you beaten than tell where the
ivory is. You won’t get anything from
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IT: made a gesture toward the river which
fiow:d at the foot of the hill.

The warrior fell to his knees and patted
ti.e I.cL of the chief.

“Nay, O great one! How was I to know
th:at this one was thy friend?”

“Then get from my sight ere I forget that
I am merciful.”

Cenambo turned once again to Norton.

“Thou wilt stay with us for a while?
Good. The guest hut is waiting for thee,
and for these others so be they are thy
friends.”

Quickly the wagon was unloaded of its
contents, which were carried by natives to
the guest hut, save certain gifts of guns and
powder which Norton gave to the chief.

Only once did Cenambo show any interest
in the proceedings. That was when the
Major and Jim, both tightly bound, were
lo“ ered from the wagon.

“These are not friends of thine?” he said
hopefully.

“Nay, O chief. Let them be closely
guarded, I pray thee.”

“Death is a good guardian.”

“Aye. But it is also a stopper-up of
tongues. First I would hear them speak
certain things; then——"

Norton shrugged his shoulders.

“That is well.”

Cenambo rubbed his hands gleefully.

“I have discovered many ways whereby a
man can be made to speak the truth. But
not yet have I tried any on a white man.
It will afford good sport.”

“Tomorrow is another day, great chief,
and we are hungry.”

“Ah, sayest thou? Then go ye to the
guest hut—thou knowest the way. Food
will be brought you, and when ye have
eaten I will talk again with thee. Thcse
black ones—” he indicated ccrtain of the
warriors with a contemptuous wave of his
hand—*“will do thy bidding in all things.”

With that Cenambo, cscorted by his
body-guard, departed to his hut.

Norton turned gleefully to Hawkins and
Cockney Joc, who were looking at him with
a certain new-born admiration.

“What did I tell you?” he cried trium-
phantly.

“You’ve got ’im sittin’ hup on is legs

and beggin’ like a bloomin’ dorg,” chortled
Cockncv Joe.
“Y-e's!” assented Hawkins. “But I'm

afraid of him.”

“You would be,” Norton sneered.

“Hi! You!” he continued, addressing the
warriors. “Take this dog—"’ he kicked the
prostrate Major—‘“to one of the huts and
there guard him well. Ye may loosen his
bonds and give him food and drink, but see
ye that he comes not near to this other
dog.”

He spat on Jim.

“The black one, also, shall ye guard
closely.”

“It is an order, white man.”

The warriors picked up the two men and
carried them away.

Shortly afterward they threw the Major
violently down in a filthy, vermin-infested
hut. There they released him from the
ropes which were cutting into his flesh.

“In a little while food will be brought to
thee,” said the warrior. “In the mean time
see that thou dost not seek to leave this
place. Death awaits thee outside.”

g LEFT to himself, the Major gazed
v around the hut with lack-luster
..‘EB TR
2207 eyes. He was weary, body and
soul, and the slightest move was torture to
his cramped limbs. He had been tightly
bound during the whole trip from Lourengo
Marques; only at the brief mid-halts had
they given him a chance to exercise a little.
Blows had been frequent, for he persisted
in his statements that he did not know
Norton or what was meant by the talk of
ivory. This attitude had puzzled Norton
and the other two, leading to much alter-
cation between them, Norton accusing
Cockney Joe of having “knocked all the
sense out of the blighter” and then having
great difhculty in restraining the cockney
from giving the Major another “bat hon
the bleedin’ 'ead to knock the. sense back.
again.”
He was still somewhat dazed from the

“heavy blow Cockney Joe had dealt him, vet

under normal circumstances it was.a blow
he should have quickly recovered from.

But to be fed only the minimum of food
required to keep in life; to be deprived of
water; refused the chance to excrcise; and
to be trussed up like a fowl for dayvs together
—riding on the floor of a springless wagon
driven at full speed over the rough veld
land—are not conducive toa quick rccovery,

The white duck suit which he wore at the
time of his abduction was spattered with
blood and filth. His face was drawn and
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inflicted one could see where before he was
blind.

“Ah, there are many ways, and I would
try them all, for it is well greatly to honor
a white man. But first we will try yet an-
other way—see how merciful I am! A fire
shall be lighted on thy belly. Only a little
fire and of damp wood so that the pain will
be small. Water we will keep close by to
quench the fire at such time the wicked
spirit leaves thee.

“Fasten him down, my children,” Ce-
nambo ordered, and the natives quickly
carried out his bidding, tying the Major
to stakes driven into the ground.

Cenambo closely examined the ropes.

“Are they too tight for thee?” he asked
solicitously. “My children are perhaps
overzealous.

“Loose these a little, ye black ones. It
is better that he should be able to move a
little. It is my chief delight,” he went on
as if in explanation, “to see into what con-
tortions the evil one will cause the body of a
man to twist as the fire bites.

“Now the wood, my children. Place it
carefully and see that the pieces are small;
we would not make the fire toohot—at first.”

“Dirty!” gasped Hawkins. “You won’t
let the—— do that? —— man—you can’t.”

His face was white with terror.

“Don’t be a fool,” said Norton angrily.
“Do you want to be treated the same way?
Watch out; the chief’s looking at you.”

Hawkins gave a little jump- of dismay as
Cenambo came up behind him and placed
a hand on his shoulder.

“All is ready, O white man, friend of my
friend—if that thou art. Thou shalt light
the fire. See how I honor thee.”

He put the burning brand in Hawkins’
hand.

Hawkins Jooked appealingly at Norton.

“I can’t do it, Dirty. Tell him I can’t
doit.”

“He says he can’t do it,”
plained to Cenambo. ‘His stomach turns
to water at the thought. Give the brand
to me; he is a chicken-heart.”

Norton spat contemptuously.

“Nay. I will do it mysclf.”

Norton ex-

A CENAMBO walked to where the
i Major was fastened, and, stooping
s with difliculty because of his fatness,
applied the lighted brand to the twigs.

A thin wreath of smoke floated upward

Adventure

and Cenambo, gazing at the white man’s
face, gloated as the Major flinched at the
bite of the fire; the next moment Cenambo
dashed the water from one of the guards
on the fire, quenching it.

Norton looked at Cockney Joe in amaze-
ment, and Hawkins, heaving a sigh of re-
lief, w1ped the beads of perspiration from
his face.

“This is a mighty man,” said Cenambo
in explanation. “Not thus shall we cause
the evil spirits that bind his tongue to de-
part from him.

“Bring in the black dog. First we will
deal with him, letting this one see somewhat
of the pain of things.”

In response to his order men brought
Jim the Hottentot to the enclosure. He
struggled in sullen silence with his guards
as they staked him out on the ground.
Despair was in his eyes, yet he made no plea
for mercy.

“Untie the white man,” said Cenambo,
“that he may gaze upon his servant’s hap-
piness.” .

Again the order was quickly obeyed and
the Major was held between two of the
guards so that he could clearly see what
was taking place.

Soon all was ready, the wood properly
placed on Jim’s heaving chest. Cenambo
approached him with the lighted brand.

At that moment the Major caught Jim’s
glance. It held a mute appeal for mercy,
a look of terror, and a lively knowledge of
the torture before him.

The sweat rolled down the Major’s face
and a thick haze floated before his eyes.
Something seemed to snap in his head.

““Wait!” he cried.

Cenambo looked at him disgustedly.

“Thou art made of poorer stuff than I
first thought,” he said.

“Well, Major,” exulted Norton, “do you
remember now?”’

“Yes. 1 remember everything now,
Dirty.”

He passed his hand wonderingly across
his brow.

“Then tell us where you got the ivory.”

“If T tell you”—the words came slowly
as if he were not sure of himself—“what do
I gain? Will you let us go?”

Norton grinned.

“At lcast you won’t be torturcd.”

“You can promise that?”

“I’ll give you my word of honor.™
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“Thanks,” drawled the Major, “but I
don’t care to take it. What sayest thou, O
Cenambo? If I tell these white men are
we spared the torture—I and this black
one?”’ . _

“Aye. I have other things in store for
thee. Yet am I grieved that thou didst
speak so quickly.”

“Jim!” the Major called out. “You have
my leave to speak fully concerning the
Place of the Elephants’ Death.”

“Yah, baas,” responded Jim. “Yet would
I not have spoken.” . ’

“Take him away from here,” said Norton.

“You and Hawkins go with him, Cockney,
and get his story. I'll question the Major
here; afterward we can compare notes. If
they have lied—well; we can try the fire
again.’)

After they had left with Jim, Norton
turned to the Major.

“Now, you, draw a map of the place.”

By means of diagrams the Major quickly
gave Norton the directions to reach the
Place of the Elephants’ Death—that mys-
terious valley where the bull elephants go
to die.

“It is but a four-hour trek from the village
of Ugubu, you say?”

“That is all.”

Again and again Norton made the Major
go over the directions, noting carefully
that the accounts always tallied. Finally
he was satisfied, and at that time Hawkins
and Cockney Joe returned with Jim.

Norton compared the directions the
Major had given him with those of Jim.
They were the same save for one or two
minor differences.

Norton slapped Cockney Joe on the back
in triumph.

“We’ve got it,” he shouted exultantly.
“We can get out of here today.”

“But how about the Major and the nig-
- ger?”’ asked Hawkins. '

“Leave ’em here for the chief, of course.”

= “'Arf a mo’, Dirty,” said Cockney.
“Suppose when we get to this place we find
the have lied to hus, we’d be in a
of a mess, with_the Major and the nigger
dead. Let’s ask the chief to keep ’em for
hus until we find hout whether they’ve
given hus the straight goods.”

“You’re right, Cockney. Now, O chief,
it may be that these men have lied. We
start today for the place whereof they have
told us that we may learn whether they have
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said a true thing or no. Wilt thou then
keep them safe until our return?”

“Ye try my patience sorely,” grumbled
Cenambo. “The spirits of the river are
hungry.”

“It will be but for a little while,” pleaded.
Norton. “It is but a four-day trek to the
place whereof they told us. In nine days—
but nine days—we will return.”

“In nine days it will be the full of the
moon, a proper time for the sacrifice,”
mused the chief. “Yet it grieves me to
wait that long.”

“More powder and guhs will we bring
thee,” urged Norton.

“Aye; but perchance ye will not return.
What then?”

Notton conversed hurriedly with Haw-
kins and Cockney; then, overriding Haw-
kins’ expostulations, he said— ‘

“This one”’—indicating Hawkins—*“will
stay here with thee as a surety of our
return.”

“All then shall be as ye desire, white
men. This man shall be my guest—my
honored guest—until the full of the moon.”

Two hours later Norton and Cockney
Joe drove hastily away from the kraal of
Cenambo.

“Hare yer comin’ back fer that blighter,
’Awkins?” asked Cockney as they quickly
left the village behind them.

“——, no,” said Norton shortly.
divide his share between us.
what happens to him?”

“Welu
Who cares

THE following morning an old
woman brought the Major his food.
Old in sorrow, not in years. Her
face was sadly scarred; in her eyes shone a
fire of hate that years of suffering had failed
to quench.
She watched the Major curiously as he
ate.
“Thou art hungry, white man?”
“As thou seest, O maiden of incomparable
beauty.”
She laughed sardonically.
“Thou art blind, belike?”
“Perchance. Thy beauty hath dazzled
me.”
She rocked back and forth in her mirth.
“And this is the village of Cenambo?”
“Thou hast said.”
“That same one who is Lord of the Croco-
diles?”
“Even he. Thou hast heard of him?”
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- Again she laughed. )

He pushed the empty platter away from
him wearily.

“Who hath not heard of that dread lord of
life and death? Thou art a slave of his?”

Her answer surprized him.

“Nay. No slave am I. Once was I his
head wife, but now am I less than his dog.
Yet still am T his wife.”

Her voice was pregnant with hate; her
eyes blazed fiercely. Then, the mood
changing, she began to laugh again.

“But what is that to thee?” she chuckled.
“Thou art fated to be a sacrifice to the

- spirits of the river. Sleep well—eat well;
so shalt thou become proper food for the
cold, crawling ones of the river.’

With that she left the hut, nor did the
Major see any one until she retumed after
sundown with his evening meal.

“Thou art indeed hungry,” she said in
amazement as the fowl she had brought
him quickly disappeared.

“Aye. This past seven days food has
been all but a forgotten thing with me.
And at no time have I eaten a chicken like
unto this one. Thou didst cook it?”

" “Even so,” she replied, apparently well
pleased.

“With such an one as thou to prepare the
food, it is small wonder that Cenambo the
chief is fat.”

“If T cooked for him the fat would roll
away from him like the mist before the
rising sun; his belly would tie itself into
knots in protest.”

“Sayest thou so? Then must the lord
of life and death be a hard man to please.”

“'Tis not that he fears the food I pre-
pared for him would be ill cooked; rather
that he fears the sauce with which I might
garnish it.”

The Major drank deeply of the gourd of
beer she had brought him before answering.

“Cenambo fears thee, and thou art aljve!”

“Aye. I am alive, for it is fated that
his death shall follow mine in but a little
space.”

“Strange are the ways of the spirits,”
the Major commented. “Yet this does
not explain why thou, O woman of honey
sweetness, who was once the head wife of
the dread lord, should now be less than his
dog. There is a tale to be told?”

“Aye, there is a tale to be told. But
what art thou? Methought a man, but
thy tongue wags like an old wife’s.”
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" She spoke with a show of impatience.

“A man I am in very truth, but the
wonder of thy beauty hath gone to my
head like old beer. Can I then control my
tongue?”’ .

She rose with dignity.

“Time was, white man, when thy words.
would not have been words of jesting.
Many men in other days looked on me—
Inyoni—and found me favorable in their
eyes.”

“I am well chidden, mother,” the Major
said gently. “Yet I spake not altogether
in jest. Sweetness is not in the form alone.
Consider the wild orange—a thing of no
beauty, yet is its meat of a sweetness be-
yond compare.”

Inyoni chuckled gleefully.

“Words are thy soldiers, white man, and
thou dost lead them skilfully to the attack.
But not thus canst thou charm the spirits of
the river. Their ears will be deaf to thy
pleas; their teeth will cut short thy argu-
ments. Nay”’—she placed her claw-like
hand soothingly on the Major’s arm—*“be
not overly distressed in spirit. The death
is an easy one if thou strugglest not.”

And with such scant words of cheer she
left him.

DURING the succeeding days the
Major was given a certain freedom.
He was permitted to take exercise—
always with a strong guard in attendance—
and gradually his strength came back to his
cramped muscles.

Jim he rarely saw, and then only at a
distance that made speech impossible. Still
he tried to convey to the faithful Hottentot
that all would yet be well, though he him-
self was far from feeling that assurance.

His efforts to inveigle his guards into
conversation were unavailing. Apparently
they had been forbidden to hold speech
with him.

Only once did one of them speak to him.

It was on the sixth day, and they had
walked down to the river. It was near
sundown and all the people of the kraal
were lined up on the bank. Just as the sun’s
last rays struck the smoothly flowing waters
Cenambo appeared, carrying a small goat
in his hands. He stood for a moment mo-

‘tionless as if offering up a prayer, then

heaved the struggling animal far out into
the water. A giant crocodile which had
been lying inert on a sand-bank made a
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=2 THAT night two silent forms came
% to the hut where Jim the Hottentot
AE29 was held prisoner.

Their heads were completely hidden by
the hideous masks worn by the witch-doc-
tors at the time of “wondcr-working,” and
their bodies painted with weird designs.

“Who are ye? What make ye here?”

The guard’s voice held a note of fear.

““Hast a desire to look upon the face of
Marko and see death?” said the smaller of
the twain.

“Nay, O mxghty one. Yet forgive me.
I do but obey the chief’s command.”

“And T obey the command of the Great
Spirit. I go to prepare the black one for
tomorrow’s sacrifice, lest he too be taken
before the appointed time. Perchance thou
wouldst like me to go hence. Have ye for-
gotten the punishment of those foolish ones
who permitted the white man to escape from
them?”

“Nay, O Marko. Enter and make thy
magic. The cries of those others are still
ringing in my ears. Of a truth the chief was
greatly angered.”

The guard lowered his spear.

“But this other. Him I know not.”

“He is a stranger to thee, but a mighty
man, one well thought of by the spirits.
He will tread in my path when I have gone
to the Land of the Great Great. Now must
I dally further with thee?”

“Nay, O mighty one.”

The two masked figures entered the hut.

But a short time elapsed cre they emerged
again.

The guard came toward them wonder-
ingly.

“Have ye so soon made your prepara-.

tions, great ones?”

“Aye. Now listen well,” answered the
taller of the twain. “It is our order that
none enter this hut until the appointed time
for the sacrifice. If any desire to become
jackals that howl in the night, let them dis-
obey. See; I place this as a sign to all that
this hut is a forbidden place.”

He took from his neck a necklace of
snakes’ fangs and human teeth.

“When the last rays of tomorrow’s sun
strike this——and not till then—may ye
enter.’

With that the two figures vanished into
the shadows of the night.

“It is a strange thing,” mused the guard,
“that Marko held no speech with me after
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the wonder-working, and it seemed to me
that he was somewhat smaller. Without
doubt something went from him as he was
communing with the spirits. Who shall
question the ways of the great ones?”

| WHEN Hawkins, at the camp by
the baobab tree, awoke the next
morning it was to find Jim the Hot-
tentot sitting by the fire cooking some food.

He rubbed his eves wondermgly and was
about to spring excitedly to his feet, but
Jim motioned him to keep quiet and po'mted
to where the Major was sleeping peacefully.

“Let the baas sleep a while,” Jim whis-
pered. ‘“He hath need of rest.”

Hawkins rose silently and came over to
the fire, for the air was chill.

“How came ye here?”’

Jim laughed softly.

“The whole story I do not Lnow, white
man. The baas will tell you in his own
time. This only do I know. But yesterday,
before the setting of the sun, the baas leaped
into the river and was taken by the croco-
diles.”

“Then how

Jim made a gesture of impatience.

“It happened as I am telling you. He
leaped into the river and was seen no more.
Of a surcty he was taken. Yet listen to
the wonder of it. Last night I was awak-
encd by the voice of my beas calling softly
to mc as in a drcam. Opening my eyes, I
saw him standing beside me, and he wore
the dress of a witch-doctor. Another was
with him—even Marko, the witch-doctor of
Cenambo’s kraal.

“On my head they placed the mask of
Marko. Then myv baas said—

“ ‘Now suffer us to bind thee, O Marko
that none may accuse thee of aldmg us.’

““It is well said,” answered Marko.
‘Stop up my mouth also.’

“So we bound him and put a gag in his
mouth. Then we twain, the bdaas and I,
left the hut and came to this place. None
questioned us; for was I not Marko the
witch-doctor, and the baas my disciple?

“But sce, the baas wakes.”

“Mornin’, HawKkins. Scoff ready, Jim?”’

“In a little while, baas."

“How did vou do it, Major?” asked
Hawkins. “Jim's been tcllmg me what
little he knows. Did you really jump into
the river?”

“Aye, tell us, baas,”

bl

pleaded Jim.
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Author of **The World’s Opinion,” “Southward,” elc.

HIGH-CEILED room in low
shades and tints; low-backed,
low-topped furniture highly pol-

ished; soft carpets on a hard
floor; an appearance of ease about a brittle,
unyielding, metallically clinking atmos-
phere; a guise of hospitality and friendship
mantling shrewd distrust; busy movement,
industrious echo, pulsing a,mmatlon ringing
in the next moment’s deadening hush where-
by Arnie Sondheim’s sentence of disgrace
would be passed upon him—all these con-
tradictory suggestions that went to make
up the office of Merl & Tibbert, shipping
agents, spoke audibly ‘to Arnie of the char-
acter of the world in general and especially
of that world of commerce he served on the
high seas of trade.

The phrase “the world’s opinion’ that
seemed to cover so much and mean a great
composite mind at work was in reality a
sham, a myth, for it did not exist. Even
in the limited sense of this establishment’s
opinion it did not exist; it was one thing to-
day and quite another tomorrow; it was one
idea fighting directly against another with
avarice and short-sight growing out of the
moil of things. Tibbert typified this.

Tibbert had just accused him of a number
of crimes on the high seas. In substance
Tibbert had stated that Captain Loman,
flat on his back with a fever produced by a
villainous voyage northward; deposed and
said that one Arnie Sondheim, regularly
appointed mate on the bark Samson, re-

fused orders of his superior officer, deserted
his duty, aided and abetted the crew in
mutinous behavior and in his, Captain
Loman’s, illness changed the course of the
vessel to his own ends.

Tibbert recited these grievances briskly
and waved them aside to make room for a
charge of his own which was that this Sond-
heim, sometime known as a convicted addict
to liquor, had broken a solemn obligation to
return to him, Tibbert, a bottle of whisky
deposited with this mate as an earnest of
reform.  And after this followed the stark

silence which granted to the accused the

formality of a few words. -

Arnie regarded Tibbert absently. He
had heard every word, and yet he was far
afield in his mind, groping his way in an-

‘other world, wrapped up in the thought of

Japes—plucky little shred of Yankee bigness
—who had given the greater share of his
toiling years and, at the last, his life for the
sake of two things: friendship and the
principle of manly pride.

The Dbottle of whisky by which Arnie
might have saved his face and his fortunes
bad gone to him, to Japes stricken with
scurvy, just as the changed course of the
Samsorn had gone, just as the so-called
desertion of duty had gone. That they had
all gone in vain had no bearing on the mat-
ter. Arnie felt in the midst of his desolate
grief for the lost comrade a profound glad-
ness that he had done all he could do to keep
that deserving comrade alive.
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It was simply his fate that this solitary
comrade who had come to him strangely out
of the harsh sea’s anger, should in the harsh
sea’s -malignance pass from him again.
This was loneliness. The gritty little
scampering figure with the provincial tongue
and the heart of oak was dead. As Japes
would ‘have chirped cheerfully:

“The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh
away. Blessed be the Name of the Lord!”

Arnie smiled to himself—at nothing.

Tibbert stared hard. ‘“Well, what have
you to say?”’

“Never saw the like of him,” said Armie.
“Wish to I could be that way.”

‘“How’s that?” Tibbert stared harder.
“I don’t understand you.” -

“Nothing. I have nothing to say. The
Samson’s a fine vessel, sir.”

“Hm! 1 believed you were honest,
Sondheim. I thought there was no ques-
tion about that. But bribing the crew tells
a tale of its own.” :

Arnie started out of his preoccupation.
A sound fell irritatingly upon his ears. But
for that sound he must have gone from this
office as untouched, as speechless as he
entered it. The world’s opinion, moving
tornado-wise in its contradiction to mow
down this one and let that one stand when
all were of the same color, scarcely seemed
to matter. Iere, though, were principle
and pride, the pride he believed in with
Japes, the pride of sclf-respect. He roused.

“You’d not be saying that. You’d not
be calling me that name.”” The mild tone
suggested satin steel. “The bottle back,
you said, or no excuses. That was the
agrecment. I'm reporting that the bottle’s
gone, and that ends it.”

“Does it?” Tibbert snapped. “Does it
end the case of vour bribing the crew with
shore-leave in Crescent City and truck to fill
their stomachs?”

“If you say I wasn’t honest, it don’t end
it—no, not by a good deal.” Atrnie wore a
dangerous expression now. “I'll say it’s
true, and I'll say it's a — lie. It’s true
because I gave ’em shore-leave and filled
their bellies with fresh grub. It’s a lic be-
cause I didn’t bribe ’em; I didn’t have to.
They’d have brought the bark in, rotten grub
or not, rotting bellies or not, half of ’em dead
or not. They told me so—the ones that
could speak. They told me they’d take ’cr
out again, the whole —— -boiling of ’cm;
but not with Loman the master. And the
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bark, the bark ’most told me that, too—aye,
she did tell me, if I'm any judge of a ship’s

voice. The finest bottom I was ever in, and
she hollered it out plain enough.”

Tibbert half closed his eyes and
ejaculated—

“Impossible!”

“Is it> Arnie answered him. His eyes
were alight. “You'd best be finding out
what a ship is. Maybe you’d best be find-
ing out what a crew is, too. Captain Lo-
man, he’s found out by now. If it’s honesty
you want, why don’t vou be honest your-
self and have honest masters? Why don’t
you have honest grub and honecst fo’csles?
Why don’t you thank me for bringing in
your bark,and thank the crew,too,when any
man that’s honest to himself would have
left her in Victoria or Crescent City—or in
a boat any old time?”

The flush of anger stood in Arnie’s cheeks.

“I had a friend—I had a friend that was
murdered on that cruise. I don’t know
why I tell you; you don’t care anyway, and
I don’t care if you care or not. He was
murderced to save money, like the others—
only they didn’t die.  Loman cut the heart
out of 'im, and you poisoned the howels of
im.  I'e’s dead.  Japes is dead—"

Arnic’s voice had risen. Tibbert, a
petrificd man, a gaping gargoyle, made no
attemnpt to interrupt.  In at the door a face
peered and  withdrew. On the wall at
Tibbert’s hack a huge picture of the Samson
under full canvas seemed imbued with life.
Arnic could not keep his eyves from it.

“A fine ship!” he broke forth again.
“But I'd have snapped every yard and
brace and sheet in ’er and busted out ‘er
seams Lo save lapes!  Her pride done it, the
sort of pride she’d been fed up on.  Ain’t
that running ships? Ain’t that honest
business?”

He relapsed into speech that observation
—his only teacher—had long since shown
him the hetter class of men did not use.

“Nonc of yvour money went to bring those
poor jucks on to their feet. It was my
moncy and rotten money Loman divided
with me for an extra job up in the Sound.
It bought some lives, though.”

Tibbert lurched forward, stammering,
“W-what's that?  Fxtra job?”

“Oh, you were willing. Loman said so
when T asked him.  And it put us days be-
hind, and no better food, and driving the
men to make up time. He wouldn’t ”
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“Tell me about that,” said Tibbert.

That singular twist showed at the corners
of his mouth. Arnie flung out the details
carelessly. He had something to say and
no desire to be side-tracked. Weevils and
stinking meat were the subject he was on; a
miserable hole of a forecastle—that too.
Tibbert held him to the other.

“Mm!” he mused. “That was Loman’s
game! Very nice—very nice.”

He became as preoccupied as Arnie had
been and gave poor attention to the weevils
and the stinking meat and the hole of a
forecastle. He came to life when Arnie in
disgust asked if it was to be jail or what.

“No,” he said thoughtfully, “there will be
no charges in court. I'm afraid, Sondheim,
I haven’t seen all there is to this affair. Of
course, your failure to return to me that
whisky is—a—I'm sorry, Sondheim.”

“Likely Japes would be glad to know,”
and Armie picked up his cap.

Tibbert bit his lip; immediately he thrust
out his hand.

“I may need to get in touch with you.
What will you do now?”

ARNIE shrugged his shoulders,
turned silently and went out.

What would hedo? Aye,itwasa
good question to ask. Not what did he
wish to do, but what would hedo? Allina
noisy, multitudinous city he stood and
asked himself this; all in a buzzing swarm of
humanity he stood as in a mocking desert.
Loneliness! The bitterest kind of loneli-
ness! Loneliness that had not even the
husk of regret upon which to fasten! Lone-
liness without anything to relieve the dim
vista! Loneliness such as one feels on a
wild sea!

There were two ways of ending this
loneliness. Whisky was one; but whisky
did not end it, did not end anything; it
merely postponed it. The other way and
the only way was—Lelona. One could not
be lonely with Lelona. Away from her
olive-satin smile and glittering eyes one
might shake his head over life, but with her
—aye, one would rather live and give up his
hope of heaven! The faith she had in him,
too. And all in the full flower of her Cas-
tiian womanhood she waited—waited

A big ship and money he must have in
order to conclude her waiting and this loneli-
ness; she set him that double athievement;
her practicality he admired; more than

called for a bottle.
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passion was necessary to keep people alive.
And there the question came in; for he had
the money—he reflected that with Japes’
death he owned twenty-five thousand dol-
lars—but no ship, now that the Samson had
been taken from him. Tobuy in on a vessel
was to have the ship and not the money.

Characteristically Arnie’s sharp mind
settled upon shipping somehow—possibly
before the mast—to San Carlos and there
presenting Lelona with the twenty-five
thousand dollars and trusting her to under-
stand the rest, to take him as he was or help
him to meet her second requirement. She
had a right in the matter; he was willing
to make her the judge.

First he went to the bay-front and
looked and looked at the proud Samson
riding there, the ship that had cost him so
much: herself and his friend. A ship of
ships, a beautiful sight! Her majestic bear-
ing kept him hypnotized; the rakish slant
of her masts held the illusive attractive-
ness of a smartly dressed woman. ’

At length he turned away, stolid in his
disappointment, and began a canvass of
the shipping offices. A captain? Certainly
not. Amate? What! In these tight times?
Laying them off, more likely. Boatswain
then! Plain able seaman. .Common deck-
hand. Surely there were some boats bound
southward—indeed, they told him, they
had not seen much of any. A vessel of
tonnage might make out now and again
with her paint-streak out of sight, but the
little fellows—pshaw! They might sell a
tight bottom very reasonably——

He came to Jake’s place where the music-
box tinkled and whirred and jangled; and
bottles, bottles, everywhere. Seme of the
tawdry, painted women to whom he had
been kind and who each time forgave him
that he could be no more, rushed to greet
him. Jake escorted him to the .bar and
Arnie had wandered in
out of an old habit. He stared at the
bottle, shook his head slowly and blinked.

“Don’t get sore, Jake,” he said. “I'mnot
drinking, Japes. I don’t like it—honest,
Japes. Wouldn’t you please be taking it
yourself—my trecat, Japes.”

“Iss it Japes I am?” Jake objected.
“Vuss you forgotting me, Arnie?”

Then Arnie’s shoulder was tapped, and
there stood Lairton who had been mate of
the Snowhird. Lairton regarded him.

“Thought you’d be here,” he said.
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“Tibbert sent me. Wants you to take the
Samson out. South America. He says to
tell you Loman don’t feel fit.”

Arnie’s pulses leaped. He steadied him-
self. .

“Didn’t you want it?”’

“It was the jacks,” Lairton explained.
“I asked ’em; they says ‘Sondheim.’ ”

The blood raced in Amie’s veins. A
great laugh issued from his lips. He
slapped Jake on the back so that the little
German coughed. He bought wine for the
women. He put out his hand to Lairton
and said slowly— ’

“You’re white, Lairton!” -

“Spanish sefiorita, hey? You —— fool!”
responded Lairton.

ARNIE hurried out and, finding

Merl & Tibbert closed for the day,

went down to the wharf where he
forgot his supper in contemplation of the
Samson. The next morning he stood on her
deck in active command, Tibbert’s brisk
order beating on his inner ear:

“Let Dasselt attend to the cargo; he’s our
business man. You do the sailing. Don’t
interfere with something you don’t know.
And mind, we’re trying you!”

Arnie knew what that meant. It meant
that his lack of education was recognized,
and his disinterest in money. But he
would not complain. The old carcless grin
had come back, the grin of confidence. He
looked straight up into the Samson’s nested
rigging and winked; she bobbed and rattled
‘her yard-arms in return.

He was pervaded with a great joy.
Nothing could cooel his enthusiasm. The
dignified -old Dasselt grew puzzled at his
frequent laughs and was astonished to see
the crew’s devoted response.

The sheaves squealed; chain -sheets
clanked and ground; sail fluttered out to the
tune of creaking spars; the bark gasped as
the first sea shivered her timbers; then they
were outward bound and spanking along.

Arnie’s pride in the bark knew no easy
satisfaction. A queen of sailing vessels, he
pronounced her; regal, haughty, superh, an
eagle for flight against the wind.+ It was
his pride in her that set the carpenter to
tearing out the forecastle bulkheads and en-
larging the quarters. When Dasselt voiced
an objection, he said:

“Don’t worry for Tibbert.

I can pay for
it myself, I guess.”

He rustled the draft“for twenty-five
thousand dollars; it meant no more to him
than the market-price of happiness he was
on his way to buy, the price of the heart of
Lelona. If a small—a very small—portion
of that price could not be put into the ship
whose bigness and fineness constituted one-
half that bargain arrangement, he for one
did not comprehend. And when the fore-
castle Lad been widened and ventilated, he
had to see about further provisioning at
San Diego.

“The right kind of pride—Lelona would
want that,” he mused.

Dasselt asked respectfully if he was crazy.
Armie laughed exuberantly and told him
to mind his business, if he had any. The
Samson roared its delight.

A carefree voyage, what though chock-
full of responsibility. A jovial voyage in
spite of Dasselt. A voyage of music, rare,
choice music that the happy-tongued Sam-
son composed in her topgallants and sang
to the stars. The voyage of a bridegroom.
The Samson a bridal ship. For the return
he would wreathe her bows with bougain-
villea and the dainty love-vine. This
cabin farthest aft would be Lelona’s, and he
would buy a carpet for the deck of it and a
bed where the bunk stood ungainly.

Ah, but the Samson understood! Of an
evening when he should be sleeping he
would come out on deck and listen to her
voice telling him of life that was true happi-
ness, soft arms that loved and would not
let go. She spoke to him in a language
they fashioned for each other.

Under Captain Loman’s command she
had seemed to have but one song: the song
of serene pleasure in herself, the song of the
master. Now she whispered in as many
strains as there were changes of weather, as
there were moods of the ocecan. From
taffrail and from chart-house, from ’'mid-
ships and main-shrouds, from crow’s-nest
and foreroyal boom, from the prancing bow-
sprit, he watched her and hearkened to
her.

Dasselt marked him laughing aloud in the
night-time and muttered in concern. Only
those of the old salts, who irrespective of
blood-money of runners and herders, sought
the sea for that which the land did not con-
tain, knew and nodded their heads. They
knew that to a natural sailing man there
will be a ship among all those he sails that is
in no wise like the others; a ship that knows
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him and works for him and takes him to
her heart.

To Arnie the Samson was a companion,
not a ship; a reasoning thing full of tender-
ness, of jovial cheer, of whilom bits of com-
plaint, of gratefulness, of utter steadfast-
ness, of sound advice. He knew not at all
how this came to be, or why it should be the
Samson. Japes had come—and gone. His
chatter had ceased and left a great void.
This the Samson seemed to know, and that
he was on his way to fill that void. He did
not speak of these things to the vessel; it
was thoroughly understood without that.
The years of loneliness and longing—they
were understood, too.

Armic on his side understood the bark,
her pcculiar temperament, her fastidious-

. ness, the correct angle of her sailing. It
did not require the dragging of her chan-
nels for him to know that she was buried by
her canvas. The wind piped at her jack-
stays, and he grinned as he ordered her
eased. A furled topgallant. whispered that
it had not the proper harbor bunt, which at
once he pointed out to the watch.

The crew, having been mates with him
before, bclieved in him and marveled at
what they considered his uncanny cye and
ear. Dassclt, until now a stranger, tried
for a time to make him out, but gave it up
and told him to his face—in dry tones—he
was a haunted loon.  Arnic laughed at that.

“Youe know where I’'m going, Dasselt?”
he asked.

“To the —

Arnie stared at him, grinned and
scratched his head—frowning.

“I’m going to get married. There’ll be a
woman waiting to come along with me, and
we'll leave ihe sea and build us a house, and
it won’t be this lonely—""

“It won’t be nothing,” interrupted Das-
selt. “Worse than that,” he added in a
growl. “You'll fight over who's cap’n
and who’s mate. How’ll you like that?”

“No,” said Arnie; ‘“she’s like the bark,
Dasselt. I reckon to know her feelings
and sail ’er casy—she can be captain,” he
stated rather wistfully. “I won’t mutiny.

Love’s a funny thing, Dasselt. How do you
like that?” -
“I don’t. My stomach’s all in a Turk’s-

head. Sick is what Iam.”

“Go below; I'll stand your watch. We
want no sick on this cruise.”

Peaceful evening with the watch idle in
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the fair breeze and sprawled about the deck,
some sucking villainous pipes in deep con-
tentment, some sitting placidly estimating
the sweep of waters, chin in hand; some
chuckling over a rude tale and mending a
torn pea-jacket by the light of the ship’s
lamps and the sunset’s aftermath. From
the wheelhouse came a fragment of hum-
ming. The colored cook rattled his last
pan and stood whistling in the galley door-
way, then disappeared.

Peace—peace! Almost involuntarily Ar-
nie moved to the galley and stretched his
arm acros$ the door—thinking—thinking.
Japes had howled his whaler’s song here;
had sweated and toiled and been stricken
down by scurvy here. What loneliness!
Lelona might not come into his sight and
touch for many months; there were other
ports first; perhaps San’ Carlos only at the
very last.

It was then that the Samson, like an
understanding presence, stole close and
closer and wrapped herself about him and
sang the chantey of comradeship. Arnie
would listen and smile and nod and take a
deep breath. His face turned upward to
the rigging, to the very trucks of the tower-
ing masts. Human speech—what was it?

The proud vessel stooped and lifted him
up; her pride humbled itself for his sake.
His heart went out to this beauty of the
builder’s craft. He loved her, and she
loved him. Long into the second mate’s
watch he kept the deck, lost in shadows.

But in addition there was work to be done
—much work, what with Dasselt growing
no better and groaning in his berth. Arnie
emptied the medicine-chest in the mate’s
cabin and with a glad heart relieved him
of his bills and orders and cargo-lists and
stores-inventory and the like.

A regular watch he stood, turn about,
with the second mate, and besides, mulled
over supercargo’s papers and checked and
tallied and reveled in a feast of figures. In-
stead of sleeping, he multiplied and cross-
footed.

And at Punta Arenas he outbargained
the native skipper and stowed the bark just
to her satisfaction and no more—though at
good profit. And at Panama he met the
trans-shipments of the eastern ocean and
outbid lighter bottoms at their own game
of a quick passage. When they tried to
beat him to Callao, he cracked on topgal-
lants and hcarkened—then, with a secret
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smile, bawled for the studdingsail gear to be
bent. Laughing on a high key, the bark
showed the other craft her heels.

BUT it was not all laughter and not
Q all sunshine. The weather knew an-

other mood, as did the Samson her-
self. Deep in the hollow night Arnie woke
to hear the ship’s voice wailing. He
started up the companion all in a moment,
for he had acquired the habit of turning in
all standing; and first he thought she cried
from the waist where her huge main course
sucked the wind down; and then he thought
she sobbed aloft and forward; and then—

she whispered in her timbers directly be- -

neath his feet. The blow was freshening.

He spoke to the helmsman and changed
the course; he roused the crew and eased
every whippet of canvas showing. The
Samson would not cry to him in vain. In-
deed, she began to talk—there in the
hushed night.

“You’re money out. You’re money out.
Money out, out, out,” she said.

“Would I care for that?” he chuckled.
“No driving you for money’s sake.” But
scarcely had he spoken so than he realized
with a shock how she would answer him.

“What will s-s-she say? What will
sh-she-ee say?”’

The imitation staggered him. He had
not been eager to recall the last voyage; the
remembrance of it hurt him. And yet she,
Lelona, alone had made him guilty with
Captain Loman of driving the bark and the
crew. A big ship and money she had said.
On that basis she waited for him. On that
basis he must proceed.

The germ of doubt sent down roots that
very night. Dasselt had a fever and a chill.
Armnie went in to cheer him, and heard him
mumbling through chattering teeth. What
he mumbled was an old sailors’ chantey of
“cooks and dogs, and jacks and hogs, and
what are they for but cussing and flogs?”

Arnie listened to the stuttered malicious
doctrine and tried time after time to con-
struct in his mind’s eye the artist’s picture
of Lelona the girl, Lelona with the Madonna
face. Somehow the grown woman with the
controlled passion and the masked smile
frightened him. Money!- Did she know
no better? ——! Hedid.

He thought of her woman’s eyes, of how
they looked through him. Did she love
him after all? What made a woman de-

mand money and more money? The
world’s opinion, cold and calculating, this
was; certainly love was not cold and cal-
culatmg, Japes was not cold and calcu-
lating— Money!

Funny he should wonder about this now!
This was the bridal cruise, the end of lone-
liness. Oh, how strong the yearning was!
Surely it was for his sake for his good, she
said it. Ah, yes, now he had the 010w of
her in his eyes. How beautiful she was!

At Callao Dasselt had to be sent ashore
to a hospital. Some of Arnie’s own monev
went with him, since Tibbert had provided
for no such emergency. It went heartily;
it was Arnie’s conscious challenge of the
world’s commercial view-point, his state-
ment of belief that Lelona was wrong in
putting money first. When he made the
arrangements, a sort of awe possessed him,
as if he found himself tramping with hob-
nailed boots through the holy of holies. He
felt very self-conscious.

The other side to it added a glow of pleas-
ure; he now had complete command of the
bark and the joyous privilege of unrestricted
figuring and computation. He promoted
the sccond mate and let the crew choose
a new second mate from their own number.
It made no difference, for he would do his
own navigating and save Tibbert expense.
Besides, he wanted never to get so far
away from forecastle life that he could not
run the shrouds and slide down a backstay.

Work without end! An hour of rest
stolen piecemeal out of the rush of re-
sponsibilities! Therein runs the tale of
Captain Sondheim’s days and nights in the
South Pacific. Mates who could not write,
who could not figure; a short-handed port
watch; a vessel that demanded his eves and
his ears as it had stolen his admiration.

Arnie kept the log and charted the course,
showed the way up the masts upon occasion,
tailing on to a sheet, standing a trick at the
wheel in a heavy sea, calculating the drift in
a three days’ gale, doctoring a man injured
by a dropped marlinspike, working out re-
ports of freight handling.

He was happy, happy in a deluge of work,
happy in his men, happy in his ship, happy
in the swiftness of the days, wanting for
nothing. When he thought of this last, it
was to find all his estimates of happiness
shattered and the very object of his sailing
in the balance.

He went to find an end of loneliness in
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Lelona, a companionship and an endless
exhilaration in a union with this Castilian
woman of wonder he had hungered for. And
yet with the building-up of the days and
the nights and the work that never could be
finished and the responsibility that grew and
grew and the belief of the crew in him and his
pride in them and in the Samson— Pride?

Was this only pride that lighted his eyes
when she talked to him?—with so 'much,
inevitably the loneliness diminished and
- dwindled and fell away until even the ab-
sence of Japes failed to hurt him, and in-
stead the bit of a Yankee became a savory
memory, and life stood quite complete.
Somehow he had rent the veil.

But he was still the stolid Arnie. He
expressed himself in action and let his
- thoughts as much alone as possible. Plenty
to do! Callao to Valparaiso—to the Isth-
mus again with wine—and how the thought
‘of the bottle of whisky came back in the
odor of the spirits stowed everywhere! The
Samson grew drunk with the aroma rising
continuously to her spars and mast-heads.
A Bacchanalian chant she sang of good-
fellowship and fealty. Arnie smiled to
hear her.

“You’ll have to be getting through with
that before we make San Carlos,” he
wagged. “No more of that with a lady
aboard! You'll use good language then.”

“A jolly good fellow—a jolly good fel-
low—"" gabbled the wind in the rigging.
“No mo-o0-0-o-ore of that . .. no mo-0-0-0-
o-ore—”’ hummed the shrouds.

At Panama the sccond time a curious
thing happened. The crew returned to the
bark from shore leave, and a few of them
were tipsy, and all of them grinned and
found their feet in one another’s way as they
pushed aft in a nervous body. Arnie stood
staring. - He could not make them out; but
a sailor who has been drinking may do any-
thing.

He was taking on a cargo of general mer-
chandise, half of it bound to San Carlos,
and he was tryving to assure himself that the
ship and the work and the sea were crude
steps leading to a real happiness of which
they knew nothing. . He stared at the on-
coming crew. A battle of brawn he would
welcome now. Clumsy lots with streaks
of tobacco-juice on their unshaven chins—
Time he grew away from the back-yard of
life and learned some of the decencies Le-
lona could teach him.
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“Well, sing out, one of you!” he ordered,
frowning and waiting ready.

Berkoll of the starboard watch drew a
step ahead of the rest. His face became
distorted. His right hand was closed into
a fist. It came up slowly.

“We uns reckon ye’d care tuh do yer
own pickin’ 'n’ choosin’ is w’at.”

“Watch your step, Berkoll!””  Arnie
warned as the man approached very near.

“’Tain’t thet as bothers me,” said
Berkoll; “It’s how ye’ll like this.”

His fist was thrust forward; Arnie caught
it grimly. It opened—to disclose a silver
watch. It lay back upward, and he read
the engraving, “Respects of the crew to
Captain Sondheim.”

The men were grinning and shuffling.
Berkoll rid himself of the gift and wriggled
back.

“Along o’ where ye’re goin’, hopes ye’ll
be happy, sir.”

Looking from the ornate time-piece into
that bank of eager, joyous faces, Arnie’s
self-confidence deserted him. He growled
at them in a harsh voice:

“You —— fools—get along for’ard!
What do you mean by this?”

An eddy of chuckling answered him.
One man slapped his neighbor heavilv on
the back. They appeared as pleased as
children. His emotions turned him red.
Aware of an occasion that had got beyond
them, the men made off, swaggering. Arnie
clutched the watch and gazed after them.
& now. Touches of weather, of wind

and rain and devouring heat and
repelling cold—and work, work, work in
the midst of itall! A swift voyage to beat
the mail-boat down the coast and sell at
the old prices!

“Money in your pockets, boys, if we
make it first! Share and share alike!”

“Well, sir, that’s as yuh say. But we
ain’t set on that so much.”

Arnie peered intently into the flying foam
and made no reply to this. It seemed to
him the bark had never sailed so fast; riding
a-top the water like the very ghost of haste,
he reflected. And for what? To get him
to San Carlos and to the end of all this, to
the end of the dream, to the end of the
starved years! Lelona was waiting; she
had his promise—the Samson was a bridal
ship! That was the reason for this

SOUTHWARD—that was the tune
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tremendous speed; the ship was rushing
him on to happiness.

She reveled in her undertaking; that was
obvious; she was true to her trust. She
sang; the crew sang; the sea sang. Not
to be outdone, loudest of all sang Arnie.
Their singing had no meaning apparently;
he sang to keep up his spirits. His work
was not enough to busy him; there were
moments left for thinking, and so he piped
for a gale of wind—and got it. It came
down like a dreadful black snake out of
the murky sky and seized the Samson in its
jaws. The bark screamed in terror.

Downhauls —clewlines —buntlines —and
the seas whipping up so swiftly that with
the heeling of the vessel several of them
came aboard. From the throat of the storm
drove a terrific growl. All the world of
waters broke from their bed and rose to
join the winds; together they forced the
Samson, bellowing and fuming, a hundred
miles out of her course. Arnie had time
to get himself in hand.

In the end, when the gale had passed and
they were once more masters of their im-
mediate fate, he knew that more than a
common occurrence had taken place; that
the ship and the crew and he had formed a
triumvirate more potent than nature in a
fit of insane fury. He felt grateful and
proud—inordinately proud—to come alive
into a subsiding, sunlit sea. He knew now
beyond peradventure that among the very
greatest things in life is the spirit of men
working together in perfect understanding
and amity. After that there was not an-
other moment of loneliness.

The fullest, fairest cruise in eighteen
years; the world’s opinion of the worth of a
man refuted; the dream’s end come in the
dawn of actuality! Life, he imperfectly
realized, held but two kinds of happiness:
friendship, which was simple, unquestion-
ing, exhilarating; and love, which was com-
plex, shadowed in apparently unrelated
matters, suspicious, exacting.

Arnie had dreamed of a happiness apart
from all oceans;and he had found it on the
decks of the bark Samson. He stared
stoically at the calendar pinned on his
cabin bulkhead. In eight days he would
reach San Carlos and toil up the sun-baked
hill to the hotel to keep a promise.

He did not consider the various strands
that went into that rope that bound him to
the promise; he did not ask himself whether

79

or not it was wise to keep such a promise.
Sufficient that he had said he would return
with a bigger ship and with money. Eight
days! Simply, he felt the slipping away of
a great satisfaction that had only just come,
and that must go when he grasped the
other kind of happiness. And he knew,
besides, that Lelona in his dream was the
girl Lelona; and the girl had grown into a
woman.

How he lived those eight days! Life
had the sweetness of an umplumbed joy.
He put his mouth to it and drank and drank
and drank— Berkoll said:

“Beg pardon, sir. Some on us don’t
need rum. Ye're thet tickled——"

“Aye, Berkoll. A fine ship, and the boys
—a fine crew, a fine crew!” He glanced
about, looked up, grinned and nodded his
head. “Tickled, you might say.”

At once he swerved the conversation.

‘““Are you married, Berkoll?”

“Stitch me in canvas fust, sir. Ye're
got my high respec’s is w’at.”

“Women are fine creatures, too,” as-
serted Arnie, ‘“and made for men.”

“Then I reckon,” Berkoll reflected, “it’s
the men ain’t made fer women.”

Arnie was disinclined to press the point.
That matter was eight days off. Very near
at hand and very near at heart were his
ship and his crew; and when the mail-boat
was sighted creeping up on them, the blood
in Arnie’s veins leaped with the exciting
struggle that this foretold. In three hours
the mail-boat was showing her forecastle-
rail. Amie ripped off his coat and under-
took a lesson for his mates in the art of
sailing a bark.

The mates were willing to learn; the crew
was shaking with eagerness. Everywhere
swarmed the men, crowding on sail at a
jerked work, making the spars bend and
the rigging sing its pride. The mates and
the crew and the bark were willing; but
they were not enough.

In six hours the mail-boat’s ensign was
picked up with the glass. A fast sailorl
Nothing on the coast could run with her.
Amie watched her intently, then turned
to measure the Samson alow and aloft.
The bark ran fleetly, full of pride, chattering
to him to know how this stranger could
overtake her, outraged in her pride, plead-
ing with him, admitting her need of some
skill she did not possess, casting her glory
of belief upon him.
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Smiling, he dismissed the helmsman and
took the wheel. The night came down;
the watch changed; but Arnie would not
relinquish his trick. From dusk to dawn he
held the weary vigil, and with the advent
of day the mail-boat was barely perceptible
over the weather poop-rail—hull down.

This was living. Arnie reeled to his
berth, exhausted and full of a new content-
ment, in his ears the ringing voice of the
Samson, deep-toned with faith in herself
redeemed. And she, ship of ships, thanked
him!

Seven days more before he surrendered
all this, this responsibility that was free-
dom! Time was precious, indeed. When
they woke him to say that the mail-boat
had gained on them, he discovered that he
had slept through the change of watch, and
felt the hours to be life thrown away. The
bark welcomed him noisily on deck and
began at once to recite her dependency
upon him. He listened and laughed.

“It’s up to me, is it? Can’t do it your-
self, old girl?”

“It’s-s-s-s up to y-y-you-u-u-u-u-u,” the
courses sang.

“But what'll you do when I’'m gone?”
He stood at the wheel and steered by the
wind in the sail overhead. “Seven days,
and I’'ve got to be ashore. A bed made
for the aft-most cabin—wreaths for the
figure-head—Lelona’s waiting——"

A gentle whimper in the stays silenced
him. He baited the bark no longer; some-
how he could not bear it himself. He talked
of other things; of a freshening wind and
a too deeply buried head, and of the mail-
boat hanging on—hanging on——"

One after another the royals were sent

down. And here as before it was the crew’s
cue to show its infrequent wisps of anger,
for a man swore when his watch mate
reached higher on a rope than he, or took
a bar at the capstan when he held slack.
Pride of duty made for this, and pride of
ship, and pride of captain.

The cook brought Arnie a tot of grog at
noon. He told the cook he did not drink
liquor when he could find something better.
Then one came to relieve him at the wheel,
and he would not have it—even to take a
meridian sight. He knew they were less
than seven days from San Carlos with all
this fast sailing.

A haggard expression crossed his face as
he contemplated the inevitable result of
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sustaining the Samson’s pride and beating
the mail-boat to port; assuredly this joy of
comradeship would be that much sooner
ended. Yet he would not have her beaten;
she was the ship of ships, a thing of beauty

and wonder. On they thundered—on——
pe= NOT seven days but five, and the
\(27'.9)} fifth shimmering blood-red in the
LA \

west! All the lusty ribs of this
stalwart creatare showing bellied and firm,
all her finery dyed a magnificent hue of
carmen. The mail-boat was sunk to the
eye. The next morning would leave but
four days. .

Arnie dragged himself, groping in his
fatigue, to the companionway and dropped
with a full sigh on to his berth. Ashe passed
the crew cheered. It had got to that point;
the race was the thing, and Arnie was win-
ning it; the crew idolized him. Aye, he
was living! This was joy incarnate!

An unceremonious hand shook him
awake. He started up, fully conscious.

“As ’ow—as ’ow the mail-boat, sir—she’ll
be crossin’ us——"

Past the man and up the ladder to the
dim deck sprang Arnie. Lights dotted the
water and the space above and to port.
A huge shape loomed for an instant like a
terrible monster or a devouring cave of
blackness. Then came a grinding and a
reverberating shock and a hoarse hail across
the waters.

The air was clamorous: the mate articu-
lated, ‘“The mail-boat!” in a vicious tone
and shook his fist. The voice from across
the water cursed roundly; others cursed
the voice. Confusion spread like wildfire.
The Samson had been rammed.

“Steady!” Arnie called to the helms-
man.

He héard water rushing into the hold.
All of a shiver, her sheets a-thrum, her can-
vas beating, the bark coughed and sputtered
and gasped and cried to him. He bawled

- for a light and swung with it out over the

port-rail where the crash had sounded.
The Samson’s side showed a gaping wound.

At once and involuntarily he felt an un-
reasonable emotion of relief. Under his
breath he said:

“All over—no reaching San Carlos now.
I'll send her the money.”

Something like satisfaction possessed
him just for a moment. Then that van-
ished, and he shook himself into mental
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effecting a safe junction with the incoming
Semple.

Also Culross knew that if Norbert had
definite word of his move in slipping Mary
and her father out of Stone Fort he would
strike, in all probability, as close to his
river-camp as possible. In his mind Cul-
ross had fixed the fringe of the Indian
settlement as the point of greatest danger
and somchow he felt certain that events
would justily his certainty.

On down the river they glided, now hug-
ging the ncarer bank, now shooting across
to the farther shore as they caught the
sound of stir or shout in the scttlement itself,
rapidly approaching Norbert's bivouac on
the out-thrusting butte. Suddenly Culross
caught the gleam of the fire and he stood
upright in the York boat trying to pierce
the gloom with his keen eyes and see if
there were any men about the blaze.

“There’s Norbert’s camp,” he pointed
out to Mary. “It was just off the point
where I had my little brush with him.
Look, there are figures running about the
fire now. He must have fallen back on his
bivouac with his boats.”

“And no likclier place on the river to
check us,” growled Longburn. “The butte
commands the waterway. The low grassy
point gives him a chance to launch off
quickly. And the turn of the Red round
the butte slows us up. I guess Adolphe
Norbert wants to make sure of us.”

Persccution by the Northwesters had
left Alexander Longburn bitter. So hard
had they hounded him under Norbert’s
direction that he burned with a fierce desire

to dare their might in one wild moment and -

either go down in the figcht or win his free-
dom in the new land he had chosen as his
own. That the moment was at hand he now
felt sure, for, staring where Culross pointed,
he, too, could scc the figures shuttling about
Norbert's camp-fire.

“You're right,
“He has fallen back.
and he doesn't get too far from his base.”

“But isn’t the fire growing brighter?”
asked Mary, standing up beside Culross to
see more clcarl_\ “Tt was only like a star
at first. Now it growing into a big beacon.
We're going fast but not fast enough to
raise it so quickly.”

“No, not that fast,” decided Culross,
watching carefully. “The fire's shooting
up to the clouds, a perfect beacon as you

Culross,” he nodded.

_more,

A shrewd leader he is:
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say, Mary. That’s what the darting men
are doing—piling on the fuel.”

“And that means?”’ she demanded.

“That they know we’re coming. Nor-
bert’s scouts have kept a good watch and
he’s lighting the river like day.”

The up-shooting flames on the butte were
already painting the dark sky crimson over-
head and bathing the river from shore to
shore. The vivid light silhouetted the
buttes and struck into the faces of those in
the York boat tcaring down the Red. In
the stern it showed Spring Wind, haughty,
stoic, lithe, swinging on his steermg—oa.r on
the sweeps the eight bronze rowers pulling
with all their might; amidships Culross
and Mary standing upright and Longburn
upon his knees beside, his hands resting on
the gunwale. .

“Take the middle of the stream, Spring
Wind,” ordered Culross.

Immediately the York boat swerved out
from the bank which they had hugged for
the shelter of its shadow. Now there was
no shadow. The Red River was a chasm of
blinding crimson through which they must'
plunge, a gateway of flame closed by a bar-
rier of boats. They could mark them put-
ting out from the point, all the fleet that
had pursued Culross augmented by many
together with Indian craft from
the settlement itself. Among these, too,
Adolphe Norbert had been a missionary of
evil. From the first he had never ceased to
incite them against the colonists, and now
he bribed the more reckless of the young
men to his aid.

“Gracious,” brecathed Mary Longburn, as
she vainly tried to count the craft that
launched out into the river before them;
“look at the number of them. They’ll
block the whole waterway if we don’t
watch out.”

“That's just what Norbert is going to
do,” Culross declared, interpreting the
Northwester’s plans. “He’s going to bar
the Red completely. See, he’s lashing the

boats bow to stern with ropes.”
_Ag could mark him, Adolphe in his
‘blue, brass-buttonced coat, leaping
from craft to craft, directing the men in
their placing of the boat-barrier, seeing

that all the lashings were tight.
“Voild,” they heard him shout with a
great laugh, “Culross will not get down as

BY THE blazing firelight they
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fast as he got up. Quick, mes caniarales,
there is his York boat now.”

Plunging round the butte, keeping fairly
in midstream, swung the Hudson’s Bay
Company craft.. From the moment when
he had seen how Norbert purposed to stop
him, Culross’ mind was working swiftly.
In the few seconds that it took them to
round the curve of the stream he evolved his
own plan of action and gave his orders.

“Stick to your oars,” he cautioned them.
“Whatever happens, stick to your oars:
If we get a chance to use the sail Longburn
and I will handle it. As for you, Mary,”
gently pushing the girl down amidships
under the shelter of the gunwale, ‘“keep
your head low. If I don’t make a great
mistake there are going to be oar-blades
flying.” '

At the girl’s feet lay his dunnage-sack

which he had tossed aboard with a few sup--

plies when he left the Beren’s River post
and he stooped and ferreted out of it a
short-handled woodsman’s ax with a razor-
edge blade.

“We’re going through, Mary,” he vowed
softly as he felt the blade. “You know I
can’t let you fall into Norbert’s hands. I
don’t want bloodshed if we can help it but
rather than see him take you I'll sink this
ax in his head.”

“Be careful if it comes to blows,” Mary
warned him. ‘“He will have murder in his
own heart if he doesn’t stop our boat.”

“T’ll watch him,” nodded Culross con-

fidently. “You keep a tight grip when we
strike their line. Don’t get tossed out into
the river. I expect there'll be quite a

shock. You’ll have to look after yourself
for a little while. I must get up into the
bow, and your father will have to stand by
the sheet.”

He wheeled to Longburn.

“Have the rope in your hands, Alexan-
der,” he directed. “Be all ready to raise
the square-sail if I give the word. The
wind is shifting and the full turn round the
butte ought to put it right in our backs.”

“All right, go ahead,” agreed Longburn
laying hold of the sheet.

The Cree rowers had never slackened
their pull. With a long heave, feet braced
and backs thrown into the stroke, they
surged the big craft along. Grim as some
northern god in the stern Spring Wind
steered une:ringly, holding the boat to the
midstream course. .

. unforgettable lines
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“That’s right, Spring Wind,” Culross
commended. “Hit them in the center.
Right on the rope, between two craft if you
can manage it. I’ll attend to the rest.”

Light as a dancer in his moccasined feet,
Culross leaped between the Cree oarsmen
and poised in the bow, a huge figure of a
man, over six feet in height, broad of shoul-
ders, great of strength. The flare of the
beacon struck him fairly, flooding his close-
cropped hair, flashing from his gray eyes and
Mary Longburn, watching tensely as they
plunged on for the Northwesters’ barrier,
thrilled strangely at the sight of him set for
the struggle. It was a fghting man she
glimpsed, a Norseman, a viking, ready to
battle as desperately for her as for the
Hudson’s Bay Company flag he sailed
under.

“All together, now,” she heard him crying
to the rowers. “Pull!”

It seemed the Crees were at the limit of
their strength already, but in answer to
Culross’ shout they drew upon some secret
reserves of their beings and quickened their
pace. The long sweeps flew like magic
with their hiss and swish. The spray shot
over the prow of the York boat, spattering
Culross with cool drops so that he laughed
with plcasure in the fever of the moment.

He was poised in the drenched prow
where nothing obstructed his view and the
wild river scene was etched before him in
The butte above his
head was dcserted now. Only the fire
roared .there, piled high with the last fuel
the Northwesters had laid hands on before
they rushed to their boats. Every man of
them, mdtis, plains ranger, half-breed,
Indian, all were afloat, cramming the boat-
barrier, waiting to overwhelm the York
boat when it reached them. )

So near was he already that he could note
the strength of the rope-lashings that
joined the craft together. In the center
they secmed of greatest strength, and in the
center, too, he saw that Adolphe Norbert
had reserved a place for himself where he
could direct the maneuvring of the Red
River boats and swing in his wings to close
upon Culross as he came.

Culross was only a few York-boat lengths
away as Norbert raised his hand and began
to beckon the shore ends of the boat-barrier
to swing in, always drawing a little up-
stream so that the Northwest line was like a
huge inverted V into the jaws of which
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the Hudson’s Bay Company craft plunged
with all the momentum of eight long oars.
Once inside the tips of the wings, it seemed
to Adolphe Norbert that he had his enemy
safe, and he signaled with open palms for
them to stop.

“You may as well backwater, Culross,” he
sneered. ‘I shall relieve you of Mademoi-
selle Mary one way or the other, so you
would be wise to make the transfer peace-
ably.”

“You scum of the plains,” Culross roared
back; “get out of our way or we’ll trample
you under our keel.”

He whirled his ax above his head and
shook it significantly at Longburn standing
ready to raise the sail. N

“Up with it,” he nodded.

Swiftly Longburn shot the canvas in air,
and as the wind caught it the Cree oarsmen
suddenly felt the weight of the pull lifted
from their blades. s Still 'they remembered
Culross’ warning to stick to their blades
and they bent their backs afresh, timing
their pull anew to the York boat’s jump
under the bulging sail. Three long pulls
they made and the prow struck the rope
lashing of two Red River boats at the apex
of the inverted V.

So great was the momentum of the York
boat, so powerful the drive of the square-
sail in the drafty gap of the river buttes,
_ that at the moment of impact it carried the
whole Northwest fleet down-stream for a
space. The lashings held. The wings of
the fleet were whirled in broadside to en-
velop the York boat and grind together,
gunwale against gunwale, behind it. Thus
for an instant Hudson’s Bay men and
Northwesters drifted in an island of boats,
before their feet could bridge the water-
gaps betwcen the craft.

i

oA IT WAS just at that instant, as
=1 they poised themselves to spring
upon each other with upraised odrs,
that Culross was aware of a solitary craft
foaming up-stream just beyond Norbert’s
massed fleet. :
I He could see at a glance that it was a
Northwest craft. Northwest men were
rowing it and a Northwest scout was stand-
ing up amidships, shouting at the top of his
lungs.
“Hudson’s Bay Company men,” he was
blaring the warning as he came. ‘“Hudson’s
Bay Company men under Governor Semple.”
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“The ——!” snarled Adolphe Norbert,
whirling in his own craft. ‘“Who is it that
comes? Ha! Blondin, my Lake Winnipeg
scout. More of the H. B. C..curs, you say?
Where? How many?”

“A large party,” cried Blondin.” “Just
off Lake Winnipeg into the Red. Where?
Dieu, right on my heels. They sighted me
as soon as I sighted them.”

“Ciel, then, let us make an end of this,”
blurted Norbert.

The news of the swift advance of the
Hudson’s Bay Company force, coming at a
critical moment, seemed to throw him into a
momentary panic. He cursed aloud, barked
conflicting orders at his men in the boats
and whirled round again to confront Cul-
ross in the York boat’s bow. The island of
boats still drifted; the rope lashing of the
two at the apex still taut across Culross’
prow, when Culross, seizing the mement
of Norbert’s panic, leaned out as the lat-
ter’s craft swung closer and with a single
ax-blow severed the strained hawser.

The blow brought Norbert suddenly to
his senses as the released York boat leaped
ahead and began to slide past him.

“Diable!” he shouted. “Close on him.””

With a vociferous roar the wings of his
fleet surged in on both sides, grinding
Culross’ gunwale, hooking on to his sides
and stern, striving to hold him till they
could cast another rope across his bows.
The river reverberated with a pandemenium
of sound as they shouted and fought to get
a sure hold on the craft. But Culross had
timed his stroke well. The wind was be-
hind him and he had forced the North-
westers to pit the strength of their arms
against the might of the breeze.

The Dbreeze was the stronger. Bellying
the big square-sail, bending the stout mast
till it creaked, it dragged Norbert's fleet
along.  Half the York boat’s length was
clear of enemy craft, the forward half, but
they clung like a flock of water-beetles to
the after part.

“Unship oars,”” Culross bellowed.

As one man the eight rowers swung in the
long sweeps and raised them in air.

“Now, hammer them loose,” the factor
commanded.

His own weapon whirling in circles above
his head, he set the example, crashing the
razor-edge of his ax-blade through the
nearest gunwales, laying the flat of the
blade on men’s heads. Nor were the Cree
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oarsmen loath to follow his cue. They had
taken blow and bruise without murmur the
while they stuck to their work, and now was
their chance to give back what they had
received. With a wild shout they fell upon
the craft that hemmed them in, flailing the
occupants with the long sweeps, staving off
the splintered gunwales, knocking the
Northwesters back into the boat-bottoms.

Fiercely the Northwesters fought to keep
their hold with boat-hooks, poles and oars,
but craft after craft was staved off and dis-
abled by Culross and the demon Crees. Once
beyond the reach of oars, the Crees seized
their trade-guns, turning their belching
muzzles across the water-gap. Here and
there Norbert’s renegades pitched out of
their seats to be swirled limply down-stream
and boats began to sink under the riddling.
The light boats and canoes of the Indians
dropped away first, smashed like sieves by
the murderous, flailing volleys. '

One by one they whirled round in the

- current of the Red, some filling and sinking
before they could reach the bank, others
wallowing water-logged till they beached
on the low point below the flaming butte.

The Hudson’s Bay Company crew
cheered as they realized their gain. Every
craft they smashed aside lightened the drag
on their own stanch York boat. Their
sail drew more powerfully, accelerating
their pace so that they began to swing
round the butte and forge down-river with
the remnants of Norbert’s fleet clinging to
their stern.

“Diable!” cried Norbert furiously. “Are
you going to let them loose?”

He himself redoubled his efforts, bunch-
ing his boats to board Culross over the
stern. The York boat was steered by the
breeze alone, for, the Red River boats
crowding so close astern, Spring Wind was
compelled to unship his steering-oar with
the rest and use his trade-gun on the
boarders. Still it held the midstream
course, rounding the butte before the breeze,
and it was just as they rounded it that
Culross caught the sound of boats up-river.

‘“York boats,” he breathed. “Semple’s
close at hand.”

Norbert’s quick ears had caught the
sound of the York boats also, and the
knowledge that Governor Semple was al-
most within reach of them drove him into a
fury. He leaped from his own craft into

the stern of the York boat, several of his
men at his heels in a desperate effort.

“Cicl)” he gritted. “We will swamp your
York boat and take your passengers under
Semple’s nose. Quick, camarades, then
dash for the settlement.” a

With the strength of a maniac he stag-
gered, Spring Wind and three more Crees
in front of him, and pushed in between them
to seize Mary Longburn where she crouched
amidships under the shelter of the York
boat’s gunwale. Her father dropped the
sheet to spring to her help, but Culross was
before, leaping on Norbert with raised ax.

The flat of the blade caught the North-
wester fairly on top of the head and he
pitched sheer backward into the Red.
The eddies pooled black as ink as his body
smote the flame-carmined water and floated
there senscless, lurching from side to side
till some of his men in the nearest boat
pulled him aboard. _

At his fall the men who had heeled him
over the York boat’s stern wavered and
their vacillation was their undoing. Long-
burn sprang toward them at the head of the
Crees and swept them into the river.

Nor did their comrades in the Red River
boats stay to pick them up. In a mad panic
they left them to flounder ashore and fled
for the Indian settlement, while the York
boat, released of the drag, jumped suddenly
forward into the van of the up-coming
fleet.

On the edge of the firelight Culross could
glimpse them, York boats crammed with
Hudson’s Bay Company men and new
colonists from overseas foaming along
under Governor Semple’s flag with Semple
himself standing under its blood -red

folds.

“Look, Mary,” Culross breathed to the
girl at his side as the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany fleet enveloped them and he raised his
hand in salute. “There’s the governor’s
boat with the governor in the bow. I fulfil
his commission, thank Heaven, and put you
into his hands. Are you overly anxious
to go?”’

Culross looked into her face, manly plead-
ing in his gray eyes, and Mary Longburn
fathomed the depth of his meaning.

“James, James,” she answered, laughing
softly in the joy of victory, in the ecstasy
of release from Adolphe Norbert’s menace,
“I’'m—I’'m in very good hands as it is.”
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The first part of the story briefly retold in story form.

THE Russian Princess Sonia Omanoff was accused

" of the murder of her husband and sentenced
to life-imprisonment in the Siberian mines. In-
triguing friends smuggled her off to Paris. During
her subsequent residence there she fell in love with
Bubru Singh, a Rajput maharaja on his educational
“Grand Tour.” She married him and he took her
to his kingdom in India. There he died soon after
the birth of their daughter, Yasmini.

Gungadhura Singh, Bubru’s nephew, succeeded
him as maharaja. The new ruler assigned a palace
in Sialpore to Sonia for her personal use, and there
grew up the Princess Yasmini, who inherited from
her mother all the cunning of Russian court-in-
triguers and from her father an intense love of
India.

In Sialpore the money-lender Mukhum Dass
leased a house to Dick Blaine. Blaine was an
American mining engineer who had settled in
Sialporc at the request of Gungadhura Singh for a
mining cspert to explore the old gold-workings in
the hills. Dick Blaine was about forty; his wife,
ten years younger. :

Tess Blaine from the start loved India. One
dawn she stole from her bed and stood, thinly clad,
at her window to wonder at the rich colors of the
gorgeous sunrise. After her husband had gone to
work, a handsome and dandified young man called,
a Rajput of Rajputs. Several slight mannerisms he
affected led Tess to detect that her visitor was a
very pretty young woman in male attire.

“I am the rightful Maharanec of Sialpore,” the
girl confessed after admitting her sex, “only those
fools of English have given Sialpore to Gungadhura,
who is a pig and loathes them.”

Their chat was interrupted by the arrival of
Tom Tripe. This eccentric fellow was drillmaster
of the maharaja’s troops and an admirer of the
Blaines’ democratic hospitality, so unlike the formal-
ity of the English residents. The woman in man’s
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garb suddenly produced a Bank of India note for
one thousand rupees and a fountain pen and before
Tom entered the house scrawled Persian characters
on the paper. Tess introduced her to~Tom as
Gunga Singh, but Tom immediately recognized her.

“So the Princess Yasmini is Gunga Singh this
morning, eh? That won’t do. I-swore on my
Bible oath to the maharaja day before yesterday
that I'd left you closely guarded in the palace place
across the river.” ~

But protesting against the violation of her hospi-
tality to all visitors, Tess refused to allow the drill-
master to take the princess to the palace. .

The coming of the commissioner, leading his horse

up the hill, spoiled all chances of Tom Tripe's per-

suading the princess to go with him. She whirled
on Chamu, the Blaines’ native butler, and ac-
cused him of stealing the bank-note . .

“Feel in his cammerbund, Tom 1'ripe,” she com-
manded. “I saw where the money went.”

Tom produced the note from Chamu’s sash.

“Go to the palace and tell the maharaja that the
princess is at the house of the commissioner sak:b,”
she stormed at the terrificd butler, while he pro-
tested that he was innocent. “And keep the thou-
sand-rupce note to pay thy son’s gambling-debt
to Mukhum Dass.” N

Chamu slunk away to do her bidding.

When Commissioner Samson was being enter-
tained on the veranda by Tess and Tom had
ridden away, Yasmini in the parlor listened to their
conversation. The commisstoner told Tess of the
Sialpore Treasure. This was a vast ancestral hoard
buried somewhcre in that region. Although Gunga-
dhura knew nothing of its whereabouts, he said,
it was the maharaja’s rightful inheritance from his
ancestors. The secret had died with Bybru Singh.
It was generally thought that Blaine had  come to
Sialpore to search for the Treasure rather than for
the gold in the hills.
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“Gungadhura Singh is a spendthrift,” he declared.
“Gungadhura will surely claim the Treasure if your
husband finds it.”

He also informed Tess of many other local con-
ditions and asked her if they were sure of their lease
on the house.

“I’ve been told there’s a question about the title.
Some onec’s bringing suit against your landlord for
* possession on some ground or other.”

After he had gone, Yasmini jubilantly kissed Tess,
saying that she behaved perfectly. The princess
was sure Samson had a trick up his slecve.

When Dick returned that.night and Tess told him
the events of the day, he declared his fidelity to
Gungadhura,

Yasmini went to Mukhum Dass. She told the
money-lender she knew that he had asked an in-
tercession of a priest of the god Jinendra to help
bim recover a title deed to the Blaines’ house which
Mukhum Dass had lost. Dhulap Singh, Gunga-
dhura’s agent, was eager to get posscssion of the
house for his master, she said, for thc maharaja
believed the Sialpore Treasure was hidden under
it. And if Dhulap Singh found the title deed, it
would establish the claim to the house he was about
to present in a lawsuit.

“Chamu the bucler will pay his son’s gambling-
debt. Give him a reccipt, saying nothing. Your
part is silence in all matters. Otherwise the-priest
of Jinendra will transfer the title deed to Dhulap
Singh. Preserve the bank-note for thirty days
and keep silence.”

One afternoon while Dick Blaine was at the minc
Tess had several visitors. One was Utirupa, a
handsome Rajput prince. During his call Tom
Tripe gave Tess a letter from Yasmini. Last of all,
after Utirupa had gone, came Samson the commis-
sioner. At his appearance Tom Tripe hid behind a
clump of shrubbery. Tess and Samson strolled

through the garden, and Samson grew uncon-

ventionally familiar and was rebuffed.

SO MANY look at the color,
So many study design;

Some of '¢m squint through a microscope
To judge if the texture is fine.
A few give a thought to the price of the stuff,
Some fecl of the heft in the hand;
But oncc in a while there comes one who can smile
And—appraising the lot—understand.

Look out
When the scemingly sold understand!

All’s planned
For the cooL of the stew to be canned

Out o’ hand,
When the due-to-be-choused understand!

CHAPTER IX
It means, the toils are closing in on Gungadhura!”

ITHIN the palace Tess was
reveling in vaudeville. In the
first place Yasmini had no
emmem—me Western views on modesty.
Whatever her mother may have taught
her in that respect had gone the way of
all the other handicaps she saw fit to throw
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“Therc’s an intrigue going on,” said Samson, “and
you can help me.  People whose business it is to
keep mc informed have reported that Tom Tripe is
constantly carrying letters from the Princess
Yasmini to that young Prince Utirupa who was here
this afternoon. If Gungadhura Singh were found
committing treason he'd be deposed.  Then Utirupa
would be maharaja, being next in line.  And I want
to find out what the princess has to do with it. I
want you to make the acquaintance of the princess,
visit her tonight and find out what are the letters she
writes to Utirupa.”

And he gave her a letter that would admit her to
the palace of Yasmini past the guards posted there.

Tess consented. It was the command of a gov-
ernment official.

Dick Blaine returned and Tess showed him the
letter Tom had brought her from Yasmini, urging
Tess to visit her at the palace at once. Tess nlready
suspected that Samson was a. rascal playing for
political fortunes.

So in their dog-cart Dick drove Tess to the palace.
But therc the guard insolently ordered them away
and it was only the intervention of Tom Tripe that
gained Tess admittance to the stronghold where
Gungadhura kept Yasmini prisoner.

Yasmini’s chicf interest was in the food Tess had
brought, for the princess had fasted since the latest
attempt of Gungadhura to poison her.

Then Yasmini informed Tess that the vein of gold
Dick had discovered would soon run into English
territory, over which the maharaja had no jurisdic-
tion. Samson, she said, would claim the gold and
make a fortunc.

“Your husband,” insisted Yasmini, “must digina
new place. Let your husband show Samson how
poor the specimens are he is digging and that will be
the end of Gungadhura. Then I shall escape.
Your husband shall wait for me with his dog-
cart.’

To this Tess agreed.

into the discard, or to retain for use solely
when she saw there was advantage.

The East uses dress for ornament, and
understands its use. The veil is for places
where men might look with too bold eyes
and covet. Out of sight of privileged men
prudery has no place, and almost no advo-
cates all the way from Peshawar to Cape
Comorin.

And Yasmini had loved dancing since
the days when she tottered her first steps
for her mother’s and Bubru Singh’s delight.
Long before an American converted the
Russian Royal Ballet, and the Russian
Royal Ballet in return took all the theater-
going West by storm—scandalizing, then
amazing, then educating bit by bit—
Yasmini had developed, her own ideas and
brought them by arduous practise to some-
thing near perfection. To that her strength,
agility and sinuous grace were largely due;
and she practised no deceptions on herself,
but valued all three qualities fot their effect
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on other people, keeping no light under a
bushel.

" The consciousness of that night’s cli-
mactic quality raised her spirits to the point
where they were irrepressible, and she
danced her garments off one by one, using
each in turn as a foil for her art until there
was nothing left with which to multiply
rhythm and she danced before the long
French mirror yet more gracefully with
nothing on at all.

Getting Tess disrobed was a different
matter. She did not own to much prudery,
but the maids’ eyes were overcurious.
And lacking, as she knew she did, Yasmini’s
ability to justify nakedness by poetry of
motion, she hid behind a curtain and was
royally laughed at for her pains. But she
was satisfied to retain that intangible ele-
ment that is best named dignity, and let the
laughter pass unchallenged.

Yasmini, with her Eastern heritage, could
be dignified as well as beautiful with nothing
on. Notso Tess, orat any rate she thought
not;and what one thinks is after all the only
gage acceptable.

Then came the gorgeous fun of putting on
Tess’ clothes, each to be danced in as its
turn came, and made fun of, so that Tess
herself began to believe all Western clothes
were awkward, idiotic things—until Yas-
mini stood clothed complete at last, with her
golden hair all coiled under a Paris hat,
and looked as lovely that way as any.

The two women were almost cxactly
the same size. Even the shoes fitted, and
when Yasmini walked the length of the
room with Tess’ very stride and attitude,
Tess got her first genuine glimpse of her-
self as another’s capably critical eyes saw
her—a priceless cxperience, and not so
humiliating after all.

They dressed up Tess in man’s clothes—
a young Rajput’s—a suit Yasmini had
worn on onc of her wild excursions; and
what with the coiled turban of yellow silk
and a little black mustache adjusted by
cunning fingers she felt as happy as a child
in fancy dress. But she found it more
difficult to imitate the Rajput walk than
Yasmini did to copy her tricks of carriage.
For a few minutes they played at walking
together up and dotvn the room before the
mirror, applauded by the giggling maids.

But then suddenly came anti-climax.
There was a great hammering at the outer
door, and one of the maids ran down to
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investigate, while they waited in breathless
silence. :

The news the maid brought back was the
worst imaginable. The lookout at the
northern corner of the wall—Yasmini kept
watch on her captors as rigorously as they
spied on her—had run with word to the
gateman that Gungadhura himself was
coming with three eunuchs, all four on foot.

Almost as soon as the breathless girl
could break those evil tidings there came
another hammering, and this time Hasa-
murti went down to answer. Her news was
worse. Gungadhura was at the outer gate
demanding admission, and threatening to
order the guard to break the gate in if

- refused.

“What harm can he do?”’ demanded Tess.
““He won’t dare try any violence in front of
me. Let us change clothes again.”

- Yasmini laughed at her. .

“A prince on a horse may ride from
harm,” she answered. ‘“When princes walk,
let other folk ’'ware trouble! He comes to
have his will on me.

“Those eunuchs are the leash that always
hunt with him by night. They will man-
handle you, too, if they once get in, and
Gungadhura will take his chance of trouble
ia.)tjtcrward. The guard dare not refuse

lm_”

“What shall we do?” Tess wondered.
“Can we hide?”

Then, pulling herself together for the
sake of her race and her Western woman-
hood:

“If we make noise enough at the gate
my husband will come. We're all right.”

“If there are any gods at all,” said Yas-
mini piously, “they will consider our plight.
I think this is a vengeance on me because I
said I will leave my maids behind. I will
not leave them! Hasamurti—you and the
others make ready for the street.”

85@® THAT was a simple matter. In
81@ 3, three minutes all five women were
" back in the room, veiled from head
to foot. But the hammering at the front
door was repeated, louder than before.
Tess wondered whether to hope that the
corporal of the guard had already reported
to Gungadhura the lady doctor’s visit, or to
hope that he had not.
“We will all go down together now,’’ Yas-
mini decided, and promptly she started to
lead the way alone.
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But Hasamurti sprang to her side, and
insisted with tears on disguising herself as
her mistress and staying behind 4o provide
one slim chance for the rest to escape.

" “In the dark you will pass for the wcmsa-
hib,” she urged. “The memsahib will pass
for a man. Wait by the gate until the
maharaja enters, while I stand at the door
under the lamp as a decoy.

~ “I'will run into the house, and he will fol-

low with the eunuchs, while the rest of you
slip out through the gate and run before the
guard can close it. Perhaps one at least
of the other maids had better stay with
me.”

A second maid volunteered, but Yasmini
would have none of that plan. First and
last the great outstanding difference be-
tween her and the ordinary run of con-
spirators, Western or Eastern, was unwil-
lingness to sacrifice faithful friends even in
a pinch—although she could be ruthlessness
itself toward half-hearted ones.

By the time they reached the little cur-
tained outer hall the maids were on the
verge of hysteria. Tess had herself well in
control, and was praying busily that her
husband might only be near enough to hear
the racket at the gate; she was willing to be
satisfied with that, and to ask no further
favors of Providence, unless that Dick
should have Tom Tripe with him. Out-
wardly calm enough, she could not for the
life of her remember to stride like a man.
Yasmini turned more than once to rally her
about it. :

Yasmini herself looked unaccountably
meek in the Western dress, but her blue

eyes blazed with fury and she walked with

confidence, issuihg her orders in a level
voice. The gateman had come to the door
again to announce that Gungadhura had
issued a final warning. Two more minutes
and the outer gate should be burst in by his
orders.

“Tell the maharaja sakib that I come in
person to welcome him,” she retorted, and
the gateman hurried back into the dark
toward his post. '

There were no lights at the outer gate.
One could only guess how the stage was set
—the maharaja hooded lest some enemy
recognize him—the eunuchs behind him
with cords concealed under their loose outer
garments—and the guard at a respectful
distance standing at attention. There was
not a maharaja’s sepoy in Sialpore who
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would have dared rzmonstrate with Gun-
gadhura in dark or daylight. .

Only as they passed under the yellow
light shed by the solitary lantern on the
iron bracket did Tess get an inkling of
Yasmini's plan. Light glinted on the
wrought hilt of a long Italian dagger, and
her smile was cold—uncompromising—
shuddersome.

Tess objected instantly.

“Didn’'t you promise you’d kill nobody?”
she cried. “If we’d a pistol we could fire it
in the air and my husband would come in a
minute.” ’

“How do we know that Gungadhura
hasn’t killed your husband, or shut him up
somewhere?’”” Yasmini answered; and Tess
had an attack of cold chills that rendered
her speechless for a moment.

She threw it off with a prodigious effort.

“But I've no weapon of any kind, and
you can’t kill Gungadhura, three eunuchs
and the guard as well!” she argued
presently.

“Wait and see what I will do!” was the
only answer. ‘“Gungadhura caused my
pistols to be stolen. But the darkness is
our friend, and I think the gods-wif there
are any gods—are going to assist us.”

They walked to the gate in a little close-
packed group, and found the gateman stut-
tering through the small square hole pro-
vided for interviews with strangers, telling
the maharaja for the third or fourth time
that the princess herself was coming.
Gungadhura’s voice was plainly audible,
growling thrcats from the outer dark-
ness.

“Stand aside,” Yasmini ordered. ¢“I
will attend to the talking now.” )

She went closc to the square hole, but was
careful to keep her face in shadow at the
left-hand side of it.

“What can his Highness Gungadhura
Singh want with his relative at this'strange
hour?”” she asked.

“Open the gate!” came the answer.

He was very close to it—ready to push
with his shoulder the instant the bolt was
drawn, for black passion had him in hand.
But in the darkness he was as invisible as
she was.

“Nay, how shall I know it is Gungadhura
Singh?”

“Ask the guard. Ho, there!
who it is demands admission.”

“Nay, they might lie to me. The voice

Tell her
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sounds strange. I would open for Gunga-
dhura Singh; but I must be sure it is he and
no other.”

“Look then,” he answered, and thrust his

dark face close to the opening.
tion. Nothing else warned him.

%}E In the very nick of time he stepped
back, and Yasmini’s long dagger that shot
forward like a stab of lightning only cut the
cheek beneath his eye, and slit it to the
corner of his mouth. -

The blood poured down into his beard
and added fury to determination.

“Guards, break in the gate!” he shouted,
and Yasmini stood back in the darkest
shadow, about as dangerous as a cobra
guarding young ones.

With her left hand she signed to all six
women to hide themselves; but Tess came
and stood beside her, minded in that minute
to give Gungadhura Western aftermath to
reckon with as well as the combined present
courage of two women. Wondering des-
perately what she could do to help against
armed men, she suddenly snatched one of
the long hat-pins that she herself had ad-
justed in her own hat on Yasmini’s
head. ~

Yasmini hugged her close and kissed her.

“Better than sister! Better than friend!”
she whispered.

Gungadhura had not been idle while he
waited for his message to reach Yasmini, but
had sent some of the guard to find a balk of
timber for a battering-ram. The butts of
rifles would have been useless against that
stout iron.

The gate shook now under the weight of
the first assault, but the guards were hand-
ling the timber clumsily, not using their
strength together. Gungadhura cursed
them, and spent two valuable minutes try-
ing “to show them how the trick should be
worked, the blood that poured into his
beard, and made of his mouth a spluttering
crimson mess, not helping to make his
raging orders any more intelligible.

Presently the second crash came, stronger
and more elastic than the first. The iron
bent inward, and it was plainly only a mat-
. ter of minutes before the bolt would go.
The gateman came creeping to Yasmini’s
side, and, with yellow fangs showing in a
grin meant to be affectionate, displayed an
Afghan tidwar.

EVEN the utterly base have intui-
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“Ismail!” she said. “I thought you were
afraid and ran to hide.” .

“Nay,” he answered. “My life is thine,
princess! Gungadhura took away all wea-
pons, but this I hid. I went to find it.
See,” he grinned, feeling the edge with his
thumb, “it is clean! It is keen! It will
cut throats!”

“I will not forget,” Yasmini answered,
but the words were lost iff the din of the
third blow of wood on iron.

The odds began not to look so bad—two
desperate women and a faithful Northern
fighting man armed with a weapon that he
loved and understood, against a wounded
blackguard and three eunuchs. Perhaps *
the guard might look on and not interfere.

There was a chance to make a battle
royal of it, whose tumult would bring Dick
Blaine and Tom Tripe to the rescue.
What was the dog doing? Tess wondered
whether any animal could be so intelligent
after all as Tom pretended his was. Per-
haps the maharaja had seen the deg and
killed him.

“Listen!” she urged. “Tell your maids
to stampede for the street the instant the
door breaks in. That will give the guard
their work to do to hold them. Mean-
while " :

Thump! came the timber on the gate
again, and even the hinges shook in their
stone setting. ,

“Listen!” said Yasmini.

There was another noise up-street—a
rushing to and fro, and a trumpeting that
no one could mistake.

“I said that——" .

Thump! came the balk of timber—not so
powerfully as before.

There was distraction affecting the team-
work. The scream of an elephant fighting
mad, and the yelp of a dog, that pierces
every other noise, rent the darkness close
at hand.

“I said that the gods ”

There came the thud of a very heavy
body colliding with a wall, and another
blood-curdling scream of rage—then the
thunder of what might have been an ava-
lanche as part of a near-by wall collapsed
and a brute as big as Leviathan approached
at top speed.

There was another thud, but this time
the noise was that of the balk of timber

falling on the ground, as guard, eunuchs and

Gungadhura all took to their heels.
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“Allah! Il hamdul’ illah!” swore the
gateman. (“Thanks be to God!”)

“I said that the gods would help to-
night!” Yasmini cried exultantly.

“Oh, Lord, what has happened to Dick?”
groaned Tess between set teeth.

The thunder of pursuit drew nearer.
Possessed by some instinct she never offered
to explain, Yasmini stepped to the gate,
drew back the bolt and opened it a matter
of inches. In shot Tom Tripe’s dog with
his tongue hanging out and the fear of
devils blazing in his eyes. Yasmini slam-

" med the gate again in the very face of a
raging elephant, and shot the bolt in the
nick of time to take the shock of his im-

pact.

IT WAS only a charge in half-
m earnest or he would have brought
A2 the gate down. An elephant is a
very short-sighted beast, and it was pitch-
dark. He could not believe that a dog
could disappear through a solid iron gate,
and after testing the obstruction for a
moment or two, grumbling to himself an-
grily, he stood to smell the air and listen.

There was a noise farther along the street
of a stampede of some kind. That was

‘likely enough his quarry, probably fright-
ening other undesirables along in front of
him. With a scream of mingled frenzy and
“delight he went off at once full pelt.

“Oh, Trotters! Good dog, Trotters!”
sobbed Tess, kneeling down to make much
of him and giving way to the reaction that
overcomes men as well as women. “Where’s
your master? Oh, if you could tell me
where my husband is!”

She did not have long to wait for the
answer to that. It took the two men a
matter of seconds to get the horse on:his
feet, and no fire-engine ever left the station
‘house one fraction faster than Dick tooled
‘that dog-cart. The horse was all nerves
and in no mood to wait on ceremony,
‘which accounted for a broken spoke and a
fragment of the gate-post hanging in the
near wheel.

They forgot to unlash the wheels before
they started, so the dog-cart came up-
street on skids, as it- were, screaming holy
murder on the granite ﬂags—which in turn
saved the near wheel from destruction. It
also made it possxble to rein the terrified
horse exactly in front of the palace gate;
1nother proof that, as Yasmini said, the

gods of India were in a mood to help -that
night. (Not that she ever believed the
gods are one bit more consequential than
men.)

Yasmini drew the bolt, and the gate
creaked open reluctantly; the shock of the
elephant’s shoulder had about ended its
present stage of usefulness. Tom Tripe,
dismounting from his horse in a hurry and
throwing the reins over the dog-cart lamp,
was first to step through.

“Where’s my dog?” he demanded.
“Where’s that Trotters o’ mine? Did
Akbar get him?”

A cold nose thrust in his hand was the
answer.

“Oh, so there you are, you rascall There
—te down!” .

~That was all the ceremonial that passed
between them, but the dog seemed satisfied.

g TESS was out through the gate al-
NP# most sooner than Tom Tripe could
"o enterit. They brushed each other’s

shoulders as they passed. Up in the dog-
cart she and her husband laughed in each
other’s arms, each at the other’s disguise,
neither of them with the slightest notion
what would happen next, except that Dick
knew the dog-cart wheels would have to
be unlashed.

“How many people will the carriage
hold?” Yasmini called to them, appearing
suddenly in the lamplight.

And Dick Blaine began laughing all over
again, for except for the golden hair she
looked so like the wife who sat on his left
hand, and his wife so like a Rajput that
the humor of the situation was its only
obvious feature.

“I must not take my carriage, for they
would trace it,” Yasmini added; “and be-
sides there is too little time. Can we all
ride in your carriage? There are six of us.”

“Probably. But where to?”’ Dick an-
swered. :

“I will direct. Ismail must come too,
but he can run.”

It was an awful crowd, for the dog-cart
was built for four people at the most and in
the end Tess insisted on riding behind Tom
Tripe because she was dressed like a man
and could do it easily. Ismail was sent
back to close the'gate from the inside and
clamber out over the top of it. There was
just room for a lean and agile man tasqueeze
between the iron and the stone arch.
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! “Let the watchmen who feared and hid
themselves stay to give their own account to
Gungadhura,” Yasmini sneered scornfully.
“They are no longer men of mine.”

“Now, where away?” demanded Dick,
giving the horse his head. “To my house?
You'll be safe there for the present.”

“No. They might trace us there.”

Yasmini was up beside him, wedged
tightly between him and Hasamurti, so
like his own wife, except for a vague Eastern
scent she used, that he could not for the
‘life of him speak to heras a stranger.

“Listen!” she said excitedly. “I had
horses here, there, everywhere in case of
need. But Gungadhura sent men and took
them all. Now I have only one horse—
in your stable. I must get that tonight.
First then drive my women to a place that
I will show you.”

Away in the distance they could hear the
trumpeting of Akbar, and the shouts of
men who had been turncd out to attempt
the hopeless task of capturing the brute.
At each screcam the horse trembled in the
shafts and had to be managed skilfully, but
the load was too heavy now for him to
run away with it.

“If that clephant will continue to be our
friend and will only run the other way for
a distraction, so that we are not seen, one
of these days I will give him a golden
howdah!” vowed Yasmini.

And Akbar did that very thing. Who-
ever was awake that night in Sialpore and
was daring enough to venture in the dark
streets, followed the line of destruction and
excitement, gloating over the broken prop-
erty of encmies or awakening friends to
make them miserable with condolences.
The dog-cart threaded through the streets
unseen, for even the scarce night-watchmen
left their posts to take part in the hunt.

Yasmini guided them to the outskirts of
the town in a line as nearly straight as the
congenital deviousness of Sialpore’s ancient
architects allowed. There was not a street
but turned a dozen times to the mile.

At one point Yasmini bade Dick stop,
and begged Tess to let Tom Tripe take
Tess home, promising to see her again
within the hour. But Tess had recovered
her nerve and was determined to see the
adventure through, in spite of the discom-
fart of a seat behind Tom’s military saddle.

They brought up at last in front of a low,
dark house at the very edge of the city.

Adventure

It stood by itself in a compound, with
fields behind it, and looked prosperous
enough to belong to one of the maharaja’s
suite.

“The house of Mukhum Dass,”” Yasmini
announced.

“The money-lender?”

“Yes.’)

Dick made a wry face, for the man’s ex-
tortions were notorious. But Yasmini never
paused to cast up virtue when she needed
assistants in a hurry; rather she was adept
at appraising character and bending it to
suit her ends. Ismail, hot and out of
breath from running at the cart-tail, was
sent to pound the money-lender’s door until
that frightened individual came™ down
himself to inquire—with the door well held
by a short chain—what the matter was.

“I lend no money in the night,”” was his
form of greeting.

He always used it when gamblers came to
him in the heat of the loser’s passion at
unearthly hours—and sometimes ended by
making a loan at very high interest on
sound security. Otherwise he would have
stayed in bed, whatever the thunderous
importunity.

YASMINI was down at the door by
~¢d that time, and it was she who
answered.

“Nay, but men win lawsuits by gather-
ing evidence. Are title deeds not legal in
the dark?”

“Who are you?” he demanded, reaching
backward for a little lamp that hung on the
wall behind him and trying to see her face.

“I am the same who met you that mom-
ing on the hilltop and purchased silenct
from you at a price.”

He peered through the narrow opening
holding the lamp above his head.

“That was a man. You are a woman.’

For answer to that she stood on tipto
and blew the lamp out. He would hav
slammed the_door, but her foot was in th
way.
“By dark or daylight, Mukhum Das:
your eyes read nothing but the names o
hundis (notes)! Now, what does the ear
say? Does the voice tell nothing??’

“Aye, it is the same.” '

“You shall have that title deed toamorrow
at dawn—on certain terms.”

“How do I know?”

“Because I say it—I who said that



Guns of the Gods .

‘Chamu would repay his son’s loan—I who
knew from the first all about the title deed
—I who know where it is this minute—
I who know the secrets of Jinendra’s priest
—I whose name stands written on the
thousand-rupee note with which the butler
paid his son’s debt.”

“The princess! The Princess Yasmini.
It was her name on the note!”

‘“Her name is mine!”

The money-lender stood irresolutely,
shifting his balance from foot to foot. It
was his experience that when people with
high-born names came to him by night
mysteriously there was always profit in it
for himself.

And then there was that title deed. He
had bought the house cheap, but its present
value was five times what he gave for it.
Its Joss would mean more to him than the
loss of a wife to some men—as Yasmini
knew, and counted on.

“Open the door and let me in, Mukhum
Dass. The terms are these——"

“Nay, we can talk with the door between
us."

“Very well; then lose thy title deed.
Dhulap Singh, thine enemy, shall have it
within the hour.”

She took her foot out from the door and
turned away briskly. Promptly he opened
the door wide, and called after her.

“Nay, come; we will discuss it.”

“I discuss nothing,” she answered with a
laugh. “I dictate terms.”

“Name them, then.”

“I have here five women. They must
stay in safety in your house until an hour
before dawn.”

“@od forbid!”

“Until an hour before dawn; you hear
me? If any come to inquire for them or
me, you must deny all knowledge.”

“That I would be sure enough to do.
Shall I have it said that Mukhum Dass
keeps a dozen women in his dotage?”

“An hour before dawn I will come for
them.”

“None too soon!”

“Then I will write a letter to a certam
man, who on presentation of the letter will
hand you the title deed at once without
payment.”

“A likely tale!”

“Was it a hkely tale that Chamu would
repay his son’s debt?”

“Well—I will take the hazard. Bring
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them in. But I will not feed them. And
if you fail to come for them before dawn I
will turn them out and it shall be all over
Sialpore that the Princess Yasmini—"

“One moment, Mukhum Dass. If one
word of this escapes your lips for a month to
come, you shall go to jail for receiving
stolen money in payment of a debt. My
name was on the money that Chamu paid
you with. You knew he stole it.”

“I did not know.”

“Prove that in court, then.”

“Bring the women in,” he grumln]ed.
“I am no cackler from the roofs.”

Yasmini did not wait for him to change
his mind but shepherded her scared de-
?endenls through the door, and called for
smail

“Did you see these women enter?”’ she
demanded.

“Aye. Isaw. Have I not eyes?”

“Stay thou here outside and watch.
Afterward, remember, if I say nothing, be
thou dumb as Tom Tripe’s dog. But if I
give the word, tell all Sialpore that Mukhum
Dass is a satyr who. holds revels in his house
by night. Bring ten other men to swear
to it with thee, until the very children of
the streets shout it after him when he rides
his rounds.

“Hast thou understood? Silence for
silence. But talk for talk.

“Hast thou heard, too, Mukhum Dass?
Good. Shut thy door tight, but thy
mouth yet tighter. And try rather to take
liberties with hornets than with those five

women.”
= gone, leaving Ismail lurking in the
&¥ shadows. Tess had dismounted
from bchind Tom Tripe and climbed up
beside her husband so that there were three
on the front seat again.
“Now, Tom Tripe!” Yasmini ordered,
speaking with the voice of command that
Tom himself would have used to a sub-
ordinate. “Do you as the elephant did,
and cause distraction. Draw Gungadhura
off the scent.”
‘bells, deary me, your ladyship!”
he answered. “All the drawing I’ll do
after this night’s work -will be my last
month’s pay, and lucky if I see that.
Lordy knows what the guard’ll tell the
maharaja, ncr what his rage’ll add to it!”
“Nonsense. Gungadhura and the guard

BEFORE he could answer she was
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ran from the elephant like dust before the
wind. The guards are the better men, and
will be back at their post before this; but
Gungadhura must find a discreet physician
to bind a slit face for him.

“Visit the guard now, and get their ear
first. Tell them Gungadhura wants no
talk about tonight’s work. Then come to
Blaine sa/ib’s house and search the cellar
by lamplight, letting Chamu the butler see
you do it, but taking care not to let him see
what you see. What you do see, leave
where it lies. Then see Gungadhura early
in the morning ”

“Lordy me, your ladyship, he’ll —”

“No, he won’t! He’ll want to know how
much you know about his behavior at the
gate. Tell him you know everything, and
that you've compelled the guard to keep
silence. That ought to reconcile the coward.

“But if he threatens you, then threaten
him. Threaten to go to Samson sakib,
with the whole story. (But if you do dare
really go to Samson sakib, never look me in
the face again.)

“Then tell Gungadhura that you searched
the cellar, and what you saw there under a
stone, adding that Blaine sahib was suspi-
cious and watched you and afterward sealed
the cellar door. Have you understood
me?” N

“I understand there’s precious little sleep
for me tonight, and in the morning.”

“Poof! Are you a soldier?”

“I’'m your ladyship’s most thorough-
paced admirer and obedient slave,” Tom
answered gallantly, his mutton-chop whisk-
ers fairly bristling with the grin he made no
effort to suppress.

“Prove it, then, this night.”

“As if I hadn’t! Well—all’'s well, your
ladyship; I'm on the job, brib, crupper and
breakfast-time, yours truly!”

“When you have finished interviewing
Gungadhura, find for Blaine sahib a new
cook and a new hutler, who can be trusted
not to poison him.”

“If I can!”

“Of course you can find them. Tell
Sita Ram, Samson sakib’s babu, what is
wanted. He will find men in one hour
who have too much honor, and too little
brains, and too great fear, to poison any
one. Say that I require it of him.

“Have you understood? Then go. Go
swiftly to the guard and stop their tongues.”

Tom whistled his dog and rode off at a
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canter. Dick gave the horse his head and
drove home as fast as the steepness of the
hill permitted, Yasmini talking to him
nearly all the way.

“You must dismiss Chamu,” she insisted.
“He is Gungadhura’s man, and the cook is
under the heel of Chamu. Either man
would poison his own mother for a day’s
pay. Send them both about their business
the first thing in the morning if you wvalue
your life.

“Before they go, letting them see you,
put a great lock on the cellar door, and nail
it as well, and put weights on it! If men
come at any time to pry about the house,
ask Samson sahib for a special policeman
to guard the place.”

“But what is all this leading to?”’ de-
manded Dick. “What does it mean?”’

“It means,” she said slowly, ‘“that the
toils are closing in on Gungadhura.”

“The way I figure it,”” he answered,
“some one else had a pretty narrow shave
tonight.”

Yasmini knew better than to threaten
Dick, or even to argue with him vehemently,
much less give him orders. But each man

-has a line of least resistance.

“Your wife has told you what Gunga-
dhura attempted?’’ she asked him.

“Yes, while you were at the money-
lender’s—something of it.”

“If the guard should tell Gungadhura
that your wife was in the palace with me
and could give evidence against him, what
do you suppose Gungadhura would do?”’

“—— him!” Dick murmured.

“There are so many ways—snakes—
poison—daggers in the dark——"’

“What do you suggest?”’ he asked- her.
“Leave Sialpore?”

“Yes, but with me. I know a safe place.
She should come with me.”

“When?”

“Tonight.

“How?”

“By camel. I had horses and Gunga-
dhura took them all; but his brain was too
sotted to think of camels, and I have camels
waiting not many miles from here. I shall
take my horse from your stable and ride
for the camels, bringing them to the house
of Mukhum Dass. Let your wife meet me
there one hour before dawn.”

“Dick!”’ said Tess, with her arm around
him. “I want to go. I know it sounds
crazy, and absurd, and desperate; but I'm

Before dawn.”
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sure it isn’t. I want you to let me go with _

her.” .

They reached the house before he an-
swered, he turning it over and over in his
mind, taking into reckoning a thousand

gs. .

“Well,”” he said at last, “once in a while
there’s the strength of a man about you,
Tess. Maybe I’'m a lunatic, but—have it
your own way, girl; have it your own way.”

IN ODOR"of sweet sanctity I bloom;
With surplus of beatitude I bless;

I’m the confidant of Destiny and Doom,

I'm the apogee of knowledge more or less.

If I lie, it is to temporize with lying

Lest obliquity should suffer in the light.

If I prey upon the widow and the dying,

They withheld; I but compel them to do right.

I am justified in all that I endeavor;

If I fail it is because the rest are fools.

I’m serene and unim ble forever—

The upheld, ordained interpreter of rules.

CHAPTER X

““Discrelion is belter part of secrecyl”

SOME of what follows presently was told
to Yasmini afterward by Sita Ram,
some of it by Tom Tripe, and a little by
Dick Blaine, who had it from Samson him-
self. The rest she pieced together from
admissions by Jinendra’s fat priest and the
gossip of some dancing-girls.

Sir Roland Samson, K. C. S. I, as told
already, was a very demon for swift office
work, . routine pouring off him into the
hands of the right subordinates like water
into the runnels of a roof, leaving him free
to bask in the sunshine of self-complacency.
But there is work that can not be tackled,
or even touched, by subordinates; and, the
fixed belief of envious inferiors to the con-
trary notwithstanding, there are hours un-
paid for, unincluded in the office schedule
and wholly unadvertised, that hold such
people as commissioners in durance vile.

On the night of Yasmini’s escape Sam-
son sat sweating in his private room, with
moths of a hundred species irritating him
by noisy self-immolation against the oil
lamp—whose smoke made matters worse
by being sucked up at odd moments by
the punkah, pulled jerkily by a new man.
Most aggravating circumstance of all per-
haps was that the movement of the punkah
flicked his papers away whenever he re-
moved a weight. Yet he could not study
them unless he spread them all in front
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of him; and without the punkah he felt he
would die of apoplexy. He had to reach
a decision before midnight.

Babu Sita Ram was supposed to be sit-
ting under a punkah in the next room, with
a locked door between him and his master.
He was staying late, by special request
and as a special favor, to copy certain very
important but not too secret documents
in time for the eourier next day. There
were just as many insects to annoy him,
and the punkah flapped his papers too;
but fat though he was, and sweat though
he did, his smile was the smile of a hunter.

From time to time he paused from copy-
ing, stole silently to the door bétween the
offices, gingerly removed a loose knot from
a panel, and clapped to the hole first one
and then the other avidious brown eye.

Samson wished to goodness there were
some one he dared consult with. There
were other Englishmen, of course, but they
were all ambitious like himself. He felt
that his prospects were at stake.

News had reached the State Depart-
ment—by channels Sita Ram could have
uncovered for him—that Gungadhura was
intriguing with the tribes beyond the north-
west frontier.

The tribes were too far away to come in
actual touch with Sialpore, although they
were probably too wild and childish to
appreciate that fact. The point was that
Gungadhura was said to be promising them
armed assistance from the British rear—
assistance that he never would possibly
be able to render them; and his almost
certain intention was, when the rising
should materialize, to offer his small forces
to the British as an inexpensive means of
quelling the disturbance, thus restoring
his own lost credit and double-crossing all
concerned. A subtle motive, subtly sus-
pected.

It was no new thing in the annals of
Indian state affairs, nor anything to get
afraid about; but what the State Depart-
ment desired to know was, why Sir Roland
Samson, K. C. S. I., was not keeping a
closer eye on Gungadhura, what did he
propose as the least troublesome and
quietest solution, and would he kindly
answer by return.

All that was bad enough, because a
‘“beau ideal commissioner” rather naturally
feels distressed when information of that
sort goes over his head or under his feet
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to official superiors. But he could have
got around it. It should not have been
very difficult to write a report that would
clear himself and give him time to turn
around.

But that very evening no less an indi-
vidual than the High Priest of Jinendra
had sent word by Sita Ram that he craved
the favor of an interview.

“And,” had added Sita Ram with ma-
licious delight, “it is about the Treasure
of Sialpore and certain claims to it that I
think he wants to see you.”

“Why should he come by night?” de-
manded Samson.

“Because his errand is a secret one,”
announced the babu, with a hand on his
stomach as if he had swallowed something
exquisite.

So Samson was in a quandary, going over
secret records, getting ready for an issue
with the priest. His report had to be
ready by morning, yet he hardly dared
begin it without knowing what the priest
might have in mind; and on his own intri-
cate knowledge of the situation might
depend whether or not he could extract,
from a man more subtle than himself,
information on which to base sound pro-
posals to his Government. His reputa-
tion was decidedly at stake; and danger-
ous intrigue was in the air, or else the
priest would never be coming to visit
him.

Sita Ram kept peeping at him through
the knot-hole, as a cook peers at a titbit
in the oven, to judge whether it is properly

cooked yet.
f@ for reflection. True to his kidney,
he trusted nobody; unlike Yasmini,
who knew whom to trust, and when, and
just how far. It was all over the city that
Gungadhura’s practises were hastening his
ruin, so it was obviously wise not to espouse
the maharaja’s cause, in addition to which
the priest had become convinced in his
own mind that Yasmini actually knew the
whereabouts of the Sialpore Treasure.

But he did not trust Yasmini either, nor
did he relish her scornful promise of a mere
percentage of the hoard when it should at
last be found. He wanted at least the
half of it, bargains to the contrary not-
withstanding; and he had that comfortable
conscience that has soothed so many priests,

JINENDRA'S priest had had time
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that argues how the church must be above
all bargains, all bonds, all promises.

Was there any circumstance or man or
woman who could bind and circumscribe
Jinendra’s High Priest? He laughed at the
suggestion of it. Samson was the man to
see—Samson the man to be inveigled in
the nets. So the High Priest sent his ver-
bal message by the mouth of Sita Ram—
a very pious devotee of Jinendra by Yas-
mini’s special orders—and, disguising his
enormous bulk in a thin cloak, set forth
long after dark in a covered cart drawn by
two tiny bulls. .

There were two doors to Sita Ram’s
small office; two to Samson’s large one—
three doors in all, because they shared the
connecting one—which was locked just
now—in common. At the first sound of
the long-awaited heavy footsteps on ‘the
outer porch Sita Ram hurried to do the
honors, and presently ushered into Sam-
son’s presence the enormous bulk of the
High Priest, spreading a clean cloth for him
on an easy-chair because the priest’s caste
put it out of the question for him to sit on
leather defiled by European trousers.

Then, while the customary salaams were
taking place, and the customary questions
about health and other matters that nei-
ther cared a fig about, Sita Ram ostenta-
tiously drew a curtain part-way over the
connecting door and retired by way of the
other door and the passage to remove the
knot from its hole.

It was part of Samson’s pride, and ane
of his stoutest rungs in the ladder of pre-
ferment, that he knew more Indian lan-
guages than any other man of his rank in
the service, and knew them well. There
were asterisks and stars and twiggly marks
against his name in the blue book that
would have passed muster as a secret code,
and every one of them betokened passed
examinations in some Eastern tongue.

So he was fully able to meet the High
Priest on his own ground, as well as con-
scious of the advantage he held to begin
with, in that the priest had come to him
instead of his going to the priest.

“Well?” he demanded, cutting the pleas-
antries short abruptly as soon as Sita Ram
had closed the door. ]

“I came to speak of volitics.”

“I listen.”

Samson leaned back and scrutinized his
visitor with deliberate rudeness. Having
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the upper hand, he proposed to hold it.

But Jinendra’s High Priest was no begin-
ner either in the game of beggar-my-neigh-
bor. He understood the value of a big
trump to begin with, provided there is
other ammunition in reserve.

“The whereabouts of the Treasure of
Sialpore is known.”

“The deuce it is!” said Samson, in good,
-plain English. “Who knows it?”

The High Priest smiled.

Samson, as was natural, felt that tingling
up and down the spine and quickening of
the heart-beats that announce crisis in one’s
personal affairs, but concealed it admirably.
It was the High Priest’s turn to speak. He
-waited.

“Half of that Treasure belongs to the
priesthood of Jinendra,’*said the priestatlast.

“Since when?”

“Since the beginning.”

“Wh}’?" )

“We were keepers of the Treasure once,
years ago, before the English came. There
came a time when the reigning raja de-
ceived us by a trick, including murder;
ind ever since the English took control the
sriests have had less and less authority.
Chere has been no chance to—to bring
itny—to put pressure—to reestablish our
ights. Nevertheless our rights in the mat-
:er were never surrendered.”

“What do you mean by that exactly?”

“The English are now the real rulers of
Sialpore.”

Samson nodded. That was a significant
admission, coming from a Brahman priest.

“They should claim the Treasure. But
they can not claim it without knowing
where it is. The priests of Jinendra are
:ntitled to their half.”

“You mean you are willing that my Gov-
:mment should take half the Treasure,
>rovided the priests of Jinendra get the
sther half of it?”

The priest moved his head and his lips
1 a way that might be taken to mean any-
hing. .

“If you know where the Treasure is, dig
t up,” said Samson, ‘“and you shall have
rour answer.”

=0 YASMINTI in the heat of excite-
(i\,l_i\» ment had called Samson an idiot,

but he was far from being that, as
he knew as well as any one. He judged
n that moment that if Jinendra’s priest
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knew really where the Treasure was, he
would never have come to drive a bargain
for the half of it, but would have taken
all and said nothing.

On the other hand, it well might be that
Gungadhura’s searchers had stumbled on
it. In that case there was that secret
letter from headquarters, hurriedly placed
in his top drawer when the priest came in,
that would give good excuse for putting
screws on Gungadhura.

A coup d’état was not beyond {the pale of
possibility. As a champion of indiscretion
and a judge of circumstances, he would
dare. The gleam in his eyes betrayed that
he would dare, and the priest grew uncasy.

“It is not I who know where the Treasure
is. I know who knows.”

“You mean Gungadhura knows.”

The priest smiled again. The commis-
sioner was not such a dangerous antagonist
after all. Samson’s eyes betrayed disap-
pointment, and the priest took heart of
grace.

“For one-half of the Treasure I will tell
you who it is that knows. You can take
possession of the person. Then——"

“Illegal. By what right could I arrest
a person simply because some one else
asserts without proof that that person knew
where the Treasure is?”

“Not arrest, perhaps.
protect.”

“From whom? From what?” .

“Gungadhura suspects. He might use
poison—torture—might carry the person
off into hiding——"

He paused, for Samson’s eyes were again
a signal of excitement. He had it! He
knew as much as the priest himself did in
that instant! There was one particular
individual in Sialpore who fitted that bill.

“Nonsense!” he answered. ‘“Gungadhura
would be answerable to me for any out-
rages.”

The priest showed a slight trace of dejec-
tion, but went forward bravely to defeat.

“There is danger,” he said. “If Gun-
gadhura should lay hands on all that
money there would be no peace in Rajpu-
tana. I should not bargain away what
belongs to the priesthood, but discretion
is permitted me; if you will agree with me
tonight I will accept a little less than half
of it.”

Samson wanted time to think, and he
was through with the priest—finished with

But you might
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the interview—not even anxious to appear
polite.

“If you bring me definite information,”
he said slowly, “and on the strength of
that my Government should come in pos-
session of the Sialpore Treasure, I will
promise you in writing five per cent. of it
for the funds of the priesthood of Jinendra,
the money to be held in trust and adminis-
tered subject to accounting.”

Jinendra’s High Priest hove his bulk out
of the leather chair and went through the
form of taking leave, contenting himself,
too, with the veriest shell of courtesy—
scorn for such an offer scowling from his
fat face. Samson showed him to the door
and closed it after him, leaving babu Sita
Ram to do the honors outside in the pas-
sage.

“I kiss feet!”” caid the babu.
bless me, father. I kiss feet!”

The priest blessed him perfunctorily.

“Is there anything I can do, holy one?
Anything a babu such as I can do to earn
merit?”’ :

Rolling on his ponderous way toward the
waiting bull-cart, the priest paused a mo-
ment—eyed Sita Ram as a python eyes a
meal—and answered him.

“Tell that woman from me that if she
has a plan at all she must unfold it swiftly.
Tell her that this Samson sa/b is after the
Treasure for himself; that he invited me to
help him and to share it with him. Let
her have word with me swiftly.”

“What treasure?”’ asked Sita Ram in-
genuously.

Having had his ear to the knot-hole
throughout the interview, it suited him to
establish innocence. The priest could have
struck himself for the mistake, and Sita
Ram for the impudence.

“Never mind!” he answered. “Tell her
what I say. Those who obey and ask no
unwise questions oftentimes receive re-
wards.”

Inside the office Samson sat elated, wip-
ing his forehead and setting blotter over
writing-paper lest sweat from his wrists
make the ink run. It was a bender of a
night, but he saw his way to a brilliant
stroke of statecraft that would land him
on the heights of official approval forever.
Heat did not matter. The man at the
punkah had fallen asleep, but Samson did
not bother to waken him.

Back at the knot-hole, babu Sita Ram

“You must
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watched him scribble half a dozen letters,
tearing each up in turn until the last one
pleased him. Finally he sealed a letter,
and directed it by simply writing two small
letters—r. s.—in the bottom left-hand cor-
ner.

“Sita Ram!” he shouted then.

THE babu let him call three times,
for evidence of how hard it was to
hear through that thick door. When

he came it was round by the other way ina
h

“You called, sir?”

“You need not copy any more of thos
documents tonight, Sita Ram. I shall send
a telegram in the morning and keep my
report in hand for a day or two. But
there’s one more little favor I would like to
ask of you.”

“Anything, sahib! Anything! Am only
desirous to please your Excellency.”

“Do you know a man named Tripe—
Tom Tripe—drill-instructor to the Maha-
rajah’s Guard?”

“Yes, sahib.”

“Could you find him, do you think?”

“Tonight, sahib?”’

“Yes, tonight.”

“Sahib, he is usually drunk at night, and
very rough. Nevertheless, I could find
him »

“Please do. And give him this letter.
Say it is from me. He will know what tc
do with it. Oh, and Sita Ram——"

“Yes, sahib.”

“You will receive two days’ extra pay
from me, over and above your salary, fo
tonight’s extra work.”

“Thank you, sehib. You are most kind—
always most generous.”

“And—ah—Sita Ram——"

“Sahib?”

“Say nothing, will you? By nothing
mean nothing! Hold your tongue, eh?”

“Certainly, sahib. Aware of the honc
of my confidential position, I am alwa)
most discreet.”

“What are you doing with that wast
basket?”

“Taking it outside, sahib.”

“The sweeper will do that in the mor
ing.” .

“Am always discreet, sakd. Discretic
is better part of secrecy! Better to buw
all torn-up paper before daylight always.”

“Very good. You're quite right. That
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And the truth glares good and gainly in the face of
’change and mart— :
““There are deserts more intensive. There are
silences as sweet!”

- CHAPTER XII

“Recady for anything! If I wccaken, lic me on the
camell”

HERE are camels and camels—more

kinds than there are of horses. The
Bishareen of the Sudan is not a bad beast,
but compared to the Bikaneeri there are
no other desert mounts worth a moment’s
consideration. Fleet as the wind, silent as
its own shadow, enduring as the long hot-
season of its home, the trained Bikaneeri
swings into sandy distances with a gait that
is a gallop really—the only saddle-beast of
all that Iifts his four feet from the ground
at once, seeming to spurn the very laws of
gravity.

They are favored folk who come by first-
class Bikaneeri camels, for the better sort
are rare, hard held to, and only to be
bought up patiently by twos and ones.
Fourteen of them in one string, each fit that
instant for a distance race with Death itself,
was perhaps the best proof possible of
Yasmini’s influence on the countryside.
They were gathered for her and held in
readiness by men who loved her and detested
Gungadhura. .

Normally the drivers would have taken
a passenger apiece, and seven of the animals
would have been ample; but this was a
night and a dawn when speed was nine-
tenths of the problem, and Yasmini had
spared nothing—no man, no shred of pains
or influence—and proposed to spare no
beast. They rode in single file, each man
with a led camel ridden by a woman, ex-
cept that Yasmini directed her own mount
and for the most part showed the way, her
desert-reared guide being hard put to it to
kecp his own animal abreast of her. There
is a gift, a trick, of riding camels, very
scldom learned by the city-born; and he or
she who knows the way of it enjoys the
ungrucdged esteem of desert men all the
way from China to Damascus, from Pesha-
war to Khartum.

The camels detect a skilled hand even
more swiftly than a horse does and like the
horse do their best work for the rider who
understands. So the only sound, except
for a gurgle now and then, and velvet-
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silent footfalls on the level sand, was”the
grunts of admiration of the men behind.
They had muffled all the camel-bells.

When they started the night was deepest
purple, set densely with a mass of colored
jewels; even the whitest of the stars stole
color from thé rest. But gradually as they
raced toward the sky-line and the stars
paled the sky changed into mauve.

Then without warning a belt of pale gold
shone behind them, and with the false dawn
came the cool wind like a legacy from the
kindly night-gods to encourage humans to
endure the day. A little later than the
wind the true dawn came, fiery with het
promise, and Tess on the last camel soen
learned the meaning of the cloak Yasmini
had made her wear. Worn properly, it
covers all the face except the eyes, leaving
no surface for the hot wind to torture, and
saving lips and lungs from being scorched.

In after years, when Yasmini' was in-
triguing for an empire that in her imagina-
tion should control the world, she had the
telegraph and telephone at times to aid her,
as well as the organized, intricate system of
British Government to manipulate from be-
hind the scenes; {but now she was racing
against the wires, and in no mood to ap-
peal for help to a Government that she did
not quite understand as vet, but that she
intended to fool royally in any case. .

The easiest thing Gungadhura could do,
and the surest thing he would attempt once
word should reach him that she had
vanished from Sialpore, would be to draw
around her a network of his own men.
Watchers from the hills and lurkers in the
sand-dunes could pass word along of the
direction she had taken; and the sequel, if
Gungadhura was only quick enough, would
depend simply on the loneliness or other-
wise of the spot where she could be brought
to bay.

If there were no witnesses his problem
would be simple. But if murder seemed too
dangerous, there was the Nesting-Place of
Seven Swans up in the mountains, as well
as vther places even lonelier, to which she
and Tess could be abducted.

Tess might be left perhaps to make her
own way back and give her own explanation
of flight with a maharaja’s daughter; but
for Yasmini abduction to the hills could
only mean one of two things—unthinkable
surrender, or sure death by any of a hundred
secret means.
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laugh that expresses such immeasurable
understanding, and delight in all she under-
stands. (It has overtones that tell of vision
beyond the ken of folk who build in mud.)
. “The maids shall knead your muscles for
" you at the other end,” she answered. “Cour-
ageis good. You are my sister. You shall
see things that the West knows nothing of.

“If those thrice-misbegotten takers of
tenths had not seen us we would have
reached our goal a little after midday. As
it is they have certainly signaled to another
party of Gungadhura’s spawn somewhere
ahead of us, who will be coming this way
with eyes open and a lesson in mind for
those who disregard their comrades’ chal-
lenge to halt and be leoted. :

“When I am maharanee there shall be a
new system of protecting desert roads. But
I dare not try conclusions now. We must
make a wide circuit and not reach our
destination until night falls. Are you
willing?”’ :

“Ready for anything,” said Tess. “If
I weaken, tie me on the camel.”

“Good! So speaks a woman. One wo-
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And whether she was right or not in every
instance, she brought them at last to a
little desert oasis, where there was brackish
water deep down in a sand-hole, and a great
rock offered shadow to rest in.

There they lay until the sun declined
far enough to lose a little of his power to
scorch, and the camels bubbled to[one an-
other, thirstless, unwearied, dissatisfied, as
the universal way of camels is, kneeling in
a circle, rumps outward, each one resentful
of the other’s neighborhood and above all
disgruntled at man’s tyranny.

“By now,” laughed Yasmini, smoking
one of Tess’ cigarets in the shadow of the
rock, “Gungadhura knows surely that my
palace is empty and the bird has flown.
Ten dozen different people will have carried
to him as many accounts of it, and each
will have offered different explanation and
advice.

“I wonder what Jinendra’s fat priest has
to say about it. Gungadhura will have sent
for him. He would hardly ride to him
through the streets, even in a carriage, with
that love-token still raw and smarting with

man of spirit is the master of a dozen men— <which I marked his face.

always.”
~] THEY all drank sparingly of tepid
% water, ate a little of the food each
Al had, and were off again without let-
ting the camels kneel—heading now away
from the hills toward a dazzling waste of
silver sand, across which the eyes lost all
sense of perspective and all power to sepa-
rate three objects in a row; a land of mirage
and monotony, glittering in places with the
aching white of salt deposits.

The heat increased, but the speed never
slackened for an instant. Flies emerged
from everywhere to fasten on to unpro-
tected skin, and the only relief from them
was under the hot cloaks that burned them
with the heat absorbed from sun and wind.

But even in that ghastly wilderness there
were other living things. Now and then a
lean leopard stole away from in front of
them; and once they saw a man, naked and
thinner than a rake, striding along a ridge
on Heaven knew what errand. There were
scorpions everywhere.

Hour after hour, guided by desert in- h

stinct that needs no compass, and ever alert
for sky-line watchers, Yasmini and the head
man took turns in giving direction, he yield-
ing to her whenever their judgment differed.

“Two reliable reports will have reached’
him already as to which direction I have
taken. Yet the telegraph will have told
him that I have not been seen to cross the
border, and he will be wondering—won-
dering. May he wonder until his brains
whirl round and sicken him!”

“What can he do?” suggested Tess.

“Do? He can be spiteful. He will enter
my palace and remove the furniture, taking
my mother’s legacies to his own lair—where
I shall recover them all within three weeks—
and his own beside. I will be maharanee
within the month.”

“Aren’t you a wee bit previous?” sug-
gested Tess. . .

“Not I. T never boast. My mother
taught me that. Or when I do boast it is
to put men off the scent. I boasted once to
Samson sakib when he offered to have me
sent to college, telling him I was in the same
school as himself and would learn the
quicker. He has wondered ever since then
what I meant.

“Krishna!” she laughed impiously. I
wonder what Samson sakib would not give
to have me in his clutches at this minute!
Have I told you that Gungadhura plots with
the northwest tribes, and that the Enghsh
know it? No? Didn’t I tell you?
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“Samson knew hours ago that I have
flown the nest. He will wonder how Tom
Tripe holds communication with me, and
so swiftly, and will have greater respect for
him—which may serve us later.”

“Let me add a letter to my husband then,
to tell him I'm safe.”

“Surely. But now eat. Eat and be
strong. Can you stand? Can you walk?
Have the maids put new life in you?”

Tess was astonished at her swift recovery.
She was a little stiff—a little weak—a little
tired; but she could walk up and down the
room with her natural gait; and Yasmini
clapped her hands.

“I will order food brought.. Listen! To-
night I am Abhisharika. Do you know
what that is—Abhisharika?”’

Tess shook her head.

“I go to my lover of my own accord.”

“That sounds more like West than East.”

“You think so? You shall come with me
and see. You shall play the part of Chéti
(the indispensable handmaiden)—you and
Hasamurti. You must dress like her.

- Simply be still and watch, and you shall
see.” i

F WHAT use were the gift of gods,
The buoyant sweetness of a virgin state,
The blossomy delight of youth
Ablow with promise of fruit consummate;
What use the affluence of song
And marvel of delicious motion meet
To grace the very revelings of Fawn,
Could she not lay them at another’s feet?

CHAPTER XIII

“I am a king’s daughter!”

HAT was a night when the full moon
rose in a sea of silver, and changed into
amber as it mounted “in the sky. The
light shone like liquid honey, and the shad-
owed earth was luminous and still. The
very déepest of the shadows glowed with

undertones of half-suggested color. Hardly
a zephyr moved. ‘
“You see?”’” said Yasmini. ‘“The gods

areour servants. They have set the stage.”
Hand in hand—Yasmini in the midst in
spotless silken white; Tess and Hasamurti
draped in black from head to foot—they
leit the house by a high teak door in the
arden wall and started down a road half-
hidden by lacy shadows. All three wore
_sandals on bare feet, and Tess was afraid

at first of insects.
3 .
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“Have no fear of anything tonight,”
Yasmini whispered. “The gods are all
about us. Wasuki, who is king of all the
snakes, is on our side.”

One could not speak aloud, for the spell
of mystery overlay everything. They
walked into the very heart of silent beauty.
Overhead, enormous trees, in which the
sacred monkeys slept, dropped tendrils
like long arms yearning with the love of
mother earth. Here and there the embers
of a dying fire glowed crimson, and the only
occasional sound was of sleepy cattle that
chewed the cud contentedly—or when a
monkey moved above them to change his
roost.

Once a man’s voice singing by a fireside
conjured back for a moment the world’s
hard illusion; but the stillness and the
mystery overcame him too, and all was
true again, and wonderful.

Hand in hand they followed the road to
its end and turned into a lane between thorn
hedges. Now the moon shone straight
toward them and there was no shadow, so
that the earth was bright golden under-
foot—a lane of mellow light on which they
trod between fantastic woven walls.

At the end of the lane they came into a
clearing at a forest-cdge, where an ancient
ruined temple nestled in the shadow of
great trees, its stone front and the seated
image of a long-neglected god restered to
more than earthly sanctity and peace by
the cool, caressing moonlight.

“Jinendra again,” Yasmini whispered.
“Always Jinendra. His priests are rascals,
but the god himself is kind. When I am
maharanee, that temple shall stand whole
again.”

In front of the temple, between them and
the trees, was a pond edged with carved
stone. Lotus leaves floated on the water,

#and one blue flower was open wide to wel-
come whocver loved serenity.

Still hand in hand, they crossed the
clearing mid-way to the pond, and there
Yasmini bade them stand.

“Draw no nearer,” she said.
stand and watch.”

She had a great blue flower in her bosom
that heaved and fell for proof of her own
emotion. Hasamurti’s hand was trem-
bling as she nestled closer, and Tess felt
her own pulsing to quick heart-beats as she
clasped the girl's.

Yasmini left them and walked alone to

“Only
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the very edge of the pond, where she stood
still for several minutes, apparently gazing
at her own reflection in the moonlit water
—or perhaps listening. There was no sign
of any one else, nor sound of footfall.

Then, as if the reflection satisfied, or she
had heard some whisper meant for her and
none else, she began to dance, moving very
slowly in the first few rhythmic steps, re-
sembling a water-goddess, the clinging silk
displaying her young outline as she bent
and swayed.

She might have been watching her re-
flection still, so close she danced to the
water’s edge with her back turned to the
moon. But presently the dance grew
quicker, and extended arms that glistened
in the light like ivory increased the sinuous
perfection of each pose.

Still there was nothing wild in it— no-
thing but the very spirit of the moonlight,
beautiful and kind and full of peace. She
moved now around the water, in a measured
cadence that bv some unfathomable witch-
ery of her devising conveyed a thought of
maidenhood and modesty.

It dawned on Tess, who watched her,
spellbound, that there was not one immod-
est thought in all Yasmini’s throng of moods
but only a scorn of all immodesty and its
pretensions. And whether that was art,
or sheer expression of the truth within her
rather than a recognition of the truth with-
out, Tess never quite determined; for it is
easier to judge the spoken word and un-
expected deed than to see the thought be-
hind it. That night Yasmini’s mood was
simpler and less unseemly than the very
virgin dress she wore.

PRESENTLY she danced more
&9y swiftly, making no sound, so fantom-
€7 light and graceful that the rhythm
of her movement carricd her with scarce a
touch to carth. That was strength as
well as art, but the art made strength seem
spiritual power to float on air.

Gaiety grew now into her cadences—the
utter joy of being young. She seemed to
revel in a sense of buoyancy that could
lift her above all the grim deceptions of the
world of wrath and iron, and make her, like
the moonlight, all-kind, all-conquering.
Three times round the pond she leaped and
gamboled in an ecstasy of youth undisil-
lusioned.

Then the dance changed, though there
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was yet in it the heart of gaiety. There
moved now in the steps a sense of mystery
—a consciousness of close infinity unfolding
far more subtly signified than by the clumsy
shift of words.

And she welcomed all the mystery—
greeted it with outstretched arms—was
glad of it, and eager—impetuous to know
the new worlds and the ways undreamed
of. Minute after minute, rhapsody on
rhapsody, she wooed the near, untouchable
delights that, like the moonbeams, seem
but empty nothing when the drudges seize
them for their palaces of mud.

Nor did she woo in vain. There were
stanzas in her dance of simple gratitude, as
if the spirit of the mystery had found her
mood acceptable and dowered her with new
ability to see, and know, and understand.-
Even the two watchers, hand in hand a
hundred paces off, felt something of the
power of vision she had gained, and thrilled
at its wonder.

Borne on new wings of fancy now, her
dance became a very image of those in-
finite ideas she had seen and felt. She
herself, Yasmini, was a part of all she saw—
mistress of all she knew—own sister of the
beauty in the moonlight and the peace that
filled the glade. The night itself—moon,
sky and lotus-dappled water—trees—
growth and grace and stillness—were part
of her and she of them. Verily that minute
she, Yasmini, danced with the gods and
knew them for what in truth they are—
ideas a little lower, a little less essential,
than the sons of men.

Then, as if that knowledge were the
climax of attainment, and its ownership a
spell that could command the very lips of
night, there came a man’s voice calling
from the temple in the ancient Rajasthani
tongue.

“O moon of my desire! O dear delight!
O spirit of all gladness! Come!”

Instantly the dance ceased. Instantly
the air of triumph left her. As a flower’s
petals shut at evening, fragrant with prom-
ise of a dawn to come, she stood and let a
new mood clothe her with humility; for
all that grace of high attainment given her
were nothing, unless she, too, made of it a
gift. That night her purpose was to give
the whole of what she knew herself to be.

So, with arms to her sides and head erect,
she walked straight toward the temple;
and 2 man came out to meet her, tall and
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strong, who strode like a scion of a stock
: of warriors. They met mid-way and neither
- spoke, but each looked in the other’s eyes,
: then took each other’s hands,, and stood
still minute after minute. Hasamurti, grip-
. ping Tess’ fingers, caught her breath in
¢ something like a sob, while Tess could
© think of nothing else than Brynhild’s oath:
’ “_0 Sigurd, Sigurd,
Now harken while I swearl
The day shall die forever
And the sun to darkness wear
Ere I forget thee, Sigurd...”
Her lips repeated it over and over, like
" aprayer, until the man put his arm about
Yasmini and they turned and walked to-
* gether to the temple. Then Hasamurti
- tugged at Tess, and they followed, keeping
. their distance, until Yasmini and her lover
sat on one stone in the moonlight on the
temple porch, their faces clearly lighted by
the mellow beams. Then Tess and Hasa-
murti took their stand again, hand in each
other’s hand, and watched once more.

It was love-making such as Tess had
never dreamed of—and Tess was no familiar
of hoydenish amours; gentle—poetic—dig-
nified on his part—manly as the plighting
of the troth of warriors’ sons should be.
Yasmini’s was the attitude of simple self-
surrender, stripped of all pretense, devoid
of any other spirit than the will to give her-
self and all she had, and knowledge that her
gift was more than gold and rubies.

For an hour they sat together murmuring
question and reply, heart answering to
heart, eyes reading eyes, and hand enfold-
ing hand; until at last Yasmini rose to leave
him and he stood like a lord of squadroned
lances to watch her go.

“Moon of my existence!” was his fare-
well speech to her.

“Dear lord!” she answered.

Then she turned and went, not looking
back at him, walking erect, as one whose
lover is the son of twenty kings. Without
aword she took Tess and Hasamurti by the
hand, and, looking straight before her with
blue eyes glowing at the welling joy of
thoughts too marvelous for speech, led them
to the lane—the village street—and the
door in the wall again.

The man was still gazing after her, erect
and motionless, when Tess turned her head
at the beginning of the lane; but Yasmini
never looked back once.

“Why did you never tell me hls name?”’
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Tess asked; but if Yasmini heard the ques-
tion she saw fit not to answer it.

Not a word passed her lips until they
reached the house, crossed the wide garden
between pomegranate shrubs, and entered
the dark door across the body of a sleeping
watchman—or a watchman who could make
believe he slept. Then:

“Good night,” she said simply. “Sleep
well. Sweet dreams. Come, Hasamurti—
your hands are cleverer than the other
women’s.”

Daughter of a king, and promised wife
of a son of twenty kings, she took the best
of the maids to undress her, without any
formal mockery of excuse. Two of the
other women were awake to see Tess into
bed—no mean allowance for a royal lady’s

guest.

VERY late indeed that night Tess

was awakened by Yasmini’s hand

stroking the hair back from her fore-
head. Again there was no explanation, no
excuse. A woman, who was privileged to
see and hear what Tess had seen and heard,
needed no apology for a visit in the very
early hours.

“What do you think of him?”’ she asked.
“How do you like him? Tell me.”

“Splendid!” Tess answered, sitting up
to give the one word emphasis. “But why
did you never tell me his name?”

“Did you recognize him?”’

“Surely. At once—first thingl”

“No true-born Rajputni ever names her
lover or.her husband.”

“But you knew that I know Prince
Utirupa Singh. He came to my garden
party!”

“Nevertheless, no Rajputni names her
lover to another man or woman—calling
him by his own name only in retlrement
to his face.”

“Why—he—isn’t he the one who Sir
Roland Samson told me ought to have
been maharaja instead of Gungadhura?”

Yasmini nodded and pressed her hand.

“Tomorrow night you shall see another
spectacle. Once, when Rajputana was a
veritable land of kings and not a province

“tricked and conquered by the English,

there was a custom that each great king
held a durbar, to which princes came from
everywhere, in order that the king’s
daughter might choose her own husband
from among them.
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“The custom died, along with other fash-
ions that were good. The priests killed
it, knowing that whatever fettered -women
would increase their sway. But I will
revive it—as much as may be, with the
English listening to every murmur of their
spies and the great main not yet thrown.
I have no father, but I need none. I am
a king’s daughter!

“Tomorrow night I will single out my
husband, and name him by the title under
which I shall marry him—in the presence
of such men of royal blood as can be trusted
with a secret for a day or two. There are
many who will gladly see the end of Gunga-
dhura.

“But I must try to sleep—I have hardly
slept an hour. If a maid were awake to
sing to me— But they sleep like the dead
after the camel-ride, and Hasamurti, who
sings best, is weariest of all.”

“Suppose I sing to you?’’ said Tess.

“No, no; you are tired too.”

“Nonsense. It’s nearly morning. I have
slept for hours. Let me come and sing to
you.”

“Can you? Wil you? I am full of
gladness, and my brain whirls with a thou-
sand thoughts, but I ought to sleep.”

So Tess went to Yasmini’s room, and
sat beneath the punkah crooning Moody
and Sankey hymns and darky lullabies until
Yasmini dropped into the land of dreams.
Then, listening to the punkah’s regular,
soft swing, she herself fell forward on her
arms, half-resting on the bed, half on the
chair, until Hasamurti crept in silently and,
laughing, lifted her up beside Yasmini and
left her there until the two awoke near
noon, wondering, in cach other’s arms.

He who is most easily persuaded is perhaps a fool,
Jor the world is fidl of fools, and it is dangerous to
deal with them. But perhaps he is a man who sees
kis own advantage hidden in the folds of your pro-
posal; and that is dangerous loo.

—LEastern Proverb.

CHAPTER XIV
“Acting on instructions from your Highness!”

IT TICKLED Gungadhura’s vanity to
bave an Englishman in his employ; but
Tom Tripe never knew from one day to
another what his next reception would be.
On occasion it would suit the despot’s sense
of humor to snub and slight the veteran
soldier of a said-to-be superior race; and he
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would choose to do that when there was
least excuse for it. i

On the other hand, he recognized Tom as
almost indispensable; he could put a lick
and polish on the maharaja’s troops that
no amount of cursing and coaxing by their
own officers accomplished. Tom under-
stood to a nicety that drift of the Rajput’s
martial mind that caused each sepoy to
believe himself the equal of _any other
Rajput fighting man, but permitted him to
tolerate fierce disciplining by an alien.

And Tom had his own peculiarities. Born
in a Shorncliffe barrack hut, he had a feudal
attitude toward people of higher birth. As
for a prince—there was almost no limit to
what he would not endure from one, with-
out concerning himself whether the prince
was right or wrong. -

Not that he did not know his rights; his
limitations were not Prussian; he would
stand up for his rights, and on their account
would answer the maharaja back more
bluntly and even offensively than Samson,
for instance, would have dreamed of doing
But a prince was a prince, and that was all
about it.

So on the morning following the flight
of Yasmini and Tess, sore-eyed from lack
of sleep but with an eye-opener of raw
brandy inside him, and a sense of irritation
due to the absence of his dog, he roundly
cursed nine unhappy mahouts for having
dared let an elephant steal his rum—drilled
two companies of heavy infantry in march-
ing order on parade until the sweat ran
down into their boots and each miserable
man saw two suns in the sky where one
should be—dismissed them with a threat
of extra parades for a month to come unless
they picked their feet up cleaner—and
reported, with his heart in his throat, at
Gungadhura’s palace.

As luck would have it the Sikh doctor
was just leaving. It always suited that
doctor to be very friehdly with Tom Tripe,
because there were pickings in the way of
sick certificates that Tom could pass along
to him, and shortcomings that Tom could
overlook. He told Tom that the maharaja
was in no mood to be spoken to, and in ne
condition to be seen.

“Then you go back and tell his Highness,”
Tom retorted, “that I’ve got to speak with
him. Business is business.”

The doctor used both hands to illustrate.

“But his cheek is cut with a great gash
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opportunity. But if you will hold your
tongue—absolutely—you shall draw your
pension in a month or two from now, with
ten thousand rupees in gold into the bar-
gain.”

“Yes, your Highness.”

A native of the country would have be-
gun to try to bargain there and then. But
there are more differences than one between
the ranks of East and West; more degrees
than one of dissimulation. Tom gravely
doubted Gungadhura’s prospect of being
in position to grant him a pension, or any
other favor, a month or two from then.
A native of the country would have bar-
gained nevertheless.

“Keep that guard confined for the pres-
ent. You have my leave to go.”

Tom saluted and withdrew. He was
minded to spit on the palace s:>ps, but re-
frained because thc guard would surely
have reported what he did to Gungadhura,
who would have understood the act in its
exact significance.

As he left the palace yard he passed a
curtained two-wheeled cart drawn by small,
humped bulls, and turned his head in time
to see the High Priest of Jinendra heave
his bulk out from behind the curtains and
wheezily ascend the palace steps.

“A little ghostly consolation for the
maharaja’s sins!”’ he muttered as he headed
toward his own quarters for another stiff
glass of brandy and some sleep. He felt
he needed both—or all three!

“If it’s true thcre’s no hell, then I’'m on
velvet,” he muttered. “But I'm a liar.
A Har by imputation—by suggestion—by
allegation—Dby collusion—and in fact. Now
if I was one o’ them Hindus I could hire
a priest to sing 2 hymn and start me clean
again from the beginning.

“Trouble is, I'm a complacent liar. I’ll
do it again, and I know it. Brandy’s the
right oracle for me.”

BUT there was no consolation,
ghostly or otherwise, being brought
to Gungadhura.  Jinendra’s fat
High Priest, short-winded from his effort
on the stairs, with aching hams and knees
that trembled from exertion, was ushered
into a chamber some way removed from
that in which Tom Tripe had had his in-
terview. The maharaja lay now with his
head on the lap of Patali, his favorite
dancing-gir], in a room all scent and cush-
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ions and contrivances. (That was how
Yasmini learned about it afterward.)

It was against all the canons of caste
and decency to accord an interview to any
one in that flagrant state of impropriety—
to a High Priest especially. But it amused
Gungadhura to outrage the priest’s alleged
asceticism, and to show him discourtesy
(without in the least affecting his own super-
stitious scruples in the matter of religion).
Besides, his head ached, and he liked to
have Patali’s resourcefulness and wit to
reenforce his own tired intuition.

The priest sat for several minutes re-
covering breath and equipoise. Then when
the pain had left his thighs and he felt com-
fortable he began with a bomb.

“Mukhum Dass the money-lender has
been to me to give thanks and to make a’
meager offering for the recovery of his lost
title deed! He has it back.”

Gungadhura swore so savagely that
Patali screamed.

“How did he find it? Where?”

Mukhum Dass had told the exact truth,
as it happened, but the priest had drawn
his own conclusions from the fact that it
was Samson’s babu who returned the docu-
ment. He was less than ever sure of Gunga-
dhura’s prospects, suspecting, especially
since his own night interview with the com-
missioner, that some new dark plot was be-
ing hatched on the English side of the river.
Having no least objection to see Gunga-
dhura in the toils, he did not propose to
tell him more than would frighten and worry
him.

“He said that a hand gave him the paper
in the dark. It was the work of Jinendra
doubtless.” .

“Pah! Thy god functions without thee,
then! That is a wondrous bellyful of brains
of thine! Dost know that the princess has
fled the palace?”

Jinendra’s priest feigned surprize.

“Is it not as clear as the stupidity on thy
fat face that the ten-times casteless hussy
is behind this? Bag of wind and widows’
tenths! Now I must buy the house on the
hill from Mukhum Dass and pay the brute
his price fogjt.” -

“Borrowing the money from him firstp”
the priest suggested with a fat smirk.

None guessed better than he how low
debauch had brought the maharaja’s pri-
vate treasury.

“Go and pray!” growled Gungadhura.
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had no regard for morals or virtues and he
thought his fellow man was stupid and
easily befuddled. , -

It took him a long time to decide to kill
Dehane.

Dehane was a miserly old money-lender.
He got no enjoyment out of his wealth,
or what was supposed to be his wealth.
All of it would go to Margot. The man
that married Margot would be well fixed.

Townsley was a young physician with a
great deal of surgical ability, largely be-
cause his fingers were steady as forceps.
He was never enough concerned with
sympathy for a patient to be agitated. He
did not care for his profession and had to
spend much of his income in keeping up
appearances. He felt that Dehane was
an old miser ‘whose loss to the world would
be a blessing—a feeling in part due to the
way Dehane had resisted a small enough
bill from the doctor for treating Margot.
- Dr. Townsley liked Margot. She was a
sweet girl, so unlike her father that the re-
lation might almost be doubted. But
Townsley did not believe in love as it is
believed in by young girls, some older ones,
and as practically all writers of stories pre-
‘tend to believe in it.

Townsley reflected that he would work all
of his life, killing people by mistakes, and
when the best part of his life was gone he
would still be without money; while if he
schemed aright and killed but one person
he would be comfortable, respected, in-
fluential. At least, so he said to himself.
Little inaudible voices whispered over and
over— )

‘(W'hy nOt?” - .

Why mnot, indeed? He had butchered
many cats, dogs and rabbits; and man was
of no more importance to nature than a
cat.

The only thing he had to fear vas being
suspected, convicted, punished. But any
man with a clever cold brain could out-
plan and outwit the police. Detectives
might say that even the cleverest criminals
left clues and always overlooked some little
detail, but that was a sort of precautionary
discouragement to young would-be crimi-
nals. There were plenty of murders and
robberies that remained unsolved.

Of course he must marry Margot. She
liked him. He knew little enough about
women to think that he could make almost
any woman love him if he had a favorable
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chance to be with her.
that.

The weakest position in his scheme of
things was that he must not marry Margot
until after her father’s death. There were
two reasons for this, the important one
being that Dehane did not want' her to
marry. She saved him the expense of a
housekeeper. That is what Townsley
thought, anyway.

And suspicion would gravitate very
quickly to a son-in-law who had not been
on good terms with the old man, but who
became in a way his heir. Besides, it would
seem natural to marry a girl suddenly left
alone in the world by a tragedy; it would
seem that his sympathies had been touched.

Dr. Townsley was a cold-blooded schemer.
He studied the situation from every angle
and nobody suspected that a murderer’s
brain was poised behind his clear-cut face,
with gray eyes full of alert intelligence.

Then Townsley made a speculative in-
vestment with more money than he could
afford to lose, and lost it; and about the
same time he discovered that for some time
Margot had been receiving much attention
from a young fellow by the name of Ranier.
He met young Ranier and was as pleasant
to him as possible, took him to lunch, had
him up to his rooms and rapidly became
what is superficially known as a good friend.

Many men think

== GEORGE DEHANE was murdered
A . .
@ in the evening between half-past
five and seven o’clock in his office
on the third floor of an old and fourth-rate
office building. He was a suspicious,
watchful man who kept his customers in
front of him and a loaded revolver in an
open drawer by his elbow; yet the back of
his head was broken in, crushed.

He was a mency-lender, a usurer, loan-
shark, one of those fellows who lend at five
per cent. per month if your nced is great
enough and deduct the first month’s in-
terest from the principal. It was said that
he would sell a mortgaged bed from under
a dying man. Many people thought it
was a wonder that somebody had not
“got” him long hciore.

tic was not an elderly man, but had a
thin, sharp face, heavily wrinkled, that gave
an impression of age, and round shoulders,
When he walked there was a suggestion of |
huddling invisible money-bags to his bosom;
and people had spoken of him as “Old
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Dehane” for fifteen. years simply because
he had nothing of youth about him. There
was no warmth in him. The mouth was a
crack; the eyes were shriveled and sharp;
his hands were lean, fleshless money-rakes.

“In his one-room office he had a few
chairs, two desks and a’safe. That was all
of the furniture. Two or three insurance
calendars ornamented the wall’and the
notary license, made out to his clerk, hung
above the safe. The floor was bare and
black except for a small worn rug near the
center of the room. Dehane had been
doing business in that same office for six-
teen years and the calendars were about
all that had been changed. Perhaps a pen-
holder or two, but scarcely more.

During that time his large roll-top desk-

had been littered with papers, and possibly
at the bottom might have been found no-
tations and postmarks made in the early
occupancy of the room. He was methodical,
careful, about his money-papers; but circu-
lars, bills, offers of investments, pleas for
extensions and explanations why the inter-
est could not be met, were left to lie just
about as they fell and occasionally a large
crystal-dome paperweight would be fished
from under the papers and laid on top to
keep them from getting away.

It was just such a paperweight as any-
body for one dollar and thirty-five cents
may get from the nearest stationery store;
though anybody might be sure that Dehane
had never paid any such sum for it. TProb-
ably it came with the desk, which he got
second-hand.

Dehane always sat facing the door, with
his back to a window, and his right elbow
usually rested on the desk. He used the
little sliding board above the top drawer to
write on, and the people who did business
with him sat in a straight kitchen chair in
front of him. Hec was shrewd, watchful;
but because he hud money to lend, always
people were coming to seck him out.  Usu-
ally they were poor people, timid, grateful
at the times; later to be resentful; though
being poor, they might be used to being
squeezed, pinched.

The janitor found the body. He did all
the sweeping of halls and rooms by himself,
and was late in getting around with his
wide push-broom and bucket of moistened
sawdust.

It surprized him to find Dehane'’s door
unlocked. He pressed the switch by the

Adventure

door and had started for the waste-basket
when he noticed the body half-sprawled -
on the floor like that of a drunken man.
Then he saw the wound at the back of the
head—and nothing more. He fled.

The janitor did not remember running
down the stairs, but must have done so, for
when he came to himself he was beside the
cigar-stand next door to the building’s
entrance and telling the man behind the
counter to telephone the police that old
man Dehane had been murdered. The
cigar-stand man said that the janitor was
pale as skimmed milk.

The police took charge.

Right away they saw that robbery was
not the motive. Then it must be revenge.
A money-lender is likely to have many
enemies.

They got in touch with Dehane’s stenog-
rapher. Her name was Harriet Waldron.
A policeman went in an auto and brought
her down to headquarters.

She was well past forty, unmarried, of
the stolid, dull, patientslype. She had been
with Mr. Dehane for sixteen years. She had
always liked him. He was peculiar, but
really kind-hearted when you got to know
him.

Yes, Mr. Dehane had often been threat-
ened. Usually by letter, by anonymous,
badly scrawled, abusive letters, to which
he paid no attentionat all. Sometimes, but
not often. he was threatened by telephone.
He never tried to find out who made the
threcats. He was always suspicious and
careful and kept ‘the revolver at hand; but
she thought it was fear of being robbed
that made him take that precaution. He
did not scem to have any fear for his life.

She sat stolid and half-sad, wearing a
black bonnet-like hat and last season’s
jacket, while detectives sat and stood about
her. They listened gravely, watchfully, and
from time to time asked questions. There
was no haste about them. They were pa-
tient, quiet, observant, kindly. The big,
slow-voiced men were gentle with her.

“At what time did you leave the office,
Miss Waldron?”

That seecmed to remind her of something.
She had left at half-past ive. Mr. Dehane
usually left at five, but Mr. Ranier had
telephoned shortly Defore five o'clock and
asked Mr. Dchane to remain until he came.

The captain of detectives cleared his
throat slightly and moved forward an inch
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the case. They were patrolmen and eagel‘
to get on in the world.

Ranier came to the door in pajamas and
seemed half-dazed, as a man does who
awakens in a strong light. He blinked at
the detectives in a nervous, disconcerted

way and they glared at him accusmgly
© "“Why didn’t you answer the phone?
Asleep, huh. You don’t know wha®s the
matter? You better get into your clothes
and come along with us to headquarters.
What? Maybe it’s news to you that old
Dehane’s been murdered.”

Ranier was young, even for twenty-two
or three. He had not been long out of col-
lege and by his father’s influence had been
started on a career in the Eagle Bond
Company. He had been put into the office
to familiarize himself with the ways of
finance and investments rather than to
earn a living. He had the sensitive fea-
tures of the young man who has never had
to work hard nor worry at all, and who has
been moderate in his pleasures. His hair
was brown and inclined to curl, for which
reason he wore it very short. He was not
the sort of youth who admired curly hair on
himself; and his deep, clear blue eyes had
the look of innocence. But every veteran
police officer can tell of cold-blooded mur-
derers, men and women, who were the
pictures of innocence.

When young Ranier heard that Dehane
had been murdered he put a slender hand to
his forehead and stared like a man peering
through a fog.

“Dead. You mean killed by somebody?”
The policemen smiled contemptuously.
They thought he was making a very poor

bluff of it.

“Get into your clothes, an’ be quick.
They’ll tell you all about it at headquar-
ters.”

Ranier was brought to headquarters and
hurried into the room of the captain of
detectives where Sergeants McCulley and
Jackson were also waiting. A stenogra-
pher sat to one side, fingering a pencil.

During the more than hour and a half
that he was in the room McCulley did not
say a half-dozen words; but he looked at
Rainer almost continually. The boy was
nervous, with an air of puzzlement that may
have been assumed.

Of course he denied the crime. He
denied very nearly everything. He had
not been near Dehane’s office for two weeks.
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He had not telephoned to Miss Waldron.
Where had he been? He had been at home,
in bed, asleep from half-past four until the
policemen came.

His story was this:

He had lunched with Dr. Townsley——Dr
Frank Townsley.

Dr. Townsley had said:

“Howard, what is the matter with you?
You are not looking well. Feverish. Rather
sunken around the eyes. Come back to
the office with me after lunch and Tl go
over you pretty carefully.”

He usually lunched with Dr. Townsley
once or twice a week, and the doctor had
been telling him for some time that he ought
to look out for his health. After lunch
he had gone to Dr. Townsley’s office.and
had an examination. The doctor tested
his heart, had him lift little objects to
catch the muscular reaction, took his blood-
pressure and did go over him carefully.
Then the doctor had said he didn’t think
there was anything really serious the
matter.

“Just a touch of fever. You ought to go
home and turn in. Here’s a bit of quinin.
But you must go to bed.”

He gave him a capsule and told him to
take it just before he went to bed and to go
to bed at once; but Ranier said there was
some work he had to do at the office first.
Dr. Townsley said:

“Well, go home as soon as you can.
Telephone me when you get home—just
before you turn in. 1 want to know that
my advice is followed. Patients have a
way of forgetting to do what they are told.
Then they blame the doctor for not curing
them.”

Ranier had the deﬁvery of several thou-
sand dollars’ worth of bonds to make to a
customer, and when that was done there
were other little matters to take care of, so
he forgot all about going home and to bed
until Dr. Townsley telephoned the office.

“All right, doctor. T’ll go now.”

“Telcphone me when you get in bed.”

“I’ll do that.”

And he did. -

He did not remember another thing until
the policemen had battered on the door.

The captain spoke in a low voice to the
stenographer, mentioning Dr. Townsley’s
name. The stenographer nodded and left
the room.

“Ranier,” said the captain, “in our work
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captain as he picked up the buzzing tele-
phone.

Without moving, McCulley answered—

“There’s nothing to think.”

From the front office the desk-sergeant
was notifying the captain that Dr. Towns-
ley, for whom he had sent, was there. Miss
Margot Dehane was with him.

Margot came into the room ahead of the
doctor. At once unerringly as by instinct,
she looked at Ranier without a glance
elsewhere and she ran to him with hands
half-extended. She said—

“Howard, oh, Howard!”

He stood up unsteadily. He took her
hands graspingly, as if there was nolhing
else left in the world to hold to, and presse
them to him. He seemed guilty; or at least
he was lacking that assertive upright air
popularly associated with innocence.

Dr. Townsley, quite ercct and poised,
had approached and laid a hand on the
boy's shoulder and was looking carnestly
toward his down-turned face.

Margot was almost diminutive, and those
who knew her thought of her personality
rather than of her beauty, for she had an
odd little face, not at all classic but slightly
irregular. The dark eyes were large, warm.
Whatever she felt came into her eyes.

Jackson afterward said to McCulley:

“*Member Dave Wharton's wife? His
jolt was fifteen vear an’ she waited -for 'im.
Them two women got the same kind o’
eyes.”

Margot’s eyes were flooded with tears.
They ran down her checks, but she was not
sobbing.

“Oh, Howard, what is the matter? Why
do they think it was vou? Dr. Townsley
telephoned me and I came right down with
him. Thadtocome. Talk tome, Howard.
1 believe in you. Oh, Howard boy, what
is it all about?”

Young Ranier answered—

“My J—I didn't!” and convulsively
bent low over her shoulder.

Dr. Townsley spoke. He had the modu-
lated voice of the professional man who has
carefully schooled himscelf in every little
detail of manner and has a firm enuncia*
tion, erect bearing, dircct gaze. He said:

“Howard, my boy, brace up. We know
therc has been a mistake. Tt will come out
all right. We will make it come out all
right.”

Dr. Townsley confirmed the boy’s story
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in every detail. With deliberation,
thoughtfully, he gave the exact wording of
the conversation at the restaurant, office
and over the telephone. Margot watched
him gratefully. Ranier stared in a sort of
hopeful daze. The detectives were polite,
though the captain showed suppressed
impatience by glancing at the ceiling,
twiddling his fingers, looking repeatedly
at his watch. Jackson scraped his feet
once in a while. McCulley sat immobile
as Buddha, his heavy eyes set on the doc-
tor’s face.

At last the captain interrupted:

“Yes, ves, doctor. That’s all very well.
Maybe he did telephone you that he was
going to bed. Mayvbe he went tc bed.
But he got up again. He telephoned De-
hane’s office and he made an appointment.
He went to that office and murdered
Dechane with that paperweight. See? His
finger-marks were on it. You can’t get
around that. He did it. It is easy to
sneak out of bed.

“He says people saw him go up to his
room. Maybe we can find some that saw
him sneak out. If we can't it doesn’t
matter. He sneaked out. His finger-
prints were here. Your orders and quinin
helped make an alibi for him. He expected
them to. Planned it. Pretended to be
asleep when the officers went for him. No,
there is not‘a jury under hcaven that won’t
hang him——"

Margot had cried aloud, and sobbing,
fell against the boy.

W3 THE case was splattered and
splashed over the newspapers for
¥'¥ many days. Al the ingredients of
news were therc.  The murdered man had
a few money-bags, though not nearly so
many as were expected; the supposedly
guilty man was a young fellow of good
family whose parents were ready to spend
thousands; but most newsy of all, the daugh-
ter of the murdered man remained engaged
to the man of whose guilt there was no
doubt. The papers wondered what the
quarrel had been over; what had Dehane
been writing at the time he was struck
down. Some asked: Did Ranier commit
the crime in his slecp?  And so forth, with
all manner of sensational and insincere
conjectures.

It devcloped that Dehane had not left
a fortune or anything like a fortune. In
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would have advised any other person
against doing such a thing.

But as long as there is that quality in
human nature that lets people imagine their
oil-stock may bound from ten cents to a
thousand dollars, victims will also hope that
their blackmailer will be appeased by some-
thing less than can possibly be squeezed out
of them.

Townsley, with letter in hand, was hesi-
tating in his decision, or at least was not sure
where he could raise the money, when Jack-
son came in unannounced. ’

Townsley rammed the letter into his
pocket and forced a cheerful professional
manner as he raised the emptied whisky-
glass and asked the detective to“Have one?”

“Nope. No,” said Jackson. “I still got
my bad stomach. By the way, you must
have a little bill for me. Fifty dollars.
That’s really what I come about, but doc—"’
he removed a bill from his wallet and ex-
tended it—*I wanted to show you this let-
ter too. Look at it, will you? You've
been interested in the case.”

Townsley was looking hard, for he recog-
nized the cheap envelope and penciled ad-
dress as Jackson fished the letter from his
pocket and said:

“Just listen, doc. This is how it goes:
‘Chief of Police, Dear Sir: Your dicks are
boobs. Ranier is no more guilty than I am.
Maybe I’ll have something interesting to tell
you. But if your boobs could catch me, I'd
cough up what I know. It’s a lot, believe
me. I 'didn’t kil Dehane. But I know who
did and all about it. Yours truly—but just
guess who I am.’

“Of course,” Jackson concluded as he
folded ‘the letter and put it back into his
pocket, ““we’re not paying any attention to
that. The world’s full of cranks that write
letters. But if this fellow walks in and
tries to tell us something, we’ll listen.
That's our business, listening.”

But Dr. Townsley was not [listening. He-

was pouring himself another drink, and
nervously tried to pile the liquor above the
brim, so that it spilled on to the floor.

TWO days later Dr. Townsley was

visited by Sergeants McCulley and
' Jackson at his office. He knew

there was something wrong at once and

steeled himself to appear at ease; but he

felt that the steady heavy eyes of McCulley

were looking deep within him. There was
°
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a psychological impact from McCulley’s
presence and a sense of power in his silence.
The doctor at first had thought him slow
and stupid, but later had grown to dread his
enigmatic stare.

“We’ve got to have a little talk with you,
doctor,” said Jackson with ominous direct-
ness and pointing to a chair.

“Certainly. Certainly. But what is the
matter?”’ Townsley asked, agreeable to the
best of his efforts.

“That’s just it.
little matter.”

Jackson placed a chair almost directly in
front of the doctor and sat down. McCul-
ley sat on a corner of the table, and scarcely
moved. Though it was Jackson who did
the talking, it was toward McCulley that
the doctor looked repeatedly. Perhaps he
felt the force of McCulley’s steady eyes that
had a kind of weary watchfulness. On the
table was a paperweight of glass, a perfect
crystal dome about the size of half an
orange; and McCulley’s fingers idly toyed
with it from time to time.

“Doctor,” Jackson began, “we know who
killed Dehane.”

Townsley was expecting something of the
kind. He was braced, prepared. He took
it with surprizing coolness. It surprized
even himself. He said:

“Wasn’t it Ranier? I’m certainly glad to
hear that! Whoisit? I didn’t know there
was any doubt, though.”

“Yes, oh, yes. McCulley here has al-
ways had some doubt. Mac doesn’t say
much. But he never did believe Ranier was
guilty. For a while he thought maybe the
boy was hypnotized—="

“Hypnotized!” .

“But Mac isn’t much of a hand to believe
in nonsense. And we were pretty much
stumped until we got in touch with
O’Brien.”

Townsley almost collapsed, but set him-
self rigidly. Every muscle was tense,
strained. He would admit nothing. He
would show nothing. He even smiled a
little. They would not trick him intoa con-
fession or into an admission. Let them
bring on O’Brien. Nothing could be proved.
Those were the thoughts and that was the
mood Townsley was in as he listened with
increasing amazement.

“O’Brien says that capsule you gave
young Ranier wasn’t quinin at all, but dope.
And you sent him to bed, took pains to

We want to talk overa
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make sure he was in bed, so nobody would
see him or know where he was and he
couldn’t prove an alibi. That give you a
free hand. Now, just a minute, doctar.
Your turn ’ll come to talk. Then when you
knew the boy was due for a long sleep, you
telephoned Dehane’s office, changed your
voice a little, pretended to be excited, and
made an appointment in Ranijer’s name.

“Sit still, doctor. Just keep quiet a
minute or two longer. You’'ll hear all about
it. You went to the office after you knew
Dehane’s stenographer was gone. You
may have worn smoked glasses so nobody
would recognize you on the stairs. The ele-
vator wasn’t running anyway, so there
wasn’t much chance of your being seen.
You told Dehane you just dropped in, or
something like that.

“Then you asked him to write out a little
something—Q’Brien isn’t quite sure just
what—maybe an address or something. He
started to write it, and you struck him over
the head. Then you very carefully laid
down on the floor the paperweight you gave
young Ranier to hold when he was getting
an examination in your office after that
lanch. You handled it with gloves so no
marks would show but his. Then you
took away the paperweight on Dehane’s
desk——”

“That’s a lie! A —— lie!” Townsley cried,
jumping up.

“No,” said the heavy, slow voice of Mc-
Culley. “No. One thing you overlooked.
Every criminal makes a mistake or two; and
there was one thing you overlooked, doctor.
Dehane’s paperweight was just like the one
you used excepting Dehane s had his initials
scratched on the bottom.”

With an anxious, desperate flash-like ges-
ture, Townsley reached to the desk and
snatched up the paperweight from near
McCulley’s fingers; and he rapidly searched
its surface.

“Nothing of the kind!” he cried trium-
phantly. . Then too Jate he realized that he
had been tricked, trapped, beaten. “I
mean—I—there’s been— Oh——!”

He could not even make an attempt at
bluffing it out. Too long he had been using
whisky for strength, and when the crash
came his nerve was gone. The long strain
of the O’Brien menace was over. Men con-
fess crimes that hang them with a sense of
relief. Their faces are not toward the fu-
ture. They are glad to tell the truth. Itis
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like dropping a great burden. And sur-
prized, tricked and shattered, Townsley
gave way. '

By his impulsive and unsuspecting admis-
sion that the paperweight on his desk was
the one removed from Dehane's office, all
the other evidence automatically was estab-
lished, for he could not explain away the
paperweight except by confession. He gave
in completely. He was wrecked, hopeless;
and before the expressionless face of McCul-
ley, held out his wrists in abject surrender.

THAT'’S the story, but this by way
of Post Script.

McCulley and Jackson were wise
detectives and realized that their case
against him would not be worth much if a
clever criminal lawyer should coach the doc-
tor to a complete ‘denial of the confession.
So they had a consultation with the district
attorney, and another one with the judge;
and before Townsley bad a chance to get
back his nerve or bad demanded a lawyer
the detectives pointed out to him that if he
should be convicted by a jury, the sentence
would undoubtedly be death. But if he
would go into court and confess he would
get off with something lighter—with ninety-
nine years.

“And of course,” said Jackson, with the
careless convincing way that detectives have
at times, “you know we’ve got a cinch the
minute O’Brien goes on the stand. It is up
to you to say whether you hit the chair or de
life. A lot o’ things can happen in ninety-
nine years, you know. Pardons an’
things.”

So it was that Dr. Townsley went into
court, confessed, was sentenced and inside of
forty-eight hours was handcuffed to Jackson
and on his way to prison.

Most of the way he was morose, lifeless.
But near the end of the trip he stirred from
his black meditations and he said—

. “Tell me one thing, will you?”

“Yes,” said Jackson. “Anything.”

“Who is this O’Brien? And how in ——
did he find out?”

And Jackson answered:

“There is no O’Brien. Y’see, Mac didn’t
hardly even dare suspect you; but he took a
chance an’ wrote you a note. You never
peeped to anybody. That looked bad. So
he made it a little stronger next time. You
began to look worried. Then he started to
dig in, an’ you showed you were being hit—

e
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ever’ time. When you paid blackmail he
knew we had you. That fifty I handed you
wasa marked bill. We took a chance you’d
be so short you’d have to use it. An’ we
figured that at best we’d be nnghty hard up
for evidence. We were too.”

Townsley almost leaped from the seat.
He saw how he had been cheated, bluffed,
trapped—and now was at the door

131

of the penitentiary. He cursed himself.

“No, no, doctor. You'’re wrong there.
You oughtn’t to think we didn’t have a
thing on you—or even a clue. Mac don’t
say much, but one o’ the things he does say
is that ever’ criminal carries the best clue
right around with him an’ can’t shake i{—
that’s a sense of guilt. An’ it’s what
tripped you.”

SIGN-TALK
by Henry Herbert Knibbs

OCCASIN-SHOD, and his black hair a-glisten with rain,
Ni-tan-man-kwi-i 1, The Lone Wolf, made gesture of greetmg,
Hard riding; the mght—then a galloping horse on the plain,
A camp in the hills and the journey that led to our meeting.

He flung himself close to my fire and in silence he lay,
His gaze on the embers, his deep eyes so somberly dreaming.
The shadows fell swiftly, and swift on the wind went the day.
In the firelight his blanket and rain-sodden shoulders were steaming.

“Lean hunger kept pace with your ride over desolate sands,”
So I told him, endeavoring pictureful words without speaking.
He nodded and smiled; then a swift, graceful turn of his hands;
“Yet riding is better than walking—and finding, than seeking.”

“Your horse,” I made sign, “he is out in the night and the storm.”
The Lone Wolf’s quick fingers were laced in the form of a tipi,

Then they twinkled as grass that is growing.
Head nodding—plain sign-talk for “sleepy.”

He stands in your stable.”

“Round-bellied and warm,

- We ate by the fire, as of old. We had made many fires
On the trail and the hunt—in the lodge when the rough Winter weather
Was wild as the spirit that surged through the heart of his sires,
Many moons, many suns since The Lone Wolf and I rode together.

He had found me outworn in the desert, a chattering ghost;
He had given me water and fought my wild frenzy of drinking;
Helped me up to his horse, led the long, weary way to the post.

A fillip of Chance made us brothers. . .

. The embers were sinking.

He read in my eyes that our vouth was the theme of my thought.
He touched his breast lightly, then, closing his finger-tips, hollowed
A cup—thus he imaged a memory suddenly caught
From the'chasm of years that divided the trails we had followed.

He slept by my fire while the roar of the wind and the rain

Died away to a whisper.

I woke with the dawn; it was snowing.

I saw from the portal a rider far out on the plain.

He was gone.

On the hearth a dim ember was fitfully glowing.
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TR TOW that racket, for’ard!”
™ It was an unusual order. The
N } dog-watches are the men’s own

pessmsnm 2t Sea, barring vitally necessary

ship’s work; and the little knot of men that
lounged about the fore-hatch, applauding
the clever clog-dancing of young Anderson,
glanced aft at the mate with something of
bovine wonder in their incredulous faces.

Anderson did not hear the order, for his

clogs were clattering merrily. But again it

came— : ‘ .

“Stow that racket, you gol-darned mule!”

This time it was accompanied by backing
in the shape of a greenheart belaying-pin.
which bounced off young Anderson’s skull
into the coiled gear at the fore fiferail and
stretched him dazed and bleeding on the
hatch. Muttered oaths were severely
muffled - as the men picked up their mess-
mate and took him to his berth; dark faces
which ought to have worn the look of men
affronted now gloomed like the masks of
wooden'men.

For the Ruapehu was a hot ship. Not all
the blood boats and buckos passed out with
the Western Ocean packets and Cape Horn-
ers. Here was a ship, plying the Austra-
lian and New Zealand coasts, which had
earned the name of a hot one indeed. With
her bald-headed bowsprit and sawed-off

t’gallant-masts she lacked some of the glory

that had been hers when she flew the cock on
the out-and-home Colonial run. - She some-
times had trouble in gathering cargoes; but

by dint of poking her sharp nose into out-
of-the-way ports between steamers she ‘con-
trived to sweep up enough wool and hides
and rabbit skins and tinned bunny to pay
her owners a dividend. But always her
troubles in keeping crews were real ones, for
her skipper was a smug, slick, superior sort
of pig-man; who, possessing every intellec-
tual merit possessable by man, looked for
the grosser animal qualities in his mates;
and they, glad of the easy berth and absence
of interference from the skipper, saw to it
that the men they shipped were kept in
mind of their relative places. ‘

But even men trampled underfoot will
squirm sometimes, if only vocally. The
men who washed and bandaged young
Anderson’s cracked-head could not be kept
quiet in the forecastle, out of hearing of
those rawhiding mates.

“Dot mate ncets von bick hammerin’!?
growled Werter, a six-foot-two hulk of an
A.B. with a fifty-inch chest.

“Then why the —— don’t you take a
crack at him?” snapped Anderson furiously.
“You’re big enough and ugly enough to eat
the blighter.” :

“Aw, ‘Dutch’ is shootin’ off his mouth as
usual,” rejoined a meek old man holding a
basin of water for the first-aid performer.:
“I wish I was built like him, by golly!” -

“Oh, shut up, you fo’csle heroes!”” Ander-
son cried with passionate anger. “You can
all lick ’em one hand when you’re down .
here and they can’t see or hear you; but
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you’ll all stand by, a dozen of you, and see
one of the big sweeps lay a fellow out with a
club and none of you will make a peep. You
give me a worse pain than the pin. Give us
a rest, for ’s sake.”

That was about the truth of the case.
Talk they would, and talk they did, when
distance lessened the risk; but the anger
that bit into Anderson’s young soul was bit-
ter as gall, because he, of them all, had made
an effort once, and had failed for lack of the
backing that had been vowed to him. He
had boldly protested to the mate when the
meek old seaman had been brutally beaten,
and had got a beating from both mates for
his pains. -7 .

That might have been endured, for
bruises heal; but the young fellow’s merry
heart ever urged his nimble feet to dance,
and his dancing gave many a treat to weary,
subdued shipmates. As a clog-dancer he
had few peers even in the professional
ranks. At times the skipper himself had
stood and watched him with interest. And
now, carrying the grudge into the dog-
watches, the mate had stopped their one
means of amusement, and stopped it
brutally. -

“Oh, well, tide rises after it falls,” Ander-
son consoled himself over a soothing pipe.
“Some time or other I'll get a turn. Why
worry?”’

The Ruapehn was beating slowly against
the westerly winds of the Great Bight when
the dancing was stopped. There was no
more merrymaking in dog-watches until she
swam into Israelite Bay looking for a parcel
of Western Australia wool. Wool she found,
and timber too, an unlooked-for freight that
more than three-parts loaded her to her
marks. But there was more yet for supe-
rior Captain Bailey; for he came on board,
on the day she started loading out of lighters
alongside, in company with four men at-
tired like the poppies of the field, whose ap-
pearance, otherwise, however, was far from
bearing out the grandeur of their clothes.

The news soon came forward, filtering
through by way of the Japanese steward
and the Chinese cook, that the strangers
were wealthy miners going home and had
hooked expensive passages to New Zealand.

“Ho, me sabbee plenty!” chattered Kwung
Ling, the Chinese cook, and he had the ap-
pearance of panic personified as he peered
aft through the door crack. “‘Sabbee plenty
that fashion miners,” he gabbled on, and
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though he was shivering as if with intense
chill; he deliberately went to his knife-rack,
selected a long French poultry-knife and a
cleaver and sat down with a whetstone and
steel to put a keener edge on blades already
razor-sharp.

The first sign of the unrest which was to
come upon all parts of the ship from the
gaudily attired miners was seen when the
cook stubbornly refused to move out of his
gallev except by night or early mcrning. He
and the Japanese steward speedily came to
high words and almost to blows, for cookie
would not go aft for stores nor yet draw his
water from the forward tanks.

Those were trifles, however; for, although
the Ruapehu was different from other hell-
ships of an carlier day, inasmuch as the crew
fed sumptuously after the Australian fash-
ion, there never was a windjammer seaman
yet who was so well fed that he would not do
little jobs for the cook in exchange fer bits
of cabin food; so Kwung Ling’s retirement
worked no hardship on anybody but him-
self.

Trouble which threatened greater results,
however, loomed large when the mates were
forbidden to go ashore. The foremast
hands had been kept to the ship; that was
the only way to keep them at all; but it was
unheard of for the officers to be confined to
the ship like so many apprentices under pun-
ishment. They could be heard, in no meek
and mild terms, laying down the law to the
skipper while the miner passengers looked
on with joyful grins.

Then came so sudden a change that all
hands talked about it in whispers. There
was a sharp discussion, in which the miners
joined; there were angry hints thrown out
that they had better mind their own affairs;
then the noise subsided, they all trooped be-
low, to emerge half an hour later in the ut-
termost good-fellowship.

The skipper’s oily face was more greasy
and bland; the mates swaggered with an air
of owning the ship at least, with hopes of
scooping in the earth later on, and had,
oo, a suspicious appearance of having im-
bibed more than one drink of stuff which
fitted them with rose-colored dream-glasses
through which they saw the miners in very
different light.

The lading was rushed, too, and no com-
munication was had with the shore after the
last raft of timber was shipped except when
the skipper went to get his clearance.
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While he was ashore, the miners stamped
the maindeck, in the lee of the high bul-
warks, in obvious impatience. They re-
gained their high spirits when the skipper at
last appeared and gave the order to man the
windlass before he stepped on deck.

He glanced queerly at the jubilant passen-
gers and hesitated before going below with
his papers. Then his smug, superior coun-
tenance assumed a greasy smirk as he caught
their eyes, and with the least perceptible
nod he beckoned them to fo:low him.

What occurred in the saloon remained
largely unrevealed, except for the scratchy
bits of talk reported in the forecastle later on
by the man who had the wheel on lcaving,
and who insisted he heard a whole lot
through the skylight.

“I tell ye I heared it!” asserted the sea-
man hotly. “They called the Old Man a
bloody pirate, that they did, and he jist
laughed like ’twas a good joke. Only
laughed harder, he did, when they cussed
him like mad. Then he <aid, sort o’ soft-
like, as there wasn’t no call for him to tell
the mates, and after that I didn’t hear no
more except some’at like money passin’.”
PFS all was not clear and aboveboard

in the ship. What the mystery was
remained undiscovered for the time being;
what effect it had upon the captain was for
all hands to sce, for he paced the poop
when the ship had got {o sea like an admiral
rather than a tramp windjammer master.
He left the working to the matcs entirely,
never stooping to give an order, and only
toyed with a sextant now and then as if he
felt the necessity of keeping a check on the
navigation but considered it a horrid bore
anyhow.

For the first day or two, while the ship
was yet in the Bight, the passengers stayed
below most of the time, and their occupa-
tion during that time could be guessed by
the number of empty bottles that came up
and the savory dishes of strange foods that
went below. In fact the galley was never
without the smell of something tasty,
though whatever it was always went aft,
and never by any chance into the forecastle.
But the Ruapel was not a hungry ship, and
the men were satisfied so long as they were
not hazed or worked up; and this seemed to
bave ceased, too, in a very pleasantly
marked degree since the advent of the

IT WAS thus early made plain that
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miners. The mates were being too well fed,
were too well satisfied with themselves, to
waste time bullying a crew which did its
work in shipshape fashion.

But once the ship squared away before a
singing breeze for Nelson, where her cargo
would go to fill up spaces in many a home-
ward bounder’s half-filled holds, the miners
appeared on deck again, and still another
change came over the vessel. What drink-
ing had gone on had been done below; now
it was done at all times and in all places;
even the mates took swigs out of black bot-
tles without attempting concealment; they
were growing redder of face daily, and even
the skipper was greasier and more superior
as his eyes grew bright with inner fires.

So things went on for days on end. With
a hard, steady quartering breeze, the Rua-
pehu sped east on an easy helm, her sheets
and braces untouched, her decks dry and al-
most level. But never once did young An-
derson click his clogged heels; in spite of his
shipmates’ entreaties, and in spite of the
obvious change in the mates’ tempers, the .
tuneful mouth-organ was tuneless, the merry
clogs dead. .

This was the more noticeable when the
second mate came forward especially to
fetch Anderson to dance for the passengess.

“Shake a leg, Anderson,” the officer
bawled through the forecastle door; ‘“the
passengers want to see you dance. You’ll
get a hooker of rum and maybe a piece of
money too. Get a move on.”

“I can’t dance, sir,” replied young Ander-
son shortly.

“Can’t— Why, —— yer eyes!
out here. Why can’t you dance?”

“I’ve got a sore toe, sir.”

Voices were heard aft, roaring for the
clog-dancer. The second mate glared sus-
piciously at the seaman, glancing down at
his feet, which seemed quite able; then he
went out, telling Anderson to stand by.

“Wait till we see what the Old Man says
about it,” he said. “I bet you’ll dance, my
bully.”

He hastened aft, and the seamen gathered
around the unwilling dancer.

“Go on out and dance,” said one.
“Gor’bli'me, we ain’t seen y’ shake a leg,.
since——"

“And you won’t again in this ship,”
snapped Anderson, and he said it as if he
meant it.

“Aw, don’t sulk, lad,” urged another older -

Come
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man. ‘‘Ain’t got mad at yer shipmates,
bave y’? Besides, them miners is good for

a shot o’ rum, maybe for all hands, and just-

for a few flings o’ yer heels. And the mates
ain’t so bad, nuther, lately, boy.”

“To with the mates! And to —
with the miners!” cried the young seaman
furiously. “D’ye think I forget having my
skull cracked by one of those same mates?
And the miners, as you call them, they look
to me a darned sight more like bushrangers
than miners.  I've been up to the diggings
myself, and miners I've seen in plenty. I
won’t shake a foot for the likes of them, nor
the mates nor skipper either.”

“Maybe you’re wrong about them miners,
lad,” the oldest seaman put in gently. “And
you might———"

“I’m not so wrong as they are, I'll bet.
Look at the poor —— of a Chink. Has he
stuck his head outside the galley door in
daylight? Not since the miners came on
board. You know well enough thatjKwung
Ling isn’t so easily scared, too. He’s cooked
in the camps and knows a tough when he
sees one. No, sir. I don’t like the crowd
aft,and I don’t dance for them.”

Down through the humming breeze under
the foot of the fore course came the second
mate’s voice, sharp and commanding.

“Below, there! Send Anderson aft to the
captain!”

Young Anderson hurriedly slipped on his
shoes, as if to lend color to his claim to a sore
toe, and went aft with the full determination
to yield nothing of his manhood’s privilege
to authority. Dancing was his own per-
sonal accomplishment, in no way part of his
seamanly accomplishments, and he would
dance or not, just as he chose, and would see
captain, mates and miners in a hotter place
than the Great Bight before he’d dance for

them against his own choice.

\{' hurried along the maindeck. In
B\ the forecastle doors his shipmates
clustered, all peering out to see what was
afoot. Kwung Ling peeped out through the
cracks of his half-door, with his bright ob-
lique eyes almost closed by the frown on his
forehead. .

On the poop stood the skipper and his
four passengers, and all wore the appear-
ance of having just risen from a prolonged
and lurid debauch. Never had the superior
captain appeared so foolishly superior. His

THAT was what he thought as he
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expression, meant to imply a vast and over-
whelming dignity, was by virtue of much
Australian Burgundy and Scotch whisky
transformed into a vacuous mask of ruddy,
inflamed imbecility.

The passengers, having relapsed into their
natural estate of semi-intoxication, flung
aside what small advances they had made
to the decencies of civilization and looked
more than ever precisely what they were:
tough, half-savage white rascals, disheveled
of hair, flushed of face, careless of dress and
deportment.

One of them had slung a pistol-belt about
his waist, and from time to time took a pot-
shot at the bottles as they were flung over-
side. He reloaded his weapons as Anderson
came up to the ladder-foot, and leaned over
the rail beside the captain, glowering down
upon the young fellow who refused to amuse
that august company.

“So you decline to obey orders, eh?””
drawled the skipper, staring down super-
ciliously.

“No, sir; I do not,” retorted Anderson.
“My work does not include dancing. I
have never refused to obey an order, sir.”

“Then I order you to show these gentle-
men, my passengers, some of your steps.
Fetch along Ssome music, my man.”

“Beg pardon, sir, but I can’t dance,” in-
sisted Anderson.

“What d'ye mean, can’t?”’

“I have a sore toe, sir.”

The armed miner suddenly leaned down
and whispered into the captain’s ear, then
darted down the cabin companionway, leav-
ing the skipper grinning vacantly at what he
had heard. Anderson steod by the ladder,
awkwardly waiting to be dismissed; but his
dismissal did not come. He shifted from
one foot to the other and became vaguely
aware that all those red faces at the rail
above him were turned upon him with ex-
pressions that boded little good for him.

As he half-turned in his uneasy fidget-
ting, he could see the dodging shapes of the
crew under the foresail, and suddenly the
whole atmosphere around him seemed evil;
he felt a cold sweat breaking out on his neck.

Then there came a noisy flourish on a
mouth-organ, followed by a shrill bushman’s
yell and a capering of heavy boots.

“Le’s see whether we can make him dance
or not!”

Down the weather poop-ladder stamped
the armed miner, a mouth-organ in his
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right hand, a heavy revolver in his left.

“Now, h’l’ obstinate,” he yelled, waving
the revolver, “kick them feetsies around!
Step, now, lively, an’ do yer bestest best
onless y’ have toes to spare ’stid o’ sore
toes.”

He clapped the mouth-organ to his lips
and began to play a rollicking dance-tune
with some musical skill. With his pistol he
menaced young Anderson’s feet, and the
seaman backed along the deck. The music
stopped.

“Dance, curse y the man roared.
“D’ye think I got wind to spare? Start
now, afore I git through the introduction,
or off goes yer tootsies.”

The music started again, and Anderson,
still backing, stared around for some means
of escape. Then, with his back against the
edge of the galley door, his tormentor lost
patience and fired the first shot.

The bullet tore leather from his shoe, and
his foot tingled as if a galvanic battery had
been applicd to it. He heard a roar of
laughter from aft as the skipper and other
passengers saw what was coming, and dimly
he saw all of them come down the ladders
and draw nearer, intent on the sport. Sud-
denly realizing the true gravity of his situa-
tion when he glanced into the miner’s face
and saw the red devil lurking there, the
young seaman shuflled his feet nervously
and gradually broke into a dance.

Another shot speeded his steps, and the
music quickened. Soon he was lost in the
intricacies of his cleverest steps, and only
dimly did he sce the threatening figure in
front of him. Then the miner’s innate bru-
tality urged him (o fire another unnecessary
shot which tore through leather again and
pinched the flesh, and the shot proved the
spark which fired the blast.

Fury swift and fiery surged through
Anderson’s veins. The smoke from the
shot had scarcely blown clear of the rail
when he changed his step to a rapid climax
and finished with a hizh double kick.

Everything had sone red about him, but
he knew that his left toc had smashed the
mouth-organ against the miner’s lips and
that his right shoe had sent the revolver fly-
ing from the ruflian’s left hand, numbing
that member to the wrist. He heard behind
him the gasps of his shipmates; he heard the
foul oaths of the astonished rascal before
bhim; he had some notion that the officers
and passengers were closing in on him.
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Then, as in a nightmare, he saw the
bleeding-mouthed miner stop wringing his
tingling hand, clench his fist and swing a
terrific punch for his face. Still as if in a
dream he knew that he drew back in time
and that the impetus of the wild swing car-
ried the striker completely around. As the
man’s back was turned to him, he saw his
right hand tugging at his second revolver—
then the next thing he knew, clearly, was
coming to his senses and finding himself
gripped by the mates, with a sort of awed
solemnity on every face about him, and, at
his feet, the dead body of his late tormentor,
with the handle of a knife he had surely
never seen before sticking out from between
his shoulder-blades.

“Get irons and put him below,” ordered
the captain. _

“What’s it mean? I didn’t kill him!”
stammered Anderson, helplessly looking
around for a face which did not scowl at
him.

A half-laugh answered him.

“Oh, no,” rasped the voice of one of the
miners. ““’Course you didn’t do it! That
knife come down out o’ heaven, I s’pose?
You tell that to the judge, ol’ hoss.”

Dumbly the scaman submitted to be led
aft. He was sure of nothing, except that he
had been made to dance, and this horrid
thing had happened. But tapping at his
brain was the insistent suggestion of some
one having whispered as he was led away:

“You no wolly, An’son. Evelly t’ing
come light plopel time. 1 see.”

] 1O THE closed door of the sail-
1 room where the prisoner had event-
ually been put came the seconc
mate. Still sore at the seaman for flouting
his command to amuse the passengers, the
ofhicer now discovered a splendid method o
sticking splinters into Anderson’s soul.

“So you danced, hey?” he jibed, his fac
closc to the circular ventilator of the door
“You're a fine dancer, all right, my bucko
but you’re a darn poor specimen of :
murderer!”

“I’m no murderer!” Anderson yelled back
stung out of his moody silence. “If T killec
that man it was in self-defense, and all you
who say vou saw me kill him know that!

“Huh!  Self-defense? Knifed in th
back?” the second mate chuckled wickedly
listening intently for the groan he coul
always wring out by that taunt.




In Self-Defense

Then he wandered aft, bent upon im-
parting the secret to the mate, so that he,
too, might go and take a hack at the tor-
tured seaman.

7 3l WHILE Anderson suffered the tor-
»5 ments of a damned soul in the sail
locker, Captain Bailey held session
with the three miners in the seclusion of his
own private stateroom. The dead man
lay in his own bed, where the carpenter was
measuring him for a canvas shroud, to be
made in case it were found impossible to
carry the body into port.

The subject of the discussion was a
weighty one.

“D’ye think we’d better chance Mel-
bourne?” asked one of the passengers
doubtfully.

“Oh, it’s Melbourne without a doubt,
gentlemen!” put in the skipper with de-
cision. “I’m not going to carry a murderer
a fathom farther than I can help. You can
bury your mate decently, too.”

“You don’t figure in it at all, mister,”
growled .a second miner savagely. “We
paid you to carry us direct to New Zealand;
paid you —— well, too. You do what we
want, see?”’

Captain Bailey’s superiority almost van-
ished in face of the venomous look turned
upon him by the lowering speaker. The
third miner took up the argument.

“Don’t start yappin’ about orders in a
man’s ship,” he said sharply. “Thing is,
do we want to see a pal dumped to the fishes
like a lump o’ pork, or do we want to see
him planted in style and then see that the
man as knifed him gets what’s due to him?”’

“Is there a telegraph from Culver?” mut-
tered the first speaker.

“Oh, I think there’s little need to worry
about that,” the skipper put in again
eagerly. “There is a line from Israclite
Bay, of course, but I believe I am the only
man who could swear to seeing you gentle-
men there. I’'m certain that nobody else in
my ship saw that —"

“Say, mister, what exackly is your
bleedin’ game?” came the suspicious growl
from the previous critic of the skipper’s mo-

tives. “Ye're —— anxious to git to Mel-
bourne, seems tome. Don’t hunt trouble, I
warn ye.” .

“My dear chap,” beamed Bailey with an
effort at ease, “my motives are entirely sin-
cere. I have a dead man on board, and he
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deserves shore burial if possible. I have a
murderer on board, who deserves shore
burial, too. Ha-ha! I think that’s rather
good, hey?" However, as for my feelings
toward you gentlemen, you have paid me,
and paid well, for what you want, and if

"you insist upon standing on for Nelson,

why, we’ll just read a few words over your
unfortunate friend, slip him overboard, and
let Anderson sweat a few days longer. His
rope will tickle his throat just as much in
New Zealand as in Victoria, what?”’

“I think we’'ll take a chance,” suggested
the first miner with a queer grin at his
mates. “We stand to lose that little bet
with the other crowd, you know, about
gettin’ home first, but —” .

He completed the sentence with a harsh
laugh in which his mates joined mirthlessly.

“Right y’are, cap’n’, Melbourne it is,”
was the decision. '

@ WHEN the Ruapehu reached Mel-

bourne there was just barely time
| to allow the police to satisfy them- -
selves that the dead man had been stabbed
in the back, before the corpse shrieked for
burial with an insistence not to be longer
denied.

Then came Anderson’s trial. It was not
delayed unnecessarily, for the corpse was
there, the murderer, the knife and a host of
witnesses. Anderson stoutly maintained
that he had killed the miner in self-defense,
if he had killed him at all. He pleaded not
guilty at first, refusing to admit even to the
counsel provided for him that his hand had
driven home that knife. But even the crew,

~and last of all, the Chinese cook, testified

that he had struck the blow, and he there-
after stuck to his plea of self-defense.

The case was so clear, the witnesses so
obviously unbiased—his shipmates were too
openly sympathetic toward him for their
sincerity tc be doubted—that Captain
Bailey and his passengers were ready to re-
sume their interrupted voyage by the end
of the second day. There was no reason
for further delay, so far as they could sce;
but the judge postponed sentence to give
the defense the chance asked for to examine
Kwung Ling again.

Next day Kwung Ling had disappeared,
and the court waited impatiently. Ander-
son saw his chances dwindling every min-
ute, for, since the trial opened, he had be-
come more and more convinced in his mind
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that Kwung Ling himself had driven home
that knife, which, nobody denied, was a
French poultry-knife from the galley. His
belie was strengthened now by the cook’s
disappearance, and he told his counsel his
suspicions. The barrister smiled rather
queerly, but begged for a little more
time.

The long wait began to get on the nerves
of the three miners and the captain. They
whispered together and started to leave the
court, only to be stopped by some police-
men at the door.

“Oh, but you don’t want me,” expostu-
lated Captain Bailey with a greasy smile.
“I am not a material witness, you know.”

“Never mind, sir. Just hold on a bit
longer,” was the reply. “You’ll all get told
off ina little while. No hurry.”

The judge grew impatient and put an end
to the delay. He started to sum up, and ar-
rived at the point where grave doubt was
to be cast on a plea of self-defense in a case
where the victim was clearly knifed in the
back.

“That could hardly be, gentlemen,” he
said to the jury. “A man stabbed in the
back can not be threatening the person who
deals the stroke——"

“Hol’ on; hol’ on; I tellee you!”

Kwung Ling hurried into court, followed
by two plain-clothes detectives who re-
mained at the doors. The little China-
man’s head was held well up now, and when
he caught sight of the three miners he did
not avert his face, as hitherto.

Then he went on to tell how it was that
Anderson could kill in self-defense a man
who had his back turned to him. If he had
failed to make his evidence clear before, he
made no error now. Kwung Ling was a
changed man since he had vanished for
those vital hours. At times he glanced at
the two detectives as if to gain confidence
from them, and in his soft, rolling syllables
he told the court:
~ ‘“Long time I know miner fella. I cook

fol camp whe’ they stopalong one time.
—— robbels, I tell you! I ’flaid fo’ me
when they come to Roopeloo. Man make
An’son dance; plenty shoot him feet; sailol
kick gun away, minel swing big punch an’
not hit it; then minel reach fo’ mol’ gun
when he miss, an’ I put knife in sailol’s
hand and he fling it, so!”

Kwung Ling illustrated by arm-motion
the way in which Anderson, unconscious of

Adventure

the act, had thrown the poiated knife like a
javelin into the miner’s back.
“Why did you interfere? Do you know
t ”

Kwung Ling interrupted the court without
a qualm.

“I know s’pose An’son no kill that man,
he kill An’son. An’ I sabbee s’pose he see
me, he kill me too! He——"

In the back-of the court there was a sud-
den scrimmage, and shouting, and a shot
crashed out on the stifling air of the room.
Captain Bailey stood in dismay, staring
down at handcuffs upon his wrists and won-
dering how it had all happened. But the
two detectives and the police together were
finding their hands full with the three
alarmed miners, and in their mad struggles
they knocked him endwise into the hud-
dled crowd, where he remained until he was
led away with the robbers of miners’ gold
whose bribes he had taken to carry them
from the scene of their crimes into safety.

“The Chinaman, Kwung Ling, laid in-
formation with us that these men were a
notorious gang of goldfields highwaymen,
your honor,” one of the detectives told the
judge. “We telegraphed to Culver and
gave descriptions of the three men and
their dead mate. The reply just came in,
via Israelite Bay, from Menzies, that all
four are wanted for robbing the Menzies
Miners’ Bank and killing the cashier and a
teller. We shall carry them back, sir, if
you will arrange the necessary papers for
us.” ‘

“H’m!” muscd the judge, glancing keenly
at young Anderson. “And what of this
Captain Bailey? What has he done that
you're holding him?”

“Kwung Ling tells us that the steward
told him that the captain knew all along who
the passengers were. He had seen a notice
ashore «fter taking them as passengers, and
they paid him a thousand pounds to carry
on and say nothing.”

“I sce.”

The judge riffled over his papers for a
moment; then, turning to the prisoner, he
said:

“You are discharged, Anderson. 1 con-
gratulate you. Things looked very black
at one time, and I will state here that I
never expected ever to see a case of killing
in self-defense where the slain man received
his death-wound in the back. However,
this proves that such a thing may well be;
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but Kwung Ling there ought to have
spoken up in the course of his evidence.
He almost hanged you, leaving his real evi-
dence until so late.”

The judge glared over his spectacles at
the Inscrutable little Chinaman, and Kwung
Ling, with his hands up- his sleeves, replied
simply:

“I sabbee self-defense, too, judge. S’pose
I tellum all yes’day an’ day befo’, I git
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killum in night s’pose de thlee man stay
loose.

S’pose I git detective fi'st, an’ de-
tective git thlee bad man plopelly in plison,
I no git kill’ judge. Sabbee?”

“Yes,” smiled the judge, and the by-
standers joined in. “I think I sabbee,
Kwung Ling. You had almost to kill your
young friend here, in self-defense. All
right. Run along to your ship. You’re a
yellow peril—to scamps.” -

“THE LOST DAUPHIN"”
by Hugh Pendexter

LEAZAR WILLIAMS was the son of
Tehoragwanegen, the great war-chief
of the Caughnawaga Mohawks. When

twelve years old he was taken by his father
to Massachusetis to be educated for the
white man’s road. When he was nineteen
he Wwas urged to become a missionary to the
Indl?-ns- He eagerly accepted the sug-
gestion. He continued under the guidance
of various Protestant ministers and at the
age of twenty-four represented the Ameri-
can Board of Missions in Canada.

He joined the Indian Department as
Superintendent-general in 1812, his duties
being to dissuade his people from taking up
the ax for England. He rendered excellent
service for the United States in obtaining
information concerning the British troops,
and was wounded at the battle of Platts-
burg, N. Y.

He took up his residence at Oneida Castle
with General A. G. Ellis and remained with
him for several years, having promised to
teach him Latin, Greek and French.. Ellis
afterward said Williams knew nothing of
these languages, #nd had for his sole object
the acquiring of English from him, Ellis.
However, he induced the majority of the
Oncidas to abandon paganism. There fol-
lowed dissension among the Oneidas, who
charged Williams with gravely mismanag-
ing a church and school fund.

At the age of thirty-two Williams became
interested in a scheme to induce the Six
Nations to remove to the Lake Michigan
country. ‘This idea originated with Rev.
Jedediah Morse, who had traveled exten-
sivly through the Northwest. Williams
took credit for the plan. The Oneidas in
council strongly denounced the project.
Williams, as interpreter, faked their speech

in translating it to Morse. At the next
session, Williams absent, the Oneidas de-
clared his report of their first speeches was
an absolute falsehood.

In the mean while Williams was at Green
Bay, Wis., planning an Indian empire with
an emperor, doubtless himself. Now, in-
deed, was Williams a very busy man. The
Ogden Land Company held preemption
rights to nearly all Indian lands in western
New York. Williams hastened back from
the West to enlist the company’s aid and to
receive the company’s money. He be-
sieged the War Department for recognition
of his project, once the project of Rev.
Jedediah Morse. Williams was great on
taking up the other fellow’s game and
squeezing a penny from it. The land com-
pany threw its influence into the scales, and
Williams was told to go ahead and escort
a party of Indians to Green Bay, the trip
being “under the patronage, protection, and
with the assistance of the Government.”
The Iroquois flatly turned down the offer,
Red Jacket being their spokesman.

Yet so astute was Williams in scheming
that some Oneidas went to Wisconsin.

Then came an eclipsc for Williams. The
Indians would have none of him. The
various missionary societies wearied of his
reprehensible activitics, and he disappeared,
a ruined man. Not until 1853 did he bob
to the surface, claiming to be the Dauphin
of France, the Lost Prince. Ridiculous as
were his claims there were those who be-
lieved in him. Rev. John H. Hanson wrote
and published “The Lost Prince,” 1854,
supporting the claim. Williams showed
scars on his arms and legs, and declared they
were inflicted on him by his jailor, Simon, in
the Tower of the Temple, Paris.



Author of “‘Prester John.”

The Seventh Tale in the Series, “The Path of a King.” Each Story Entirely Complete in ltself_

The Story behind the Stories

SO THAT the general idea of this series of storics may be more visible in cich issue,
two of them each time appear together. For in the stories themselves there is practi-
cally nothing concrete to indicate any connection between one of them and any of the

others.
all the others in place and time and plot.
a thousand years—*“The Path of a King.”

Each story stands entirely on its own feet, complete in itself and differing from
Yet through them all runs a Path—a Path of

As expressed in the author’s foreword to the series, it is not for nothing that a great
man leaves posterity. The spark once transmitted may smolder for generations under
ashes, but at the appointed time it will flare up to warm the world. God never allows
waste. Yet we fools rub our eyes and wonder when we see genius come out of the gutter.
We none of us know our ancestors beyond a little way. We all of us may have king’s
blood in our veins. The dago who blacked your boots may be descended by curious
byways from Julius Casar. i

“I saw the younger sons carry the royal blood far down among the people, down even
into the kennels of the outcast. Generations follow, but there is that in the stock which
is fated to endure. The sons and daughters blunder and sin and perish, but the race goes
on, for there is a fierce stuff of life in it. Some rags of greatness always cling to it, and
somchow the blood drawn from kings it never knew will be royal again.  After long years,
unheralded and unlooked for, there comes the day of the Appointed Time.” .

You will note that practically the only surface suggestion of any kind of connection
betwecn one story and any of the others is that the king’s ring of the old Norse viking,
introduced in the first story, is more or less casually mentioned in following stories and
of course is always in possession of some one descended from that king, though the king

himself has long since faded from human memory.

HE horseman rode down the nar-
row vennel which led to the St.
Denis Gate of Paris, holding his
emsnmmmss nose like a fine lady. Behind him
the city reeked in a close August twilight.
From every entry came the smell of coarse
cooking and unclean humanity, and the
heaps of garbage in the gutters sent up a fog
of malodorous dust when they were stirred
by prowling dogs or hasty passengers.
- ““Another week of heat and they will have

the plague here,” he muttered. “Oh for
Eaucourt—Eaucourt by the waters! I
have too delicate a stomach] for this
Paris.” .

His thoughts ran on to the country be-
yond the gates, the fieMs about St. Denis, the:
Clermont downs. Soon he would be stretch-
ing his bay on good turf.

But the gates were closed, though it was
not yet the hour of curfew. The lieutenant
of the watch stood squarely before him with
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Eaucourt by the Waters

a forbidding air, while a file of arquebusiers
lounged in the archway.

“There’s no going out tonight,” was the
answer to the impatient rider.

“Tut, man, I am the Sieur de Laval, rid-
ing north on urgent affairs. My servants
left at noon. Be quick! Open!”

‘““The keys are at the Louvre. You must
seck them there.” The fellow grinned im-
pudently.

“Who ordered this folly?”’

“The Marshal Tavannes. Go argue with
him, if your mightiness has the courage.”.

The horseman was too old a campaigner
to waste time in wrangling. He turned his
horse’s head and retracted his path up the
vennel.

“Now what in God’s name is afoot to-
night?”’ he asked himself, and the bay tossed
his dainty head, as if in the same perplexity.
He was a fine animal with the deep barrel
and great shoulders of the Norman breed,
and no more than his master did he love
this place of alarums and stenches.

Gaspard de Laval was a figure conspicuous
enough even in that city of motley. For one

thing he was well over two yards high, and,
though somewhat lean for perfect propor-
tions, his long arms and deep chest told of no
common strength. He looked more than
his thirty years, for his face was burned the
color of teak by hot suns and a scar just
under the hair wrinkled a broad low fore-
head. His small pointed beard was bleached
by weather to the hue of pale honey. He
wore a steel back and front over a doublet
of dark taffeta, and his riding-coat was blue
velvet lined with cherry satin.

The man’s habit was somber except for
the shine of steel and the occasional flutter
of the gay lining. In his velvet bonnet he
wore 2 white plume. The rich clothing be-
came him well and had just a hint of foreign-
ness, as if commonly he was more roughly
garbed. Which was indeed the case, for he
was newly from the Western seas and had
celebrated his homecoming with a brave suit.

Asa youth he had fought under Condé in
the religious wars, but had followed Jean
Ribaut to Florida and had been one of the
few survivors when the Spaniards sacked St.
Caroline. With de Gourgues he had sailed
west again for vengeance, and had got it.
Thereafter he had been with the privateers
of Brest and La Rochelle, a hornet to search
out and sting the weak places of Spain on
the Main and among the islands.
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But he was not born to live continually in
outland parts, loving rather to intercalate
fierce adventures between spells of house-
keeping. The love of his green Picardy
manor drew him back with gentle hands.
He had now returned like a child to his play-
things, and the chief thoughts in his head
were his gardens and fish-ponds, the spin-
neys he had planted and the new German
dogs he had got for boar-hunting in the
forest. He looked forward to days of busy
idleness in his modest kingdom. :

But first he must see his kinsman, the ad-
miral, about certain affairs of the New
World which lay near to that great man’s
heart. Coligny was his godfather, from
whom he was named; he was also his kins-
man, for the admiral’s wife, Charlotte de
Laval, was a cousin once removed.

So to Chatillon Gaspard journeyed, and
thence, to Paris, whither the Huguenot
leader had gone for the marriage fétes of the
King of Navarre. Rcaching the city on the
Friday evening, he was met by ill ncws.
That morning the admiral’s life had been at-
tempted on his way back from watching the
king at tennis. Happily the wounds were
slight, a broken right forefinger and a bullet
through the left forearm, but the outrage
had taken away men’s breath. That the
Admiral of France, brought to Paris for
those nuptials which were to be a pledge of a
new peace, should be the target of assassins

‘shocked the decent and alarmed the timid.

The commonwealth was built on the side of
a volcano, and the infernal fires were mut-
tering. Friend and foe alike set the thing
down to the Guises’ credit, and the door of

" Coligny’s lodging in the rue de Béthisy was

thronged by angry Huguenot gentry, clam-
oring to be permitted to take order with
the Italianate murderers.

On the Saturday morning Gaspard was
admitted to audience with his kinsman, but
found him so weak from Monsieur Ambrose
Paré’s drastic surgery that he was compelled
to postpone his business.

“Get you back to Eaucourt,” said Col-
igny, “and cultivate your garden till I send
for you. France is too crooked just now for
a forthright fellow like you to do her ser-
vice, and I do not think that the air of Paris
is healthy for our house.”

Gaspard was fain to obey, judging that
the admiral spoke of some delicate state
business for which he was aware he had
no talent. A word with M. de Teligny
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reassured him as to the admiral’s safety, for
according to him the king now leaned heav-
ily against the Guises.

But lo and behold! The gates of Paris
were locked to him, and he found himself
interned in the sweltering city.

He did not like it. There was an ugly
smack of intrigue in the air, puzzling to a
plain soldier. Nor did he like the look of the
strects now dim in the twilight. On his way
to the gates they had been crammed like a
barrel of salt fish, and in the throng there
had been as many armed men as if an enemy
made a league beyond the walls.

There had been, too, a grcat number of
sallow Southern faces, as if the queen
mother had moved bodily thither a city of
her countrymen. But now, as the dark fell,
the streets were almost empty. The houses
were packed to bursting—a blur of white
faces could be scen at the windows, and
every entry seemed to be alive with silent
men. But in the streets there was scarcely
a soul cxcept priests, flitting from door to
door, even stumbling against his horse in
their preoccupation. Black, brown and gray
crows, they made Paris like Cartagena.

The man’s face took a very grim set as he
watched these birds of ill omen. What in
God’s name had befallen his honest France?
He was used to danger, but this secret mass-
ing chilled even his stout heart. It was like

a wood he remembered in Florida where

every bush had held an Indian arrow, but
without sight or sound of a bowman. There
was hell brewing in this foul caldron of a
city.

He stabled his horse in the yard in the rue
du Coq behind the glover’s house where he
had lain the night before. Then he set out
to find supper. The first tavern served his
purpose. Above the door was a wisp of red
wool, which he knew for the Guise colors.
Inside he looked to find a crowd, but there
was but one other guest. Paris that night
had business, it seemed, which did not lie in
the taverns.

That other guest was a man as big as him-
self, clad wholly in black, save for a stiff
cambric ruff worn rather fuller than the
fashion. He was heavily booted and sat
sidewise on a settle with his left hand tucked
in his belt and a great right elbow on the
board. Something in his pose, half-rustic,
half-braggart, seemed familiar to Gaspard.
The next second the two were in each other’s
arms.

Adventure

“Walter Champernoun!” cried Gaspard.
“When I left you by the Isle of Pines, I
never hoped to meet you again in a Paris
inn. What’s your errand, man, in this den
of thieves?”

“Business of state,”” the Englishman
laughed. “Tam here with Walsingham, her
Majesty’s ambassador, and looked to start
home tonight. But your city is marvelously
unwilling to part with her guests. What’s
toward, Gaspard?”

“For me, supper,” and he fell with zest to
the broiled fow! he had ordered.

g the wine of Anjou, observing that
he had a plaguey thirst.

“I think,” said Gaspard, at last raising
his eyes from his food, ‘‘that Paris will be
unwholesome tonight for honest men.”

“There’s a murrain of friars about,” said
Champernoun, leisurely picking his teeth.

“The place hums like a beehive before
swarming. Better get back to your am-
bassador, Walter. There’s sanctuary for
you under his cloak.”

The Englishman made a pellet of bread
and flicked it at the other's face.

“I may have to box your ears, old friend.
Since when have I taken to shirking a fra-
cas? We were together at St. John d’Ulloa
and you should know me better.”

‘““Are you armed?” was Gaspard’s next
question.

Champernoun patted his sword.

“Also there are pistols in my holsters.”

“You have a horse, then?”

“Stabled within twenty yards. My ras-
cally groom carried a message to Sir Francis,
and as he has been gone over an hour, I fear
he may have come to afi untimely end.”

“Then it will be well this night, for us two
to hold together. I know our Paris mob
and there is nothing crueler out of hell. The
pistoling of the Admiral de Coligny has
given them a taste of blood, and they may
have a fancy for killing Luteranos. Two
such as you and I, guarding each other’s
backs, may see sport before morning, and
happily rid the world of a few miscreants.
What say you, camerado?”

“Good. But what account shall we give
of ourselves if some one questions us?”’

“Why, we arc Spanish esquires in the train
of King Philip’s Mission. Our clothes are
dark enough for the dons’ fashion, and we
both speak their tongue freely. Behold in

THE other sent for another flask of
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me the Sefior Juan Gonzalez de Mendoza, a
poor knight of Castille, most earnest in the
cause of holy church,”
And 1" said the Englishman with the
lgzusto of a boy in a game, “am named
odriguez de Bobadilla. I knew the man,
¥ho is dead, and his brother owes me ten
Crowns, 'But if we fall in with the Am-
sador’s gentlemen?”

Ve will outface them.”

‘ But if they detect the imposture?”

. Y, Wring their necks.
tng as cautious as an apple-wife, Walter.”

."hen I set out on a business, I like to
weigh it, that I may know how much is to

charged to my own wits and how much I
must leave to God. Tonight it would ap-
pear that the Almighty must hold us very
tight by the hand. Well, I am ready when
I'have drunk another cup of wine.”

. He drew his sword and lovingly fingered
Its edge, whistling all the while.
spard went to-the door and looked into
the street. The city was still strangely
quet. No roysterers swaggered home along
€ Pavements, no tramp of cuirassiers told
of the passage of a great man. But again
he had the sense that hot fires were glowing
under these cold ashes.

The mist had lifted and the stars were
clear, and over the dark mass of the Louvre
agreat planet burned. The air was warm
and stifling, and with a gesture of impa-
tience he slamred the door. By now he
ought to have been drinking the cool night
on the downs beyond Oise.

The Englishman had called for another
bottle, and it was served in the empty tav-
em by the landlord himself. As the wine
was brought in, the two fell to talking Span-
ish, at the sound of which the man visibly
started. His furtive, sulky face changed to
ady friendliness.

“Your Excellencies have come to town for
the good work,” he said, sidling and bowing.

With 4 more than Spanish gravity Gas-
pard inclined his head.

“When does it start?” he asked.

“Ah, that we common folk do not know.
But there will be a signal. Father Antoine
has promised us a signal. But messieurs
have not badges. Perhaps they do not need
them, for their faces will be known. Never-
theless for better security it might be
wel—"’

He stopped with the air of a huckster
aying his wares.

You are get-
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Gaspard spoke a word to Champernoun
in Spanish. Then to the landlord:

“We are strangers, so must bow to the
custom of your city. Have you a man to
send to the Hotel de Guise?”

“Why trouble the duke, my lord?” was
the answer. “‘See, I will make you badges.”

He tore up a napkin and bound two white
strips crosswise “on their left arms and
pinned a rag to their bonnets.

“There, messicurs, you are now wearing
honest colors for all to see. It is well, tor
presently blood will be hot and eyes
blind.”

Gaspard flung him a piece of gold, and
he bowed himself out.

“Bonne fortune, lordships,” were his
parting words. “’Twill be a great night
for our Lord Christ and our lord king.”

“And his lord the devil,” said Champer-
noun. “What madness has taken your
good France? These are Spanish manners,
and they sicken me. Cockades and signals
and such like flummery!”

The other’s face had grown sober.

“For certain, hell is afoot tonight. It is
the admiral they seck. The Guisards and
their reitars and a pack of ’prentices mad-
dened by sermons. I would to God he were
in the palace with the King of Navarre and
the young Condé.” :

“But he is well guarded. I heard that a
hundred Huguenot swords keep watch by
his house.” ’

“Maybe. But we of the religion are too
bold and too trustful. We are no match
for the Guises and their Italian tricks. I
think we will go to Coligny’s lodgings.
Mounted, for a man on a horse has an ad-
vantage if the mob are out.”

The two left the tavern, both snifiing the
air as if they found it tainted. The streets
were filling now, and men were running as
if to a rendezvous, running hot-foot with-
out speech and without lights. Most wore
white crosses on their left sleeve.

The horses waited, already saddled, in
stables not a furlong apart, and it was the
work of a minute to bridle and mount.
The two as if by a common impulse halted
their beasts at the mouth of the rue du Coq
and listened. The city was quiet on the
surface, but there was a low, deep under-
current of sound, like the soft purring of a
lion before he roars. The sky was bright
with stars. There was no moon, but over
the isle was a faint, tremulous glow.
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“It is long past midnight,” said Gaspard.
“In a little it will be dawn.”

Suddenly a shot cracked out. It was so
sharp a sound among the muffled noises
that it stung the ear like a whip-lash. It
came from the dark mass of the Louvre,
from somewhere beyond the Grand Jardin.

It was followed instantly by a hubbub
far down the rue St. Honoré, and a glare
kindled where that street joined at the rue
d’Arbre Sec.

“That way lies the admiral,” Gaspard
cried. “I go to him,”and he clapped spurs
to his horse.

But as his beast leaped forward, another
sound broke out, coming apparently from
above their heads. It was the clanging of
a great bell.

There is no music so dominant as that
of bells. Their voice occupies sky as well
as earth, and they overwhelm the senses, so
that a man’s blood must keep pace with
their beat. They can suit every part, jan-
gling in wild joy or copying the slow pace of
sorrow or pealing in ordered rhythm blithe
but with a warnmg of mortality in their
cadence.

But this bell played dance-music. It
summoned to an infernal jig. Blood and
fever were in its broken fall, hate and mad-
ness and death.

Gaspard checked his plunging horse.

“By , it is from St. Germains I’ Auxer-
rois! The Palace Church! The king is in
it. It is a plot against our faith. They
have got the pick of us in their trap and
would make an end of us.”

From every house and entry men and
women and priests were pouring to swell
the army that pressed roaring eastward.
No one heeded the two as they sat their
horses like rocks in the middle of a torrent.

“The admiral is gone,” said Gaspard with
a sob in his voice. “Our few hundred
spears can not stand against the king’s
army. It remains for us to die with him.”

Champernoun was cursing steadily in a
mixture of English and Spanish, good
mouth-filling oaths delivered without heat.

“Die we doubtless shall, but not before
we have trounced this bloody rabble.”

Still Gaspard did not move.

‘““After tonight there will be no gentlemen
left in France, for we of the religion had
~ all the breeding.”

Then he laughed bitterly.

“I mind Ribaut’s last words, when
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Menendez slew him. ‘We are of earth,’
says he, ‘and to earth we must return, and
twenty years more or less can matter little!l’
That is our case tonight, old friend.”

“Maybe,” said the Englishman. ‘“But
why talk of dying? You and I are Spanish
caballeros. Walsingham told me that the
king hated that nation and that the queen
mother loved it not, but it would appear
that now we are very popular in Paris.”

“Nay, nay, this is no time to play the
Nicodemite. It is the hour for public con-
fession. I'm off to the dead admiral to take
order with his assassins.”

“Softly, Gaspard. You and I are old
companions in war, and we do not ride
against a stonc wall if there be a gate. It
was not thus that de Guorgues avenged
Ribaut at St. John’s. Let us thank God
that we hold a master card in this game.
We are two foxes in a flock of angry roos-
ters, and by the Lord’s grace we will take
our toll of them. .

“Cunning, my friend. A stratagem of
war! We stand outside this welter and,
having only the cold passion of revenge,
can think coolly. God’s truth, man, have
we fought the Indian and the Spanish for
nothing? Wily is the word. Are we two
gentlemen who fear God to be worsted by
a rabble of papegots and marannes?”’

BWS IT WAS the word “marannes” or, as
@@ we say “half-castes” which brought
conviction to Gaspard. Suddenly he
saw his enemies as less formidable, as some-
thing contemptible—things of a lower breed,
dupers who might themselves be duped.

“Faith, Walter, you are the true cam-
paigner. Let us forward and trust to God
to show us a road.”

They galloped down the rue St. Honoré,
finding an open space in the cobbles of the
center, but at the turning into the rue
d’Arbre Sec they met a block. A great
throng with torches was coming in on the
right from the direction of the Bourbon and
d’Alengon hétels.

Yet by pressing their horses with whip
and spur and by that awe which the two
tall, dark cavaliers inspired even in a mob
which had lost its wits, they managed to
make their way to the entrance of the rue
de Béthisy. Here they came suddenly
upon quiet.

The crowd was held back by mounted
men, who made a ring around the gate of a
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high, dark building. Inside its courtyard
there were cries and the rumor of fighting,
but out in the street there was silence.
Every eye was turned to the archway,
which was bright as day with the flare of
fifty lanterns.

The two rode to the ring of soldiers.!

‘“Make way,” Gaspard commanded,
speaking with a foreign accent.

“For whom, monsieur?”’ one asked, who
seemed of a higher standing than the rest.

“For the ambassador of the King of
Spa.in.’)

The man touched his bonnet and opened
up a road by striking the adjacent horses
with the flat of his sword, and the two rode
into the ring so that they faced the arch-
way. They could see a little way inside the
courtyard, where the light gleamed on ar-
mor. The men there were no rabble, but
Guise’s Swiss.

A priest came out, wearing the Jacobin
habit, one of those preaching friars who
had been fevering the blood of Paris. The
crowd behind the men-at-arms knew him,
for even in its absorption it sent up shouts
of greeting. He flitted like a bat toward
Gaspard and Champernoun and peered up
at them. His face was lean and wolfish,
with cruel, arrogant eyes.

“Hail, father!” said Gaspard in Spanish.
“How goes the good work?”

He replied in the same tongue.

“Bravely, my children. But this is but
the beginning. Are you girt and ready for
the harvesting?”

“We are ready,” said Gaspard. -

His voice shook with fury, but the Jaco-
bin took it for enthusiasm. He held up his
hand in blessing and then fluttered back
to the archway.

From inside the courtyard came the
sound of something falling and then a great
shout. The mob jamped to a conclusion.
" “That is the end of old Toothpick,” a
voice cried, using the admiral’s nick-
name.

There was a wild surge round the horse-
men, but the ring held. A body of soldiers
poured out of the gate with blood on their
bare swords. Among them was one tall
fellow all in armor, with a broken plume in
his bonnet. His face was torn and disfig-
ured and he was laughing horribly. The
Jacobin rushed to embrace him, and the
man fell on his knees to receive a blessing.

“Behold our hero,” the friar cried. ‘‘His
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good blade has rid us of the arch-heretic,”
and the mob took up the shout.

Gaspard was cool now. His fury had
become a cold thing like a glacier.

“I know him!”” he whispered to Champer-
noun. ‘He is the Italian Petrucci. He is
our first quarry.”

“The second will be that damned friar,”
was the Englishman’s answer.

Suddenly the ring of men-at-arms drew
inward as a horseman rode out of the gate
followed by half a dozen attendants. He
was a tall young man, very noble to look
upon, with a flushed face like a boy warm
from the game of paume. His long satin
coat was richly embroidered, and round his
neck hung the thick gold collar of some
order. He was wiping a stain from his
sleeve with a fine lawn handkerchief.

“What is this thing, gilt like a chalice?”
whispered Champernoun.

“Henry of Guise,” said Gaspard.

The duke caught sight of the two men in
the center of the ring. The lanterns made
the whole place bright and he could see
every detail of their dress and bearing.
He saluted them courteously.

“We make your Grace our compliments,”
said Gaspard. “We are of the household
of the ambassador of Spain and could not
rest indoors when great deeds were being
done in this city.”

The young man smiled pleasantly. There
was a boyish grace in his gesture. '

“You are welcome, gentlemen. I would
have every Catholic in Europe see with his
own eyes the good work of this Bartholo-
mew’s Day. I would ask you to ride with
me, but I leave the city in pursuit of the
Count of Montgomery, who is rumored to
have escaped. There will be much for you
to see on this happy Sunday.

“But stay! You are not attended, and
our streets are none too safe for strangers.
Presently the Huguenots will counterfeit
our white cross, and blunders may be made
by the overzealous.”

He unclasped the jewel which hung at
the end of his chain. It was a little Agnus
of gold and enamel, surmounting a lozenge-
shaped shield charged with an eagle.

“Take this,” he said, ‘“and return it to
me when the work is over. Show it if any
man dares to question you. It isa passport
from Henry of Guise. And now forward,”
he cried to his followers. ‘Forward for
Montgomery and the Vidame.”
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The two looked after the splendid figure.

“That bird is in fine feather,” said
Champernoun.

. Gaspard’s jaw was very grim.

I “Some day he will lie huddled under the
assassin’s knife. He will die as he has made
my chicf die, and his body will be cast to the
dogs. But he has given me a plan,” and he
spoke in his companion’s ear. ’

The Englishman laughed. His stolidity
had been slow to quicken, but his eyes were
now hot and he had altogether ccased to
swear.

“First let me get back to Walsingham’s
lodging. I have a young kinsman there—
Walter Raleigh—who would dearly love this
venture.”

“Tut, man, be scrious. We play a des-
perate game, and there is no place for boys
in it. \We have Guise’s jewel, and by the
living God we will use it. My mark is
Petrucci.”

“And the priest,” said Champernoun.

The crowd in the rue de Béthisy was
thinning, as bands of soldiers, ecach with its
tail of rabble, moved off to draw other cov-
ers. There was fighting still in many houses,
and on the rooftops as the pale dawn spread
could be scen the hunt for fugitives. Torches
and lanterns still flickered obscencly, and
the blood in the gutters shonc somctimes
golden in their glare and sometimes spread
drab and horrid in the waxing daylight.

The Jacobin stood at their clbow.

“Follow me, my lords of Spain,” he cried.
“No friends of God and the duke dare be
idle this happy morn. Follow, and I will
show you wonders.”

He led them cast to where a broader strect
ran to the river.

“Somewhere  here  lies  Teligny,”  he
croaked.  “Once he is dead, the sccond head
is lopped from the dragon of Babylon. Oh
that God would show me where Condé and
Navarre are hid, for without them our task
is incomplete.”

There was a great crowd about the door
of one house, and into it the Jacobin fought
his way with prayers and threats. Some
Huguenot—Teligny it might: be—was cor-
nered there, but in the narrow place only a
few could join in the hunt, and the hunters,
not to be impeded by the multitude, pres-
ently set a guard at the street door.

The mob below was already drunk with
blood and found waiting intolerable; but it
had no leader, and foamed aimlessly about

Adventure

the causeway. There were women in it,
with flying hair like Maenads, who shrilled
obscenities, and drunken butchers and wa-
termen and grooms who had started out for
loot and ended in sheer lust of slaying and
dozens of broken desperadoes and lid-cap-
tains, who looked on the day as their carni-
val. But to the mob had come one of those
moments of indecision when it halted and
eddied like a whirlpool. .

Suddenly in its midst appeared two tall
horsemen.

“Men of Paris,” cried Gaspard with that
masterful voice which is born of the deep
seas. ‘“You see this jewel. It was given
me an hour back by Henry of Guise.”

A rufhan examined it.

“Ay,” he murmured with reverence. “It
is our duke’s. I saw it on his breast before
Coligny’s house.” .

The mob was all ears.

“I have the duke’s command,” Gaspard
went on. ‘“He pursues Montgomery and
the Vidame of Chartres. Coligny is dead.
Teligny in there is about to die. But where
are all the others? Where is La Roche-
foucault? Where is Rosny? Where. is
Gramont?> Where above all are the young
Cond¢ and the King of Navarre?”

The names set the rabble howling. Every
eye was on the speaker.

Gaspard commanded silence.

“I will tell you. The Huguenots are cun-
ning as foxes. They planned this very day
to scize the king and make themselves mas-
ters of Irance. They have copied our
badge,” and he glanced toward the left arm.
“Thousands of them are waiting for re-
venge, and before it is full day, they will be
on you. You will not know them. You
will take them for your friends, and vou
will have your throats cut before you find
out vour error.”

A CROWD may be wolves one mo-

-r:q“k\' ment and chickens the next, for

cruelty and fear are cousins. A
shiver of apprchension went through the
more sober parts. One drunkard who
shouted was clubbed on the head by his
neighbor. Gaspard saw his chance.

“My word to you—the duke’s word—is to
forestall this deviltry. Follow me, and
strike down every band of white-badged
Huguenots. For among them be sure is the
cub of Navarre.”

It was the leadership which the masterless
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men wanted. Fifty swords were raised, and
a shout went up which shook the windows of
that lodging where even now Teligny was
being done to death. With the two horse-
men at their head the rabble poured west-
ward toward the rue d’Arbre Sec and the
Louvre, for there in the vicinity of the pal-
ace were the likeliest coverts.

“Now Heaven send us Petrucci,” said

- Gaspard. ‘“Would that the little man had
been alive and with me! This would have
been a ruse after his own heart.”

“I think the great Condé would have
specially misliked yon monk,” said the
Englishman.

“Patience, Walter. One foe at a time.
My heart tells me that you will yet get your
priest.”

The streets, still dim in the dawn, were
thickly carpeted with dead. The mob
kicked and befouled the bodies, and the
bravos in sheer wantonness spiked them
with their swords. There were women
there and children, lying twisted on the
causeway. Once a fugitive darted out of an
entry, to be brought down by a butcher’s ax.

“I have never seen worse in the Indies,”
and Champernoun shivered. “My stomach
turns. For Heaven’s sake let us ride down
this rabble!” .

“Patience,” said Gaspard, his eyes hard
as stones. ‘‘Cursed be he that putteth his
hand to the plow and then turns back.”

They passed several small bodies of Cath-
olic horse, which they greeted with cheers.
That was in the rue des Poulier; and at the
corner where it abutted on the quay before
the Hotel de Bourbon a ferret-faced man
ran blindly into them.

Gaspard caught him and drew him to his
horse’s side, for he recognized the landlord of
the tavern where he had supped.

“What news, friend?”’ he asked. -

The man was in an anguish of terror, but
he recognized his former guest.

“There is a band on the quay,” he stam-
mered. ‘“They are mad and do not know a
Catholic when they see him. They would
have killed me, had not the good Father
Antoine held them till I made off.”

“Who leads them?”’ Gaspard asked, hav-
ing a premonition.

“A tall man in crimson with a broken
plume.”

“How many?”’.

“Maybe a hundred, and at least half are

_men-at-arms.”

)
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Gaspard turned to Champernoun.

“We have found our quarry,” he said.

Then he spoke to his following and noted
with comfort that it was now some hun-
dreds strong and numbered many swords.

“There is a Huguenot band before us,” he
cried. “They wear our crosses, but this
honest fellow has barely escaped from them.
They are less than threescore. On them,
my gallant lads, before they increase their
strength, and mark specially the long man
in red, for he is the devil. It may be Na-
varre is with them.”

The mob needed no second bidding.
Their chance had come, and they swept
along with a hoarse mutter more fearful
than any shouting.

“Knee to knee, Walter,” said Gaspard,
“as at St. John d’Ulloa. Remember, Pe-
trucci is for me.”

The Italian’s band, crazy with dgink and
easy slaying, straggled across the wide quay
and had no thought of danger, till the two
horsemen were upon them. The songs died
on their lips, as they saw bearing down on
them an avenging army. Their scared cries
of “The Huguenots!” ‘“Montgomery!” were
to Gaspard’s following a confirmation of
their treachery.

The swords of the bravos and the axes and
knives of the Parisian mob made havoc with
the civilian rabble, but the men-at-arms re-
covered themselves and in knots fought a
stout battle. But the band was broken
at the start by the two grim horsemen who
rode through it as through meadow-grass,
their blades falling terribly, and then turned
and cut their way back.

Yet a third time they turned, and in that
last mowing they found their desire. A tall
man in crimson appeared before them. Gas-
pard flung his reins to Champernoun and in
a second was on the ground, fighting with a
fury that these long hours had been stifled.
Before his blade the Italian gave ground till
he was pinned against the wall of the Bour-
bon Hotel. His eyes were staring with
amazement and dawning fear.

“I am a friend,” he stammered in broken
French and was answered in curt Spanish.

Presently his guard weakened, and Gas-
pard gave him the point in his heart. Ashe
dropped to the ground, his conqueror bent
over him.

“The admiral is avenged,” he said. “Tell
your master in hell that you died at the ha.nd
of Coligny’s kinsman.”
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Gaspard remounted and, since the fight
had now gone eastward, they rode on to the
main gate of the Louvre, where they met a
company of the royal guards coming out to
discover the cause of an uproar so close to
the palace. He told his tale of the Spanish
embassy and showed Guise’s jewel.

. ‘“The streets are full of Huguenots badged

as Catholics. His Majesty will be well ad-
vised to quiet the rabble or he will lose some
trusty servants.”

In the rue du Coq, now almost empty, the
two horsemen halted.

“We had better be journeying, Walter.
Guise’s jewel will open the gates. In an
hour’s time all Paris will be on our trail.”

“There is still that priest,” said Champer-
noun doggedly.

He was breathing heavily, and his eyes
were light and daring. Like all his country-
men he was slow to kindle but slower to cool.

“In an hour, if we linger here, we shall be
at his mercy. Lect us make for the St. An-
toine Gate.”

The jewel made their way easy, for
through that gate Henry of Guise himself
had passed in the small hours.

“Half an hour ago,” the licutenant of the
watch told them, “I opened to another party
which bore the ‘duke’s credentials. They
were for Amiens to spread the good news.”

“Had they a priest with them?”

“Ay, a Jacobin monk, who cried on them
to hasten and not spare their horses. He
said therc was much to do in the North.”

“I think the holy man spoke truth,” said
Gaspard, and they rode into open country.

They broke their fast on black bread and
a cup of winc at the first inn, where a crowd
of frightened countrymen were looking in
the dircction of Paris. It was now about
seven o’clock, and a faint haze, which
promised heat, cloaked the ground. TIrom
it rose the towers and high-peaked roofs of
the city, insubstantial as a dream.

“Eaucourt by the waters!” sighed Gas-
pard. “That the same land should hold
that treasure and this foul city.”

“Their horses, rested and fed, carricd them
well on the north road, but by ten o'clock
they had overtaken no travelers, save a
couple of servants on sorry nags who wore
the Vidame of Amiens’ livery. They were
well beyond Oise ere they saw in the bottom
of a grassy vale a little knot of men.

“I make out six,”” said Champernoun, who
had a falcon’s eye. ‘““Two priests and four
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men-at-arms. Reasonable odds, such as I
love. Faith, that monk travels fast!”

“I do not think there will be much fight-
ing,” said Gaspard.

Twenty minutes later they rode abreast

.of the party, which at first had wheeled

round on guard and then had resumed its
course at the sight of the white armlets.
[':t‘ % % Four lusty arquebusiers escorted the
Jacobin. But the sixth man was no
priest. He was a Huguenot minister whom
Gaspard remembered with Condé’s army,
an elderly, frail man bound with cruel thongs
to a horse’s back and his legs tethered
beneath its belly. ) ’
Recognition awoke in the Jacobin’s eye.
“Ah, my lords of Spain! What brings

you northward?”
Gaspard was by his side, while Champer-

IT WAS as Champernoun had said.

‘noun a pace behind was abreast the min-

ister.

“To see the completion of the good work
begun this morning.”

“You have come the right road. I go
to kindle the North in a holy emulation.
That heretic dog behind is a Picard, and
I bring him to Amiens that he may perish
there as a warning to his countrymen.”’

“So?” said Gaspard, and at the word the
Huguenot’s horse, pricked stealthily by
Champernoun’s sword, leaped forward and
dashed in fright up the hill, its rider sitting
stiff as a doll in his bonds.

The Jacobin cried out and the soldiers
made as if to follow, but JGaspard’s voice
checked them.

“Let be. The beast will not go far. I
have matters of importance to discuss with
this reverend father.”

The priest’s face sharpened with a sud-
den suspicion.

“Your manners are somewhat peremp-
tory, Sir Spaniard. But speak and let us
get on.”

“I have only the one word. I told you
we had come north to see the fruition of the
good work, and you approved. We do not
mean the same. By good work I mean that
about sunrise I slew with this sword the
man Petrucci, who slew the admiral. By
its fruition I mecan that I have come to
settle with you.”

“You?” the other stammered.

“I am Gaspard de Laval, a kinsman and
humble follower of Coligny.” :
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The Jacobin was no coward.

“A traitor!” he cried. “A Huguenot!
Cut them down, my men,” and he drew a
knife from beneath his robe.

But Gaspard’s eye and voice checked
the troopers. He held in his hand the gold
trinket. \

“I have no quarrel with you. This is
the passport of your leader, the duke. I
show it to you, and if you are questioned
about this day’s work you can reply that
you took your orders from him who carried
Guise’s jewel. Go your ways back to Paris,
if you would avoid trouble.”

Two of the men seemed to waver, but
the cry of the priest detained them.

“They seek to murder me!” he screamed.

“Would you desert God’s Church and burn

in torment forever?”

He hurled himself on Gaspard, who
caught his wrist so that the knife tinkled
on the highroad while the man overbal-
anced himself and felll The next second
the mélée had begun.

It did not last long. The troopers were
heavy fellows, cumbersomely armed, who,
even with numbers on their side, stood little
chance against two swift swordsmen who
had been trained to fight together against
crazy odds. One Gaspard pulled from the
saddle so that he lay senseless on the
ground. One Champernoun felled with a
sword-cut of which no morion could break
the force. The two others turned tail and
fled, and the last seen of them was a dust
cloud on the road to Paris.

Gaspard had not drawn his sword. They
stood by a little river, and he flung Guise’s
jewel far into its lilied waters.

“A useful bauble,” he smiled, “but its
purpose is served.”

The priest stood in the dust, with furious
eyes burning in an ashen face.

“What will you do with me?”

“This has been your day of triumph,
father. I would round it off worthjly by
helping you to a martyr’s crown. Walter,”
and he turned to his companion, ‘“go up
the road and fetch me the rope which binds
the minister.”

The runaway was feeding peaceably by
the highway. Champernoun cut the old
man’s bonds and laid him fainting on the
grass. He brought back with him a length
of stout cord.

“ILet the brute live,”’ he said. ‘“Duck him
and truss him up, but don’t dirty your
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hands with him. I'd as lief kil a woman
as a monk.”

But Gaspard’s smiling face was as a
rock.

“This is no Englishman’s concern. To-
day’s shame is France’s, and a Frenchman
alone can judge it. Innocent blood is on
this man’s hands, and it is for me to pay
the first instalment of justice. The rest
Ileave to God.”

So when an hour later the stunned
troopers recovered their senses, they found
a sight which sent them to their knees to
patter prayers. For over the arch of the
bridge dangled the corpse of the Jacobin.
And on its breast it bore a paper setting
forth that this deed had been done by Gas-
pard de Laval, and the Latin words “O s¢
sic omnes!”’

Meantime far up in the folds of the
Santerre a little party was moving through
the hot afternoon. The old Huguenot,
shaken still by his rough handling, rode as
if in a trance. Once he roused himself and
asked about the monk. i

“I hanged him like a mad .dog,” said
Gaspard.

The minister shook his héad.

“Violence will not cure violence.”

“Nay, but justice may follow crime. 1
am no Nicodemite. This day I have made
public confession of my faith and abide
the consequences. From this day I am an
exile from France so long as it pleases God
to make His church an anvil for the blows
of His enemies.”

“I too am an exile,” said the old man.
“If T come safe to Calais, I shall take ship
for Holland and find shelter with the
brethren there. You have preserved my
life for a few more years’ toil in my Master’s
vineyard. You say truly, young sir, that
God’s church is now an anvil, but remem-
ber for your consolation that it is an anvil
which has worn out many hammers.”

Late in the evening they came over a
ridge and looked down on a shallow valley
all green and golden in the last light. A
slender river twined by alder and willow
through the meadows. Gaspard reined in
his horse and -gazed on the place with a
hand shading his eyes.

“I have slain a man to my hurt,” he said.
“See, there are my new fish-ponds half-
made, and the herb-garden and the terrace
that gets the morning sun. There is the
green lawn which I called my quarter-deck,
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the place to walk of an evening. Farewell,
my little gray dwelling?”

Champernoun laid a kindly hand on his
shoulder.’

‘“We will find you the mate of it in
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Devon, old friend,” he said.
But Gaspard was not listening.
“Eaucourt by the waters,” he repeatec
like the refrain of a song, and his eyes were
full of tears.

The Hidden City™

The Eighth Tale in the Series, “The Path of a King.” Each Story Entirely Complete in Itself

P=TYHE two ports of the cabin were
g 4 disks of scarlet, that pure trang
' lucent color which comes from the
&maxcaw reflection of sunset in leagues of
still water. The ship lay at anchor under
the high green scarp of an island, but on the
side of the ports no land was visible—only
a circle in which sea and sky melted into
the quintessence of light.

The air was very hot and very quiet. In-
side a lamp had been lighted, for in those
laditudes night descends like a thunderclap.
Its yellow glow joined with the red eve-
ning to cast orange shadows. On the wall
opposite the ports was a small stand of
arms, and beside it a picture of the Magda-
len, onc of two presented to the ship by
Lord Huntingdon; the other had been given
to the wife of the governor of Gomera in the
Canaries when she sent fruit and sugar to
the vovagers. Underneath on a couch
heaped with deerskins lay the admiral.

The fantastic light revealed cvery line
of the man as cruelly as Spring sunshine.
It showed a long, lean face cast in a high
mold of pride. The jaw and cheekbones
were delicatc and hard; the straight nose
and the strong arch of the brows had the
authority of onc who all his days had been
used to command.

But age had descended on this pride—
age and sickness. The peaked beard was
snowy white, and the crisp hair had thinned
from the forehead. The forehcad itself
was high” and broad, crossed with an in-
finity of small furrows. The cheeks were
sallow with a patch of faint color showing
as if from a fever. The heavy cyelids were
gray like a parrot’s. It was the face of a
man ailing both in mind and body.

But in two features youth still lingered.
The lips under their thatch of white mus-
& See note to preceding story.

his cold rigors.

tache were full and red, and the eyes, of
some color between blue and gray, had for
all their sadness a perpetual flicker of quick
fire.

He shivered, for he was recovering from
the fifth fever he had had since he left
Plymouth. The ailment was influenza, and
he called it a calenture. He was richly
dressed, as was his custom even in out-
landish places, and the furred robe which
he drew closer round his shoulders hid a
doublet of fine maroon velvet. For com-
fort he wore a loose collar and band instead
of his usual cut ruff.

He stretched out his hand to the table at
his clbow where lay the Latin version of
his “Discovery of Guiana,” of which he
had been turning the pages, and beside it -
a glass of whisky, almost the last of the
thirty-two-gallon cask which Lord Boyle
had given him in Cork on his way out. He
replenished his glass with water from a
silver carafe and sipped it, for it checked
As he set it down, he
looked up to grect a man who had just
entered. -

The newcomer was not more than forty
vears old, but life had played havoc with
his body. He was a tall man like the ad-
miral, but he was lame of his left leg and
held himself with a stoop. His left arm,
too, hung limp and withered by his side.
The skin of his face was gnarled like the
bark of a tree and seamed with a white
scar which dropped over the corner of one
eyc and so narrowed it to half the size of
the other. He was the captain of Raleigh’s
flagship, the Destiny, an old seafarer, who
in twenty vears had lived a century of ad-
venture.

“I wish you good evening, Sir Walter,”
he said in his decp voice. “They tell me
the fever is abating.”
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The admiral smiled wanly, and in his
smile there was still a trace of the golden
charm which had once won dll men’s hearts.
“My fever will never abate this side the
grave,” he said. “Jasper, old friend, I
would have you sit with me tonight. I am
like King Saul, the sport of devils. Be
you my David to exorcise them. I have
evil news. Tom Keymis is dead.”

The other nodded. Tom, Keymis had
been dead for ten days, since before they
left Trinidad. He was aware of the ob-
session of the admiral’s, which made the
tragedy seem fresh news daily.

“Dead,” said Raleigh. “I slew him by
my harshness. I see him stumbling off to
his cabin, an old bent man, though
younger than me. But he failed me. He
betrayed his trust. Tush, what does that
matter? We are all dying. Old Tom has
only gone on a little way before the rest.
And many went before him.”

The voice had become shrill and hard.
He was speaking to himself.

‘““The best—the very best. My brave
young Walter and Cosmor and Piggot and
John Talbot and Ned Coffyn. Ned was
vour kinsman, Jasper?”

“My cousin—the son of my mother’s
brother.”

The man spoke like Raleigh in a Devon
accent, with the creamy slur in the voice
and the sing-song fall of western England.

“Ah, I remember. Your mother was
Cecily Coffyn, from Combas on the Moor
at the back of Lustleigh. A pretty gtl—I
mind her long ago. I would I were on
the moor now, where it is always fresh
and blowing. And your father—the big
Frenchman who settled on one of Walter
Champernoun’s manors. I loved his jolly
laugh. But Cecily sobered him, for the
Coffyns were always a grave and pious
race. Walter is dead these many years.
Where is your father?”

“He died in ’S2 with Sir Humfrey Gil-
bert.”

Raleigh bowed his head.

“He went to God with brother Humfrey!
Happy fate! Happy company! But he

left 'a brave son behind him, and I have .

lost mine. Have you a boy, Jasper?”

“But the one. My wife died ten years
ago come Martinmas. The chlld is with
his grandmother on the moor.’

“A promising child?”

“A good lad, so far as I have observed
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him, and that is not once in a twelve-
month.”

“You are a hungry old sea-dog. That
was not the Coffyn fashion. Ned was for-
ever homesick out of sight of Devon. They
worshiped their bleak acres and their fire-
side pieties.

“Ah, but I forget. You are de Laval en
one side, and that is strong blood. There
is not much in England to vie withit. You
were great nobles when our Cecils were
husbandmen.”

He turned on a new tack.

“You know that Whitney and Wollaston
have deserted me. They would have had
me turn pirate, and when I refused, they
sailed off and left me. This morning I saw
the last of their topsails. Did I right?” he
asked fiercely.

“In my judgment you did right.”

“But why—why?”’ Raleigh demanded.
“I have the commission of the King of
France. What hindered me to usc my
remnant like hounds to cut off the stragglers
of the Plate Fleet? That way lies much
gold, and gold will buy pardon for all
offenses. What hindered me, I say?”’

“Yourself, Sir Walter.”

Raleigh let his head fall back on the
couch and smiled bitterly.

“You say truly—myself. 'Tis not a
question of morals, mark ye. A better
man than I might turn pirate with a clear
conscience. But for Walter Raleigh it
would be black sin. He has walked too
brazenly in all weathers to seek common
portsin a storm. It becomes not the fortune
in which he once lived togo journeys of picory.

“And there is another reason. I have
suddenly grown desperate old. I think I
can still endure, but I can not institute.
My action is by and over and my passion
has come.”

“You are a sick man,”
with pity in his voice. _

“Sick! Why yes. But the disease goes
very* deep. The virtue has gone out of
me, old comrade. I no longer hate or
love, and once I loved and hated extremely.
I am become like a frail woman for “tol-
erance. Spain has worsted me, but I bear
her no ill-will, though she has slain my
son. Yet once I held all Spaniards the
devil's spawn.”

“You spoke kindly of them in your his-
tory,” said the other, “when you praised
their patient virtue.”

said the captain
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“Did I? I have forgot. Nay, I remember.
When I wrote that sentence, I was think-
ing of Berrco. I loved him, though I took
this city. He was a valiant and liberal
gentleman and of a great heart. I mind
how I combated his melancholy, for he
was most melancholic.

“But now I have grown like him. Per-
haps Sir Edward Coke was right and I have
a Spanish heart. I think a man can not
strive wholeheartedly with an enemy unless
he have much in common with him, and as
the strife goes on, he gets liker. Ah, Jasper,
once I had such ambitions that they made
a fire all around me. Once I was like Kit
Marlowe’s in Tamburlaine—

Threatening the world with high astounding terms
And scourging kingdoms with his conquering
sword.

But now the flame has died and the ashes
are cold. And I would not revive them if I
could. There is nothing under heaven that
I desire.”

The seaman’s face was grave and
kindly.

“I think you have flown too high, Sir
Walter. You have aimed at the moon and
forgotten the merits of our earthly hills.”

“True, true!”

Ralcigh’s micn was for a moment more
lively.

“That is a shrewd comment.  After three
score ycars I know my own heart. I have
been cursed with a devil of pride, Jasper.
Man, I have never had a friend. Followers
and allics and companions, if vou please,
but no fricnd.  Others—simple folk—would
be set singing by a May morning or a
warm tavern fire or a woman’s face. I have
known fellows to whom the earth was so
full of little pleasures that after the worst
clouts they rose like larks from a furrow.

“A wise philosophy—Dbut I had none of
it. Isaw always the little pageant of man’s
life like a child’s pecp-show beside the dark
wastes of eternity. Ah, I know well I
struggled like the rest for gauds and honors,
but they were only tools for my ambition.
For themselves I never valued them. I
aimed at a master fabric, and since I have
failed, I have now no terrestrial cover.”

The night had fallen black, but the cabin
windows were marvelously patined by
stars. Raleigh’s voice had sunk to the
hoarse whisper of a man still fevered. He
let his head recline again on the skins and
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closed his eyelids. Instantly it became the
face of an old and very weary man.
@ he now spelled his name on the rare
N\ : :
occasions when he wrote it—thought

he was about to sleep and was rising to
withdraw, when Raleigh’s eyes opened.

“Stay with me;” he commanded. “Your
silence cheers me. If you leave me, I have
thoughts that might set me following Tom
Keymis. Kit Marlowe again! I can not
get rid of his accursed jingles. How do
they go?”

THE sailor, Jasper Lauval—for so

“Hell hath no limits, nor is circumscribed
In one self-place; for where we are is hell

And where hell is there must we ever be."

Laval stretched out a cool hand and laid
it on the admiral’s hot forehead. He had
a curiously steadfast gaze for all his droop-

ing left eye. Raleigh caught sight of the
withered arm.
“Tell me of your life, Jasper. How came

you by such a mauling? Let the tale of
it be like David’s harping and scatter my
demons.”

The seaman sat himself in a chair.

“That was my purpose, Sir Walter. For
the tale is in some manner a commentary
on your late words.”

“Nay, I want no moral. Let me do the
moralizing. The tale’s the thing. See, fill
a glass of this Irish cordial. ’Twill kecp
off the chill from the night air. When and
where did you get so wofully battered?”

“’Twas six years back when I was with
Bovill.”

Ralcigh whistled.

“You were with Robert Bovill? What in
Heaven’s name did one of Coffvn blood
with Robert? If ever man had a devil,
’twas he. I mind his sullen black face and
his beard in two prongs. I have heard he
is dead—on a Panama gibbet?”

“He is dead; but not as he lived. I was
present when he died. He went to God a
good Christian, praving and praising. Next
day I was to follow him, but I broke prison
in the night with the help of an Indian and
went down the coast in a stolen patache to
a place where thick forests lined the seca.
There I lay hid till my wounds healed, and
by and by I was picked up by a Bristol ship
that had put in to water.”

“But your wounds—how got you them?>"

“At the hands of the priests. They
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“He sailed with me in '95. So that was
the end of Francis?”

“We were now eleven, and two of them
dying. Above the rocks on the plain we
looked for ease, but found none. ’'Twas
like the bottom of a dry sea, all sand and
great clefts, and in every hollow monstrous
crabs that scattered the sand like spindrift
as they fled from us. Some of the beasts
we slew, and the blood of them was green
as ooze, and their stench like a charnel-
house.

“Likewise there were everywhere fat vul-
tures that dropped so close they fanned us
with their wings. And in some parts there
were cracks in the ground through which
rose the fumes of sulfur that'set a man’s
head reeling.”

Raleigh shivered.

“Madre de Dios, you portray the very
floor of hell.”

“Beyond doubt the floor of hell. There
was but one thing that could get us across
that devil’s land, for our bones were molten
with fear. At the end rose further hills, and
we could see with our eyes they were green.

“Captain Bovill was like one transfigured.
‘See,” he cried, ‘the Mountain of God! Par-
adise is before you, and the way to para-
dise, as is well known, lies through the
devil’'s country. A little longer, brave
hearts, and we shall be in port.’

“And so fierce was the spirit of that man
that it lifted our weary shanks and fevered
bodies through another two days of tor-
ment. I have no clear memory of those
hours. Assuredly we were all mad and
spoke with strange voices. My eyes were
so gummed together that I had often to
tear the lids apart to see. But hourly that
green hill came nearer, and toward dusk of
the sccond day it hung above-us. Also we
found sweet water and a multitude of creep-
ing vines bearing a wholesome berry. Then
as we lay down to sleep, the priest came
to us.”

Raleigh exclaimed:

“What did a priest in those outlands? A
Spaniard?”’

“Aye. But not such as you and I have
ever known elsewhere. Papegot or no, he
was a priest of the Most High. He was
white and dry as a bone, and his eyes
burned glassily. Captain Bovill, who liked
not the dark brothers, would have made
him prisoner, for he thought him a fore-
runner of a Spanish force, but he held up a
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ghostly hand and all of us were struck with
a palsy of silence. For the man was on
the very edge of death.

“‘Moriturus te salulo, he says, ‘“and
then he fell to babbling in Spanish, which
we understood the better. Food, such as
we had, he would not touch, nor the sweet
well-water. ‘I will drink no cup,” he said,
‘till I drink the new wine with Christ in
His Father’s kingdom. For I have seen
what mortal eyes have not seen, and I have
spoken with God’s ministers and am
anointed into a new priesthood.’

“I mind how he sat on the grass, his
voice drifting faint and small like a babe’s
crying. He told us nothing of what he was
or whence he came, for his soul was pos-
sessed of a revelation.

“‘These be the Hills of God,” he cried.
‘In a little you will come to a city of the
old kings, where gold is as plentiful as sand
of the sea. There they sit frozen in metal
waiting the judgment. Yet they are al-
ready judged, and, I take it, justified, for
the dead men sit as warders of a greater
treasure-house.’

“I think that we eleven—and two of us
near death—were already half out of the
body, for weariness and longing shift the
mind from its moorings. I can hear yet
Captain Bovill asking very gently of this
greater treasure-house, and I can hear the
priest like one in a trance, speaking high
and strange.

“‘It is the Mountain of God,’ he said,
‘which lies a little way farther. There may
be seen the heavenly angels ascending and
descending.”

RALEIGH shook his head.

“Madness, Jasper—the madness
begot of too much toil. I know it.
And yet I do not know. 'Tis not for me to
set limits to the marvels that are hid in that
western land. What next, man?”’

“In the small hours of the morning the
priest died. Likewise our two sick. We
dug graves for them, and the captain bade
me say prayers over them. The nine of
us left were shaking with a great awe. We
felt lifted up in bodily strength, as if for a
holy labor. Captain Bovill’s stout counte-
nance wore an air of humility.

“‘We be dedicate,” he said, ‘to some
high fortune. Let us go humbly and praise
God.’

“The first steps we took that morning we

alatd
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walked like men going into church. Up a
green valley we journeyed, where every
fruit grew and choirs of birds sang—up a
crystal river to a cup in the hills. And
I think there was no one of us but had his
mind more on the angels whom the priest
had told of than on the golden kings.”

Raleigh had raised himself from the
couch and sat with both elbows on the
table, staring hard at the speaker.

“You found them? The gold kings?”’

“We found them. Before noon we came
into a city of tombs. Grass grew in the
streets and courts and the bronze doors
hung broken on their hinges. But no wild
things had laired there. The place was clean
and swept and silent. In each dwelling the
roof was of beaten gold, and the square pil-
lars were covered with gold plates, and where
the dead sat was a wilderness of jewels.

“I tell you, all the riches that Spain has
drawn from all her Indies since the first
conquistador set foot in them would not
vie with the preciousness of a single one
among those dead king’s houses.”

“And the kings?”’ Raleigh interjected.

“They sat stiff in gold on their thrones,
their bodies fashioned in the likeness of
men. But they had no faces—only golden
plates set with gems.”

“What fortune! What fortune!
what did you then?”

“We went mad.”

melancholy.

@\' 1 “We, who an hour before had been
flled with high contemplations, went mad
like common bravos at the sight of plunder.
No man thought of the grecater treasure
which these gold things warded. We
laughed and cried like children and tore
at the plated dead. . . . I mind how I
wrenched off one jewcled face with the
haft of my dagger, and a thin trickle of
bones fell inside.

“And yet, as we ravened and plundered,
we would fall into fits of shivering, for the
thing was not of this world. Often a man
would stop and fall to weeping. But the
lust of gold consumed us, and presently we
only sorrowed because we had no sumpter
mules to aid its transit and had a terror
of the infernal plain and valley we had
traveled.

“Captain Bovill made camp in a mead
outside the city, and one of us shot a deer

And

THE seaman’s voice was slow and
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so that we supped full. He unfolded his
purpose, which was that we should pack
about our persons such jewels as were the
smallest and most precious, and some gold
likewise as an earnest, and by striking
northward through the mountains seek to
reach at a higher point in its course the
river by which we had entered from the
sea. I mistrusted the plan, for the chart
had shown but the one way, but the terror
of the road we had come was strong on me
and I made no protest. So we packed our
treasure, so that each man staggered under
it, and before noon left the place of the
kings.”

“And then? Was the road desperate?”

Raleigh’s pale eyes had the ardor of a
boy’s.

“Desperate beyond all telling. An es-
calade of sheer mountains and a battling
through vales choked with unbelievable
thorns. Yet there was water and food, and
the hardships were not beyond mortal en-
durance. ’Twas not a haunted hell like the
way up. Wherefore I knew it would lead
us to disaster, for ’twas not ordained, as
the path in the chart had been.”

Raleigh laughed. :

“TFaith, vou show your mother’s race.
All Coffyns have in their souls the sour
milk of Jean Calvin.”

“Judge if I speak not the truth. Bit by
bit we had to cast our burdens till only the
jewels remained. And on the seventh day,
when we were in sight of the river, we met
a Spanish party, a convoy from their
northern mines.  We marched looscly and
blindly, and they camc on us unawares.
We had all but rcached the river’s brink,
so had the strcam for a defensc on one side,
but before we knew, they had taken us on
flank and rear.”

“Man.\'?YV

“A matter of threescore fresh and well
armed against ninc wearv men mortally
short of powder. That marked the end
of our madness. and we became again sober
Christians.  Most notable was Captain
Bovill.

“‘We have scen what we have seen,” he
told us, as we cast up our dcfenses under
Spanish bullets, ‘and nonc shall wrest the
secret from us. If God wills that we perish,
"twill perish too. The odds are something
heavier than I like, and if the worst befall,
I trust every man to fling into the river
what jewels-he carrigs sooner than let them
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become spoils of war. For if they see such
preciousness, they will be fired to inquiry
and may haply stumble on our city.
Such of us as live will some day return
there.’

“I have said we had little powder, but
for half a day we withstood the assault,
and time and again when the enemy leaped
inside our lines we beat him back. At the
end, when hope was gone, you would hear
little splashes in the waters as this man or
that put his treasures into eternal hiding.
A Spanish sword was like to have cleft my
skull, but before I lost my senses, I noted
Captain Bovill tearing the chart in shreds
and using them to hold down the last
charges for his matchlock. He was crying,
too, in English that some day we would
return the road we-had come.”

“And you returned?”’

The scaman shook his head.

“Not with earthly fect. . Four of us they
slew outright, and two more died on the
way coastward. For long I was between
death and life, and knew little till I woke in
the almirante’s cell at Panama. The rest
you have heard. Captain Bovill died prais-
ing God, and with him threc stout lads out
of Somerset. I escaped and tell you the
tale.”

Raleigh had sunk his brow on his hands
as if in meditation. With a sudden motion
he rose to his feet and stared through the
port, which was now tremulous with the
foreglow of the tropic dawn. He put his
head out and sniffed the sweet, cold air.
Then he turned to his companion.

“You know the road back to the city?”

The other nodded.

“I alone of men.”

“What hinders, Jasper?”

Raleigh’s face was sharp and eager, and
his eyes had the hunger of an old hound on
a trail.

“They are all deserting me and look but
to save their throats. Most are scum and
have no stomach for great enterprises. I
can send Herbert home with three ship-
loads of faint hearts, while you and I take
the Destiny and steer for fortune. Ned
King will come—ay, and Pommeroz. What
hinders, old friend?”’

The seaman shook his head.

“Not for me, Sir Walter.”

“Why, man, will you lct that great mar-
vel lie hid till the hills crumble and bury
it?”
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" “I will return—but not yet. When I
have seen my son a man, I go back, but I
go alone.”

“To the city of the gold kings?”

“Nay, to the Mount of the Angels, of
which the priest told.”

There was silence for a minute. The
light dawn wind sent a surge of little waves
against the ship’s side, so that it seemed
as if the now flaming sky was making its
song of morning. Raleigh blew out the
flickering lamp, and the cabin was filled
with a clear green dusk like palest emerald.
The air from the sea flapped the pages of
the book upon the table. He flung off his
furred gown and stretched his long arms to
the ceiling.

“T think the fever has left me. You said
your tale was a commentary on my con-
fessions. Wherefore, O Ulysses?”’

“We had the chance of immortal joys
but we forsook them for lesser things. For
that we were thoroughly punished and
failed even in our baseness. You too,

Sir Walter, have glanced aside after
gauds.”

“For certain I have,” and Raleigh
laughed.

“Yet not for long. You have chenshed
most resolutely an elect purpose and in that
you can not fail.”

“I know not. I know not. I have had
great dreams and I have striven to walk in
the light of them. But most men call them
will-o’-the-wisps, Jasper. What have they
brought me? T am an old sick man penni-
less and disgraced. His slobbering Majesty
will give me but a dusty welcome. For me
the Mount of the Angels is like to be a
scafiold.”

“Even so. A man does not return from
those heights. When I find my celestial
hill, I will lay my bones there. But what
matters the fate of these twisted limbs of
even of yvour comely head? All’s one in
the end, Sir Walter. We shall not die.
You have lit a firc among Englishmen
which will kindle a hundred thousand
hearths in a cleaner world.”

Raleigh smiled, sadly vet with a kind of
wistful pride.

“God send it!  And you?”

“I have a son of my body. That which
I have sowed hc may reap. He'or his son,
or his son’s son.’

The morning had grown bright in the
little room. Of the two the admiral now
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looked ' the younger The fresh light showed
the other like a wrinkled piece of drift-
weed. He rose stifly and moved toward
the door. ‘ )

- “You have proved my David in good
truth,” said Raleigh. “This night has gone

e
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far to heal me in soul and body. Faith,
I have a mind to breakfast. What a
miracle "is our ‘ancient England! French

sire or no, Jasper, you have that slow
English patience that is like the patience
of God.” . .

A Ciomplc’(c Novelette

g

E.E. Harrimaﬁ ,

Autkor of “Reyes of Altar,” “Vag,"relc.

_ HE desert glare had ‘just faded
into dusky gray with purple and
mauve shadows when Jake Miller

esssmmmen sighted Hiranya. Jake harmo-
nized with his surroundings to a wonderful
extent. Thirty years of burro-punching
had neutralized and colored him till he
could lie down almost any old place and
melt into the general scheme of the land-
scape, as a quail will hide. There were no
high lights about Jake. A

Gaunt, grizzled, loose-jointed, slouching
and taciturn, Jake poked his gray old burro
with a shiny stick and croaked at him.

“Git, ye danged ol’ desert turtle,” he
said huskily. , “Cool water in sight an’ a
shady camp a-waitin’ fer us. Hike!”

The burro pointed his huge ears forward
as if just perceiving the distant village, and
brayed in one short gasp. Then the little
battered hoofs moved more nimbly and Jake
quickened his pace.

“Thutty years o’ —— an’ down to bed-
rock with nary a color,” he said somewhat
bitterly. “Raked this yere desert with a

fine-toothed comb an’ barely made a livin’.
Now I’'m comin’ in busted flat.”

He shut his mouth grimly and whacked
the burro. The rope-like tail gave a flirt
to acknowledge the favor; but the beast
gave no other sign that it knew Jake was
urging it to speed up. ‘ '

“Gotta git grubstaked ag’in fer the fust
time in ten year,” the old man mumbled.
“Allus managed to hev a few ounces ready
fer buyin’ my stuff afore; but luck was ag’in’
me this time. I wonder will Liar Louis git
nasty er will he ack human-like. I dunno.”

The burro pattered across a stretch of
hard-packed pebbles in a clay base, turned
down a slight depression and clambered up
the steep slope beyond. Jake nodded slight-
ly with a satisfied look.

“Jest two mile to go from here an’ then
we git a rest an’ water without no alkali an’
dead critters in it,” he said. “Git, you
Jack!”

Hiranya lay among cottonwoods just -
where the fan-shaped talus at the mouth
of a caiion began to open out to the desert.
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It consisted of mine buildings, 2 warehouse
store, a blacksmith shop, saloon and a score
of shack dwellings. The deposit of mineral
had been located by a whiskery old college
professor who came here to study desert
botany. He had given the mine the name,
Sanskrit for gold, sold out and gone back
to his books and manuscripts.

A renegade Jew, despised by his own
people for his selfishness and all-around
crooked practises, had bought a controlling
interest in the mine. He had acquired near-
ly all the land that was suitable for hut-
building and had become landlord to almost
every man in Hiranya.

“Louis is such a liar you can’t tell once
has he got something so good or not,” his
own brother had said of him on his only
visit to Hiranya. “He tells me yarns of
this place and I have to see it myself oder
I don't know is it one thing or another.”

Promptly the name of Liar Louis became
Louis Jacobsohn’s name in the camp, and it
spread everywhcre. Liar Louis made no
protest against the name tacked on him,
but brought out to the camp his own pick
of men to act as his licutenants.

He placed Billy McCann, a hard-fisted,
hard-natured product of the Barbary Coast,
in charge of the saloon. Over the store,
which was merely a warehouse with a pine
counter in one end, he placed an importa-
tion from NewYork, a bat-eared, degenerate
American named Johnny Ludlow, who was
possessed of a certain trading instinct.

Liar Louis got an able and willing as-
sistant in the art of doing up the purchaser
when Johnny took hold. Together they fixed
prices at cutthroat figures. Together they
discussed the limit they might go in skin-
ning the miners and others in Louis’ employ.
Johnny licked his lips in anticipation when
Louis agreed to pay him a commission on
all profits reccived above a certain large
per cent.

“Leave it to me,” he said. “When T get
through with ’em they’ll bleed, I'll skin 'em
so close. Give ’ema credit and take the bill
out of their pay every month. Most of ’em
don’t keep tab and they’ll never know if the
account grows in the night.”

“You’ll have to go easy on buyers from
other camps,” said Louis. “We got the
railroad here and that makes us the natural
wholesalers for them other camps that’s off
the road. We can stick ’em some, but not
too hard, oder they don’t buy from us.”
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“Leave it to me,”
“I’ll fix ’em right.”

“Another thing, Johnny,” said Louis,
speaking low and looking out to see that no
person approached. “If any of these here
prospectors is lucky—y’ know, makes a
strike—let me know right away off. Some-
times' a feller makes a good thing by such
news.”

“Yeruh! Igotye. I'll keep my eye peeled
and both ears busy and I’ll phone ye right

reiterated Johnny.

away if anything turns up,” promised
ohnny.
“All right. Don’ be too easy when- they

comes after grubstakes, if it looks like luck is
leaving them. A lucky feller, now we might
let him have a grubstake; but a rat that
ain’t showed no luck, not.”

“Sure thing. I got ye. You won’i have
no complaints to make about my bein’ too
soft,” Johnny assured him, and Louis was
satisfied.

TO THIS sort of skin game the in-
, habitants of Hiranya had become
o accustomed, and toward this crook-
controlled outfit old Jake Miller was head-
ing. The gray burro pattered into the grove
of cottonwoods and found the spot where he
had camped before. There he stopped and
waited for Jake to unpack his burden.

Making camp was a simple matter for
Jake. He carried a little tent of the simplest
sort and he set it up quickly. He stretched
both of its sides out at long angles and piled
his duffel under them. Before his jack had
finished his tiny ration of barley and at-
tacked the hay which Jake pulled from a
stack near by, the camp was ready.

Jake struck out for the saloon the mo-
ment he had his camp made. He could not
be called a sot; for nine-tenths of his time
was spent in prospecting without a drop of
hard liquor along. He was not given to
periodical sprees, since his periods varied
so greatly: but Jake did like to feel a stiff
jolt of whisky begin work on his interior fur-
nishings after a lono drouth. It helped that

vacation fccling.

Just before "he reached lhe saloon, he
crossed the trail followed by Johnny Lud-
low. Johnny caught sight of him and
hailed at once.

“H'lo, Jake! Struck it rich this trip?”
he called in imitation of fnendb- good-will.
“Hope you made a ten-strike.”

“Naw, can’t say as I did,” responded
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Jake, deceived by the tone. “I kinda sorta
seemed outa luck. Didn’t do as well as
usual. Never got a color but once in the
whole danged pasear. Picked up a leetle
bit where some feller’d cleaned out a pocket
and missed a speck. On’y ’bout half an
ounce in pin-head nuggets.

“I reckon I'll have to ask ye to grubstake
me fer the next trip, though I hate ter; but
you know how it is, Johnny. Jest a small
stake, ’'nough fer two months. I know
right where I kin git that much out from
old diggin’s in three weeks er less. I'll
git busy and rustle that afore I look furder.
I'll pay ye next time I come in.” .

“The ye will!” said Johnny, hi
manner changing instantly. ‘I don’t grub-
stake no has-been. Your luck is plaved.
T’ll stake a lucky guy; but when a old rat
has just played even for thirty years and
then takes a tumble—not me! No, sir!
Nothin’ doin’ with me!”

Johnny hurried on, casting a sneering
look at Jake as he passed. The old man
watched him for a moment and then moved
on slowly. The spring had gone out of
his legs, and he felt miserably old all at once.
He entered the saloon with chagrin, dis-
appointment and anger showing in his face.
He walked across to the bar, scowling.

‘“What’s the matter, old-timer?” asked
Billy McCann, reaching for the old man’s
favorite bottle. ‘“Anybody bit ye? Never
see ye look so het up and flustered.
Take a snort and cheer up.”

“T am het up,” answered Jake as Billy
reached for a glass. ‘““That thar bat-eared,
hatchet-faced Johnny Ludlow jest tol’ me
he wouldn’t let me have no grubstake.
Thinks I'm down and out ’cause I missed
my clean-up this trip. Make that snort
a good one, Billy. T need it.”

“Broke, eh?” said Billy, annexing the
bottle once more. “Luck gone?”

He slid the bottle back among its fellows
and replaced the glass.

“I guess you don’t want no hooch over
this bar, Jake. We don’t serve fellers that’s
broke unless they has a sure-thing wad
comin’ later.”

The old man’s hand went to his hip like
the dart of a striking rattler, and the old
45 slipped half out of its holster before he
caught himself. Two loafing miners who

leaned on the bar slipped aside.

“Billy McCann, you low-down hyder-
foby skunk!” said the prospector, his voice
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suddenly losing its rather high-pitched,
querulous note and sounding soft and low,
but with a peculiar metallic quality. “I
come dang near wastin’ a shell on your
rotten carcass fer that insult. Ye ain’t
wuth it, dang ver hide. It ain’t what ye
said as much as how ye said it that riles
me. Stand still, ye fool, and let me show ye.”

His left hand went into a pocket and came
out holding a short vial that was filled half-
way up with little yellow grains.

“Look at that, Billy McCann, and re-
member that Jake Miller ncver asked fer
hooch in all his life unless he had the price.
I’ll take credit fer grub and clo’es, but never
fer t'rantler juice. Now dang yer L'l
shriveled-up soul, come out from behind
that bar and face a man if ye dare. I'm
twice your age, but Ikinlick outnye.”

That right hand came up from the hip,
the Colt slid down into the leather and the
hand swept up a glass a miner had left. In
it rested a third of a drink, just the fag end.
With a swift sureness Jake sent the dregs
into the had face across the bar and followed
it up with the empty glass. His aim was
perfect and his action too quick to dodge.
The glass landed just as the whisky had
done.

“Come on around that bar,” Jake in-
vited. “Git action on ve. [Iists er guns,
jest as you like. I'm a-waitin’ and itchin’
to go.”

Billy glanced at the two miners, hut
found no comfort there.

“Aw, ——, Jack. What’s the use of
gittin’ hostyle thataway?” he said. “I
didn’t offer no insult ner nothin’.”

“Ye did. Ye tucked up yer ugly lip
like a trapped kiote and yer voice sounded
like you iooked. Ye never asked me had
I the price and ye done talked like I was a
dummed tramp. They was a insult in
every word and every look ye give me.

“Now yer afraid to come out and meet
me man to man fer fear I'm as low as you
be and will pull the gun on ye after I've
give yc yer choice, fist er guns. Yah!
Yeller polecat!”

Jake turned on his heel and walked out
of the saloon. Hisstep was quick and firm,
his head up and his cyes fearless. All the
old desert slouch was gone and he walked
erect. Anger had made him younger.

He started directly for the camp among
the cottonwoods. Jack saw him coming
and brayed in his most engaging manner.
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n JUST as Jake was crossing the tiny
j9] creek that ambled through the
™ cottonwoods he saw Jim Baker,
mine foreman, coming. Jim waved a hand
and his face lighted in a grin of welcome.

“H’are ye, Jake? Glad to see ye back.
Strike anything rich?” he said.

“Naw! Woust trip in ten year,” said
Jake. “On’y got half an ounce in five
weeks and that won’t feed Jack.”

“Too bad. Too dang bad. Sorry, old
man, but that ain’t no excuse fer you look-
in’ like you’d like to wipe Hiranva off the
map. What in all git-out ails ye?” asked
Jim. “You look mad, pisen mad.”

“I am mad, plumb fightin’, howlin’,
cussin’ mad,” answered Jake, and told him
what had happened. ‘It riled me to have
that thar Johnny that hain’t got no more
brains than a niggerhead cactus treat me
like I was a dead-beat; but when Billy
sneered and stuck his ugly jaw out at me like
I was a bum, I went loco. I'd ’a’ fit ’im
either way he said and never tried no low-
down bartender tricks neither.

“Now I got to pull out fer Willow and
see if Bob Lacy will stake me fer two
months. It takes me ’leven miles out’n
my road, but they ain’t nothin’ clse fer me
to do, as T see.

4 '("'

ot

“—— that Fenian up there behind the
bar! He might have acted human with-
out hurtin’ Dbusiness. Seems like Liar

Louis has picked the most unfcelin’ pair
he could find to handle his store and bar.
He’s so infernally crooked himsclf his own
folks won’t do business with him and he
wants crooks and low, heartless critters
to ack fer ’im.”

“Now you looky here, Jake,” expostu-
lated Jim. “Don’t go pikin’ off to Willow
jest yit. It ain’t a-goin’ to take sech a
dodgasted lot to stake ye fer sixty days.

“Wait a bit. Come up to my shack and
I’ll git Dick Forgay and Walt Rannells to
come over and we’ll talk over the matter
of stakin’ you ourselves. Godfrey! It
won't bust us. Does that go, or are ye so
mad ye can’t see no one in Hiranya?”

“I hain’t no quarrel with none o’ you
fellows and I takc it most mighty kind of
you to offer,” Jake replied. “It goes, and
I’ll make good on this stake or bust a b'iler.
If I can’t strike mineral I’ll go to the potash
beds and work there till I can pay back
what I owe you boys. This ain’t goin’
to be dny ordinary grubstake, Jim. It’s

)
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goin’ to be a grubstake and a debt of honor,
too.”

“All right, Jake,” said Jim, dropping a big
hand on the shoulder nearest him. “Have
it any way that suits you best; but we ain’t
askin’ no more of you than we asks of Slim
Kearney when he deals faro. We bets our
money on the turn of a kyard-or on them
eyes o' yourn, with jest the same kind of a
grin. I'll see Dick and Walt right away.
You come to supper and they’ll come over
afterwards. So long!”

Jim stuck his head inside the assayer’s
shack and hailed Walt, who was sweating
over his pulverizer, told him briefly what
was wanted and invited him over for a
conference. He received a nod of agree-
ment and went on.

He paused at the blacksmith shop and
Dick’s hammer stopped, hanging idly in his
grasp as he listened. He understood the
attitude of the bat-eared clerk and had little
to say about that, but he blew up just as
Jim and Walt had when he heard of the
bartender’s action.

“I'll be ——! Choking a feller off after
he’s spent as many good dollars over the
bar as Jake has, without one teeny little
drink! I never knowed Billy McCann was
that much of a hog. I reckon Louis picked
his men careful when he sent Johnny and
Billy here. Hadn’t no doubt about their
careful ways with his stuff and knowed
they'd take orders. Gosh! ’Course I’'m
in on the grubstake.”

“All right, fellers,” said Jim. “We three
stakes the old man; but I don’t want him
to go to Johnny for so much as a plug of
eatin’-tobacco. We’re all married men an’
got supplies at home. Jest s’pose we pick
over our stuff an’ fix Jake up an’ let him'
slide. I got a whole slab o’ bacon fer ’im
an’ canned tomaters enough, besides some
flour.” )

The three men talked .this over that
night, then went to their homes and con-
sulted wives, who were just as sympathetic.
The result was that Jake had his replenished
pack on his burro and was heading into the
desert fifteen minutes after the moon had
risen.

The three who had grubstaked him
watched him go, and not one of the three
expected anything more from this expedi-
tion than had come from a hundred others
in the past.

Jake Miller had prospected for thirty
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vears, and never but once had Fortune
smiled on him in that time. Now and then
she had dropped a few crumbs where he
might gather them, just enough to whet
his appetite and keep him eager.

“Pore o}’ Jake,” said Dick Forgay.
“He’d never be happy anywheres else, "cept
taggin’ that ol’ jack-burro. He never has
found nothin’ an’ ’tain’t likely he ever will;

but I votes we keep ’im goin’.”

E nearest spring lay a whole day’s
‘journey behind him, Jake made his

first stop for a real search.  He had seen

rock here, when he was hurrying in with

little food and less water, that called for

inspection.

He devoted two days to the ledge, hoping
every moment to see value there. He gave
up with a sigh at last. Nof a coler to be
seen anywhere. Just another failure.

From here he wandered on into the track-
less distances, carrying a double water-bag
across the neck of his burro. Till his two
months were gone and the grubstake had
dwindled to a mere tantalization he ranged
the wastes, examining every ledge and dike
of rock he found.

At last he wadded his bit of food into a
tiny bundle and looked at it. Sorrow was
heavy upon him. Despair was gripping
him. He had failed once more and must go
back to the friends who had staked him, his
hands empty. He felt his years as he never
had felt them before.

“1 cam ’t ask them boys to stake me over
ag'in,” he muttered. “I’m busted. All in
as fur as prospectm goes. Reckon I'll git
me a job an’ settle down to bein’ a watch-
mgn er suthin’ like that. Oh, P

He got up from the rock where he had
sat while eating and began to pack the'burro
again. He moved listlessly and once he
paused, took his old’.45 from its holster and
looked at it. Then he shook his head and
dropped it back again. He. was not quite
ready for that.

“Might as well, an’ be done with it,” he
muttered. “I cam "t help hopin’ fera streak
o’ luck though, an’ I don’t want-to quit till
it comes my way. I'd like to win, even if
" it don’t do me no good.”

Once more he headed back toward Hir-
anya, plodding dejectedly at the tail of his
burro.  With the old stick he had carried for

years he tap-tap-tapped the shaggy rump.

FAR out on the desert where the
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The burro did not mind it in the least and
it seemed to give his master some amuse-
ment, so why should he kick?

Steadily they plodded until the sun was
near the meridian. Nothing happened,
nothing appeared save the usual sand and
stones and scrubby desert growths. Then
the burro, shifting his course a trifle, headed
toward a rock that rose highrabove the sand,
promising shade. He had timed the mo-
ment for the midday rest and meal.

As he walked with pattering hoofs a
slight obstruction made him curve a pace to
the right. A thin triangle of rock lay
athwart his path, its peak about knee-high
to man.

As the gray legs of the Qurro passed this
rock scale there came the metallic singing
of a desert rattler’'s warning. The burro
leaped aside and forward. The hand of
Jake opened and dropped to the old Colt
as his stick fell.

He leaped past the rock a good six feet
away from its edge, whirling as he landed.
The gun spat once, twice, then slid into the
worn leather again. The snake was writhing,
with its head and two inches of the neck
missing, lying up against the rock. Jake
walked back and recovered his stick, sea-
soned by many years of desert sun, pelished
by years of use.

With its tip he flipped the severed head
far out on the sand, then paused to note
where his first shot had struck. In his
haste he had shot high. The heavy bullet,
driven by smokeless powder, had clipped
the triangle about ten inches above the
ground and only a finger-breadth below
the edge. It had broken a fragment from
the rock.

With the habit of years strong upen him
Jake stooped to examine the fresh break.
A moment later he was pounding with his
belt-pick, breaking off other bits and taking
samples. His luck had turned.

With his old heart singing in his breast
Jake got his shovel from the pack and dug
away the sand about the triangle. A little
excavating proved the truth of what he had
hoped for, that this was but a flange or
fin thrust up from a solid mass below. He
bared the rock and traced the quartz seam
both ways from the center.

“It’s the apex. I've struck it rich after
thirty years of hopin’. "I haven’t kep’
a-hopin’ fer nothin’ after all. —— but
I feel like dancin’ an’ I feel like praym all
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muxed up together,” he told the dead snake
as he peeled its skin off. “I’m jest a’goin’
to eat your danged carcass. It’ll help out
some an’ give me time to 'monument my
claim without goin’ hungry too durn long.
An’ I'll tie your skin on a stick an’ let it
hang over the discovery monument. I'll
call this the ‘Rattlesnake Claim,’” too, by
Godfrey.”

He carried stones and built a pyramind,
laying them up carefully to make it stable.
In the tiny space in the center he left a
carefully worded description of his claim,
written with -a stubby indelible pencil on a
leaf from a pocket note-book. This he
rolled and on each end stuck one of the
empty shells he had fired at.the snake.

Pacing off the distances, he built four
corner monuments and in each left a
written record. All this took time, and the
gathering of samples required more.

The burro had been unpacked and al-
lowed to roam after such sparse vegetation
as he could find. The snake had been
cooked and eaten and he had taken two
scant meals from his dwindling pack be-
fore he thought of leaving.

Then the burro, thirsty, nosed the double
water-bag in the night and made it fall
from where it hung on a scrub mesquite.
Jake woke and drove the burro away, but
the thirsty sands had taken all the water,
save about half a gallon.

“Now you've went an' done it, Jack,”
said the old man sadly and a trile re-
proachfully. “That mcans claw out'n here
immecjit. You gotta git under that there
pack mnuy pronto an’ light out fer Tinaja,
er we jine the rest of the fools who forgot
their bones an’ left ’em out to dry. You’ll
wish you was a camel with all yer stummicks
full afore long, er I'm a Chinaman. Keep
yer eye peeled fer a barrel cactus now.”

He threw the sawbuck saddle on the
burro and packed him in haste. His tools
he left by the discovery momument. He
discarded everything he could spare, but
he packed securely his samples.  Then he
drove the burro out into the moonlit desert,

heading for far-away Tinaja.

THE desert tide of heat was at its
{ full though it had not as yet at-
tained that intensity it held in mid-
Summer. The wide gray plain, endless as
the ocean, danced, dissolved and rcnewed
itself, only to be hidden once more by the
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deceptive paintings of the mirage. Scenes
of beauty, cool groves and limpid waters
sprang into being for a moment, only to
fade with the next change of elevation.

Dust devils alone and dust devils in
files marched, circled, danced and wavered
about the plain, following one another like
drilling soldiers or doing whirling-dervish
solos. Often one or more would go through
a pictured dream of heavenly cool water
that offered mock salvation. )

A gray burro followed by a dust-gray
man came out of a channel between two
sand-hills. The burro pattered on little,
worn hoofs that lacked somewhat of their
normal certainty. The old man strode
heavily with feet rather wide apart, scuffing
the sand. The gaunt face under the wide
hat-brim was deeply furrowed.

“Huddup, ye danged desert turtle,”
croaked a husky voice around a swelling
tongue, and a worn stick rapped a flank.
“Hump yerself. The water-bag’s empty.
Gotta make Tinaja er bust. Git, dang ye!”

A stroke of the stick whacked a gambrel
joint and the limp tail of the burro jerked
upward. The left hand of the man caught
it and clung there while he struck again
The burro lunged forward in a spurt that
made the man run awkwardly for half a
dozen steps. Then the pace died down to
the old, steady, hldeous shuffle-shuffle.

“Nothin’ in sight,” whispered the old
man, peering ahead. “I’ll hang on as long
as I kin, but I’'m failin’ fast.”

Steadily the burro threaded his way
among the little sand-hills, but always his
head swung back to the one direction. He
knew where he was going and nothing could
divert him permanently.

Hour after hour they plodded painfully
onward. Hour by hour the sun took toll
of their strength. .Steadily the fountain
of life lost its vigor. Inexorably the dry
atmosphere reduced the water content of
their bodies and set the fires of fevered
blood against the fires of superbeated sand
and air. Burning within and without they
hastened. ' ’

Speech became impossible to the man.
The burro tried to bray and produced only
a muffled, wheezing gasp. The leg nc
longer ]erked its protest against the futﬂe
tapping of the stick. No longer the face
under the flopping brim turned this way
and that with keen old eyes searching for
remembered landmarks. Yet still the lean
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hand gripped the rope-like tail and the tiny
hoofs kept crunching the sand.

Twice the old eyes glanced around and
returned to the gray rump and the dusty
pack in horrified intensity. They had
begun to see the rocks and hills, the Joshua
trees and scattered mesquites, as some-
thing different.

The desert rat knew his eyes had lied
to him when they told him that huge rock
with the Joshua tree in front was a cottage
and shade-tree. His brain told him of the
traitorous falsity when they said a shaft
of rock was a friendly man, beckoning him
on to water, rest and comfort.

So he held his gaze to the shaggy rump
and the dusty tarp and left the guidance
to the instinct of Jack.

Mechanically his feet swung forward in
the step. Mechanically he poked with a
stick he could not raise for a blow. With-
out further volition he clung to that tail,
following where it led.

' SUDDENLY the lean neck of the
-‘%",4 burro straightened, the big ears
flopped forward and stiffened, the
mouth opened in an attempted bray and
the little feet quickened.

A wheezing, gasping rush of air from a
dried and unresponsive larynx startled the
old man. Then his feet struck a granite
turtleback, the burro wheeled around a
huge knee of rock—and the old man knew.

Clawing frantically along the hairy rump,
the wrinkled tarp, the low withers, he slid
down the steeply sloping neck and buried
his face in the cool waters of Tinaja beside
the little gray nose.

Never an inch moved hairy gray nose for
- hairy gray chin. Together, as they had
dared death, they sucked life from the pot-
- like pool in the granite rock. Only a swallow
" or two and then old Jake beat and pushed
and squeezed the gray nose away and
. covered the pool with his body. The hard
- little forehoof pawed at his shoulder, the
insistent nose burrowed and nipped to reach

the water.
~  For five minutes Jake held his place, then
" rolled aside and the burro buried his nose
" half-way to the eyes once more in the water.
Over and over they fought the battle,
* Jake protecting the brute as he protected
" himself, from the disaster of too free in-
. dulgence after long abstinence.

At last man and beast drank freely and
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both lay down in the shade of the great
rock that shadowed the spring. Jake had
loosened the pack and dropped it on the
rock floor. He had fallen along it in a
stupor and relaxed in sleep.

Hours later he woke and crawled to the
watgg-hole again. He saw the burro nosing
about and eating the scanty herbage below
the spring. He drank and went back to the
tarp and blankets.

“It wa’n’t my time,” he reflected with
desert fatalism, and slept.

He woke once more as the sunset glare
was fading in the west. A young coyete
looked at him from a clump of weeds thirty
yards away. He slipped the long revolver
from its holster.

The shot startled a couple of buzzards
from the ground behind him, and he grinned
sardonically at the heavy flap of their wings.

“Not this time, dang yer dirty souls,” he
muttered, rising.

Twenty minutes later the blue smoke of a
little fire rose on the still air and theamelf of?
roasting mecat went with it. Jake was on the
way to a square meal, with several cold
snacks to follow.

The little wolf of the desert cooked over
a little fire between two rocks gave the old
man strength, and he pulled out when the
moon rose with his water-bags full. What
remained of the roasted meat he had care-
fully stowed away for the long hike back
to Hiranya. He ate the last of it while he
was still eighteen miles out.

He unpacked and stole a feed of hay from
the little stack a Polack miner kept for his
goats. This he fed to Jack and then started
for Jim Baker’s cabin.

The lights were just beginning to glow
yellow from the shacks of the miners when
Jake Miller sloshed through the shallow
creek. He was too weary to care whether
he waded or swam it, but he still had
enough respect for Mrs. Baker to kick the
wet dust off his battered boots at the steps.
Jim’s little girl looked out to see who was
doing the kicking and spoke to her father.
Jim came to the door.

“H’lo, Jake. How’s tricks, old man?”
he said. ‘“Come right in and set. Jennie,
run tell ma to set table fer Jake. Lemme
help ye off with the pack, Jake. Gosh!
Heavy, ain’t it? Specimens, eh?”’

“Uh-huh. A few fer Walt to assay.
Gi’n up and lit out fer Tinaja with on’y
a half-gallon o’ water, without locatin’ a
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thing. “Kilt a rattler and found color in the
rock he was hidin’ behind. Staked a claim
and made it to the water-hole by the help
o’ two biznaga. Most likely I'd ’a’ croaked
if it hadn’ ’a’ been fer them barrel cactus.”

“How does the rock look, rich er only
middlin’?”’ asked Jim.

“Pll show ye,” said Jake, stooping to
open the pack.

“Come and eat first, Jake,” said Mrs.
Baker from the doorway. ‘“You can talk
mineral till sunup for all I care after sup-
per is eaten.”

At the table Jake talked around and
through his food, telling his experiences.
His taciturnity dropped off like a cloak be-
fore the kind and sympathetic group.

With careless phrase he ‘“reckoned Jack
and me come danged near stayin’ out there;
but we win through, so what’s the differ’?
Them barrel cactus, the snake and the
kiote is what kep’ me alive. Jack found a

oodish bit o’ burro-weed and galleta grass
§ &y the water-hole, and he and me both
‘et “¥ome mesquite beans twice. We got
kinda dry, but wc¢ made it.”

“LEddie, you run over and tell Dick and
Walt I want ’em right away,” said Jim to
his small son after supper. “Tcll ’em to
come a-ukin’.”

The other two partners came at once,
hailing Jake \nth hearty words.

“I’'m bettin’ my wad you got good news to
tell this time, Jake,” said Dick as he shook
the old man’s hand. “Your eyes look all
kinda crinkly and happy around the corners.
Strike it rich, eh?”

Outside, a hatchet-faced, bat-cared in-
dividual who had scen Jake on his way, and
later saw Dick and Walt hurrying, slipped
softly over the sand and stopped beside the
shack. He was in decp shadow and one of
those bat-ears pressed against a cracked
board in thce wall. Nothing between the
ear and the folks inside save the muslin
and paper lining.

“You bet I have,” came the instant an-
swer from Jake to Dick. “I'll jest show ye,
as soon as I git this pack open. There!
Take a squint at that and this and these
others. Free gold in ary one of 'cm. See
this one. Yeller streak as thick as a dollar
and two inches long. Here’s onc with a
splash of yeller as big as a finger-nail.

“Boys, we four owns a dang big lot o’
good rock. It sticks up in a fin and rounds
off both ways. I hit the apex jest as sure

Adventure

as little apples. Dug down to the ledge the
fin come out of, and the veins shows up as
plain as a bull’s foot. Three-foot layer o’
gouge on one side and mighty nigh a foot
on t'other. .

“She’ll mine easy, boys, and she’ll pan
out heavy. Walt, them there specimens is
all jest average, taken right off that fin.
See what they runs jest as soon as you kin
git to it, will ye?”

“Tackle them first thing in the morn-
ing, Jake. Where does she lay?”

“Four days’ hike almost due east from
Tinaja, Walt. Al paced off in proper
shape and monumented. Discovery monu-
ment as tall as I be and has a ocatillo stalk
with a rattlerskin on it, stickin’ out up top.
I call it the Rattlesnake Claim.

“My notice is rolled with a .45 shell on
each end, and built in snug on the west
side under the flat slab of rock. I brung
in a copy and description.”

“Four days east, huh? That must take
ye past Camel’s Hump Rock,” said Forgay.

“Isn’t it some close to Temakawomal
water-holc?”’
“Only half a mile south; but Temaka-

womal is as dry as a bone. Passed it goin’
out and it wasn’t even damp. Ye-uh
You go past Camel’s Hump and then bear
off to pass the north end of them twin
hogbacks that has so much red in ’em.
Run yer line close to them ledges er ye’ll
go too far north and find nothin’ but sand
and cholla cactus.

“Ye won’t see nothin’ of the monuments
till ye git right near, fer they’re in the
allfiredest tangle of sand-hills I ever sce.
Finc sand that drifts with every wind.
Some mesquite there and rabbit brush and
other stuff. Kinda fired and for-
sook-lookin’ place, but it’s got the mineral.
It’s what I've been huntin fer thutty year.”

Outside the hatchet-faced listener moved
back softly from the wall. He took each !
backward step with caution, slowly, feeling
to make sure that it landed right. Hi:
retreat was crab-like until he had put more
than twenty vards between him and the
shack. Then he turned and fled swif tly.
He traveled quietly in spite of speed.

%4 THAT night Liar Louis had to get
}\§ out of bed at midnight to answer
&3 his insistent telephone. He spoke
into the transmitter impatiently, but a
moment later he was listening eagerly.

),
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“Fine work, Johnny,” he said.
did you say it iss?”

“I didn’t say. If you get the dope from
me you’ll pay for it. I don’t plan to boost
you into a fortune and then get left on the
curb. When you come through with a
right-sized roll we’ll do business; but not
till then; see? And you can’t hang any-
thing on me to force my hand, either. I
come from N’ Yawk, where they’re wise to
birds like you; see?”” And Johnny hung
up the receiver.

Liar Louis came to Hiranya by the morn-
ing. train just as Johnny figured that he
would. He held a heated argument with
Johnny, trying to make his crooked clerk
see that anything Johnny learned that
might be profitable naturally belonged to
his employer.

“Aw, cut it out!” exclaimed Johnny dis-
gustedly after a time. “My time is me own
after the store is closed, and it ain’t any
of your business what I do or what I
hear after hours. Kick in with a roll or
chase yourself. I'm through talkin’.”

Lows made three attempts to force con-
versation after that, found Johnny dumb
on mineral and gave in. He agreed to
meet his clerk’s demands and started to
write a check, but Johnny stopped him.

“Cash. I don’t spill any information
for a scrap of paper with a liar’s name on
the end of it,” he said emphatically.

With a sigh of regret Louis swallowed
the insult and pulled out a long bill-

“Where

fold. He began to count out money, but '

paused. :

“Wait once,” he said, his eyes narrowing
to slits. “I’ll need help. For this you
give me information and you agrees to help
when I need vou, hey? You stands by
me right through in effery way?”

“For cash in advance for each and every
stunt,” replied Johnny.

Again Louis sighed as he stripped off
- bill after bill. He laid the thin bundle of
: currency on the desk and Johnny picked
. it up. In ostentatious and insulting man-
.. ner he counted the bills.

“All right. The amount
Want a receipt?”’ he asked.

“Don’t get funny,” said Louis, scowling.
. “What you want? A row mit me? Like
to get fired, eh?”

“T don’t care a —— one way or the
other,”” answered Johnny in a careless
manner. “With fifteen hundred bucks in

is correct.
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my jeans I can soon find a place I like a
—— of a lot better than this.”

Louis decided to let the matter drop
since he might need Johnny's help later.
The fact that the hatchet-faced clerk neither
feared nor respected him troubled Jacob-
sohn not at all. He had found so little
respect among his own relatives and racial
associates that he had become hardened
to its lack.

As for inducing fear—if he failed in that,
he could always bribe a crook, and he knew
Johnny for that just as Johnny knew him.

“Too bad you didn’t let Jake have the
grubstake once already. A grubstake it
gives half, and a little smooth work it gives
the rest. Too bad you let him slip through
your fingers,” said Louis.

“Your instructions were not to grub-
stake if the feller looked unlucky, and when
a desert rat has prospected thirty years
and then can’t show fifty for his stake, I
call him —— unlucky,” growled the clerk.
“You can’t hang that on me, after what
you said.” '

“Well, it’s no use crying when the bottle
is busted,” Louis replied. “Can’t we
somehow get the description, so we can
file and make a contest? He hasn’t gone
out to file yet, has he?”

“No. Jim Baker’s kid told me this
morning that the old man is on the sick
list. Had a tough time and he’s all in.”

“Well, if we can get the description once,
the law looks at the first man to file as the
right owner,” said Louis. “It would be
up to Jake to prove his right and he ain’t
got no money. We can carry it up through
one court after another and fight him to
a standstill. Also and furthermore, if I
gets possession besides, he is licked.”

The crooked Jew and the crooked Gentile
talked long, but no plan came to them
through which they could get hold of the
paper on which the old man had written
that description. Then Louis decided.

“I know two fellows I can get that will
go out and take possession. ‘Olanche’ Jack
Durgin and ‘Gopher’ Bill Peters owes me
something and I can find them easy. Make
me a new copy of them directions again and
I takes it to them and makes a bargain,” he
said to Johnny.

“Oh, them birds you kept out of stir
eh? I heard about them. All right. T’ll
rattle the old chicken-caller and make a
copy for you.”
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Johnny turned to the ancient typewriter
and hammered out the full directions for
finding the Rattlesnake Claim as he had
heard them through the cracked board.
Louis took this copy and the one he had
bought from Johnny and stowed them in
his billfold.

“How much cash you got in the safe?”
he asked. “You skinned me so deep I
gotta git more. Jack and Bill comes high
sometimes.”

He took the bills, some few hundreds
that had accumulated since his last visit
and placed them with the typed sheets.
He did not let Johnny see the green lining
of that receptacle for currency. He had
concealed the bulk of his money through
long habit.

E,j LOUIS caught the train that passed

W—-] Hiranya at 3:10, rode to a station
L>S forty miles north and put up for
the night.  In the early morning he caught
a stage that carricd him far back among
the treeless descrt ranges to a gold camp.

Olanche Jack and Gopher Bill were
temporarily at work as mincrs, a job they
thoroughly understood. Incidentally they
were just as busily high-grading for Jack
and Bill as they were working for the com-
pany. Louis found them just coming off
shift. He mect them rather effusively, but
they eved him with cold reserve.

“What’s on?”” demanded Gopher sourly.
“You never act like that unless youse have
got a ax to grind. Spill it.”

“Time cnough after we eat,” said Louis.
“Besides, this ain’t no plan to be ringin’ no
bells about and wusin’ a mecgaphone on.
After supper we hunts a quiet place where
sancakers can't git close.”

After supper Bill led the way to a ridge
that overlooked the camp. It was as bare
and naked in its rugged contour as any-
thing Nature ever made. Here they sat
down on a flat ledge that rose a few inches
above its surroundings. Jack and Bill sat
facing each other, cross-legged and watch-
ing the ridge over each other’s shoulders.

“A Dblow-{ly couldn't come within a
hundred yards now without bein’ in plain
sight,” said Bill. “Turn it; loose, what-
ever it is.” .

Louis put the facts before them in as
few words as he could pack them in, and
Bill grunted. Both men looked at Louis,
then at each other.
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“It’'ll take some fat to get me out in that
——'s playground at this time o’ year,”
said Olanche Jack in stolid decision.

“Here too,” agreed Gopher Bill. “It’s
plenty bad right here and we ain’t doin’t so
worse. Why take onsomethin’a sight
tougher?”’

“But this is a big thing and I thought
an eighth interest to each of you fellers—”
began Louis, only to be halted by jeering
laughter.

“Eighth interest be ——!” said Jack.
“All you know about this claim is what
your hired sneak heard through a crack.
You haven’t got one single specimen to
show, haven’t even seen them. How do
we know there is anything there worth
goin’ after? We’ll take the interests but
you'll cough up a fat wad in cold cash be-
sides.”

Louis argued and cajoled to no purpose.
Then he tried to pull the plaintive “you.
owe me gratitude” stunt and it failed.

“Sure, you saved us a spell in the jute-
mill, but you done it for a purpose of your
own. You never done anything for any
one unless Louis saw his way to make a
profit out of the deal,” Bill answered him.

“I know vou figured you could afford to
tell them lies on the stand or we could have
roasted in before you would have done
a lick to help us out. We’ve come through
twice now with help that netted you a roll
and that old account is about squared.”’

“Bet your neck!” blurted Jack. “Don’t
pull any more of that stuff. We don’t go
into this because we love you or because we
owe you any big amount of this thing
you call gratitude. If you could get along
without us you’d do it and we could lie
in stir for life. You know you can’t handle
this alone, so you want us to take all the
risk and let vou gather in the profit. Now
this is my idea. '

“You provide the outfit complete from
fry-pan to burros, includin’ what tools we
need, giant, fuse, caps, bed-rolls, grub,
water-bags and tent. Then you pay wus
five hundred apiece in advance. Then if it
comes to a fight in court, you give us a:
much more for lyin’ and stickin’ to it besides
the interest vou promised.”

Louis squirmed and argued, cursed and
pleaded; but the vegg high-graders were un-
yielding. ‘The agreement was finally made
and the trio left the ridge. Louis was
dcjected over having to part with so much
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cash, but had learned long ago that at times
a man must spend freely in order to start
2 backwash that would fill his pockets.

Louis began gathering his outfit the fol-
lowing day. Before he had it ready, he had
to wait for certain things to arrive by stage.
It was four days before he had finished
assembling needed articles and by the end
of the second day he had determined to go
with the pair of rougher rascals. He ex-
plained this to Bill and Jack.

“I'll go along and when we get to the
claim, I takes the complete description and
hikes back to Hiranya and gets it on file
right off. You fellers do the reg’lar assess-
ment work and keeps possession for me.
That possession is our strongest point after
I've filed.”

The three left the mining-camp on a
Thursday morning, driving four burros.
In the packs lay grub enough to keep two
men four months. On one burro hung a
double water-bag, holding ten gallons in
each side. Each man carried a gallon can-
teen filled to the cork.

BACK at Hiranya old Jake Miller
had been having a hard time with
PALZIN rheumatism that had attacked him
rloht after his first day of illness from other
causes. He had resigned himself to a long
spell of idleness and suffering, when the at-
tack left him as suddenly as it had begun.

Johnny saw the old man out in the sun-
shine that afternoon and he grinned evilly.
His mind pictured the result if Jake learned
that Louis was out to jump his claim.

“He packs a buster of a gat and they tell
me he is quick on the draw,” he mused.
“The boss had better be careful or the old
rat will cook him. He’ll sure fight for his
big strike. Don’t blame him a mite. Thirty
years prospectm thé desert glves him the
right.”

- That afternoon a man from the camp
- where Louis had found his men dropped off
. the train at Hiranya. He had business with
"~ Walt Rannells.

. “Of course I've got an assay from our
 camp assayer; but I always want two men
to assay my stuff, men who are in different
camps. Give me the result as soon as you
I’d like to catch the night freight at
12:28 ,’be said,and Walt began work at once.

The man from Burnt Gold Camp sat and
talked in a steady drone, telling camp
. gossip and mining news. Walt kept at his
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pulverizing and made no comment until he
caught the name of Louis Jacobsohn.

“What was that about Louis?”’ he asked,
pausing.

“I said he came into camp a few days ago
and left this mornin’ on a desert trip. He
took Jack Durgin and Bill Peters with him
and they had four burros carryin’ packs.
Headed out Tinaja way just as I was gettin’
over to the station to catch the stage.”

“Hmmm!” grunted Walt, resuming the
manipulation of the heavy steel pulverizer
on its metal table. ‘““So that’s where Louis
went, eh?”

He said no more, though the stranger
looked at him inquiringly, but seemed all
intent upon his assay work.

Walt told Jim Baker what the man had
said about Louis when they met next morn-
ing, and Jim said Jake had taken his horse
and gone out to file his claim.

“Do you suppose that crook has learned
in any way about Jake’s strike?” said Walt.
“It looks bad to me.”

“How could he? None of us have talked
and Jake is like a clam on the subject, ex-
cept in my house. The wife and the kids
don’t know yet where that claim lies, so
they couldn’t have let it leak out,” said Jim.

‘“Jake plans to start out again tonight
when the moon .rises, around ten o’clock.
He can beat those guys from Burnt Gold
if that is where they are headin’ for; but I
think they are hitting it up for the new
diggings at Iron Butte. That would take
them past Tinaja just the same, but headin’
southeast instead of east.

“No use to rumple Jake all up with a
bunch of guesswork. I vote we don’t tell
him. We don’t know for sure that Louis
and his pair of yeggs are after his claim,
and Jake will know how to handle 'em if
they show up. He’d smell a rat the minute
he sighted Louis and stand them off.

“All right; but just the same I'm going
to give Jake a tip to be wide-awake against
callers. We might tell him Louis has gone
to the Iron Butte diggin’s and that it was
possible that his outfit would swing far
enough east to sight Jake’s monuments,”
said Walt.

“Yes, we might do that, but I don’t be-
lieve they will. I think they will go past
about five miles south, maybe ten. If I
wasn’t needed so bad right now that we’re
timberin’ the tunnel, I’d offer to go with
Jake, but I can’t get off,” Jim replied.
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“It is out of the question for me to go
until I finish that bunch of nine assays I
promised to do for Conly. Just began them
today and they are a hard bunch to negoti-
ate,” remarked Walt. “Reckon Jake will
take care of himself. He’s done it long
enough to know how.”

That night the three friends watched
Jake follow his burro out on the way to his

claim, every man wishing he were free to,

go along.

Jake found his rattlesnake-skin pennant
still fluttering in the dry wind and no mark
of human visitation visible. He hung his
double water-bag on a mesquite, unpacked
and turned Jack loose. Then he put up
his little tent and stacked his supplies along
its north side under the edge of the fly.
The burro went philosophically away and
began to scarch for gallcta or sakaton grass,
burro-weced or mesquite beans.

For two dayvs the old man worked, build-
ing a V-shaped wall of rocks with the point
of the V toward the prevailing wind. He
had a definitc plan to work out. In a land
where the wind shifted the sand-hills as it
did here, it was well to try to deflect the
drift.

With his discovery monument and the
rock fin beside it inside the angle, the sand
might be carricd away in two long, divergent
streamers, instcad of piling over “them. He
made the angle sharp to make the air-cur-
rents divide more surcly and he built the
wall high and strong,

Late in the forenoon of the third day
he was busily working on the wing walls.
The point of the anglc had risen to the level
of his cyes and the wings stepped down to
hip-height at the back.

He had put a twenty-pound rock in place
and was sctting smaller rocks to make it
stable when he saw the head of a burro
come into vicw past a hill of sand. It was
only forty yards away and coming nearer.

i) THE head of a second burro ap-
i, \& \} pmr(d at the first one’s tail and an
ST instinctive

thrill of apprchension
shot through Jake. He started for his tent
at a hurricd gait. A third burro showed
his melanchol_v face and Jake started to
run. Beside the tent he looked back and
saw the fourth burro. All were pack-laden.
Over the last gray rump two evil faces
looked at him and their expression told
him what to cxpect. Back of them he
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glimpsed a third countenance. He kn +

“Louis Jacobsohn!” gasped the old man
as the third face turned to look at him,
then dived for his old .45 that lay on his bed.

Came a shot—a second—then two at
once, and Jake Miller lay still, his old
fingers just touching the butt of a worn
old belt-gun.

“Cooked!” said the crooked mouth of
Olanche Jack.
well cooked,” agreed Gopher BLl]
and Louis Jacobsohn gave a shudder. Then
all three came forward, the two yeggs hold-
ing the short, large-caliber ‘“rods” of the
city gunman.

Jake had been hit by the first shot in his
plunge after his gun and had been thrown
a little awry by the shock. His tent had
been partly dragged aside by his weight
and hung askew. His face was down and
his old hat still stuck on the back of his
head.

A smooth hole in the crown just abo'.
the band and a ragged one that divided
the band in front marked the passage of
the bullct that had “cooked” him.

Olanche Jack stooped and touched the
rear hole, then the front one, with the
muzzle of his “rod.” :

“Busted his skull all to ” he re-
marked casually. “Put up yer barker an’
grab hold. Out back o ‘that sand-hill
will do.”

He and Bill grabbed an ankle apiece and
started off with the body. The poor old
hands trembled and vibrated up and down
over the rough places left by their feet in
the sand. They left the body lying in the
trail they had followed coming in, the tracks
of their feet by and above those of Jake.

The gray old face hung over a deep hole
where Bill had slipped in the sand as he
hauled. The sand, wadded under the chest
by the dragging, held the face up as if Jake
had lifted it of his own will.

“Good enough!” grunted Bill. “No use
in draggin’ it any furder. Give the bu:-
zards two days on him, with what hL]p
the kiotes r7nes at mght and he won';
trouble us none.’

“Sure,” answered Jack. “He’s down
wind anvhow. C'mon. Let's get thoso
jackasses unpacked and make camys.
Jump in on this, vou Louis. The old b
had a nice little camp started here. We 1)
just use his tent to store things in and pitcl,
our own alongside.”
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shifted again to rid themselves of a sand
burden that poured over them.

Each time they followed the wind, as any
other movement was well-nigh impossible,
and each time Louis, with no protection
other than his coat, had kept with them and
wedged his body between theirs. Then the
wind ceased like the closing of a valve.

The sudden quiet, after the roaring of the
storm and the rasp of flying sand, roused the
crouching men. Louis, trying vainly to
secure a part of Olanche Jack’s blanket shel-
ter, was the first to move. He was near
stifling. His hat was gone, his hair, clothing
and ears full of sand. His eyes were weeping
painful tears and his mouth was dry.

“Oh, my Gott!” he croaked hoarsely.
“Not fer no claim as ever was found would
I go through this again. I'm blowed full
mit sand end I'm chokin’ fer a drink.
Where’s our canteens?”’

Both Olanche Jack and Gopher Bill
stared around them. Not a vestige of their
camp appeared. The entire landscape had
changed. The low sand-hill behind which
they had dropped the inert body of Jake
seemed to have shifted. Where it had stood
was now a level stretch of sand. Forty
yards down-wind a new hill of double size
and height had risen.

The piled supplies, so carefully covered
by the small tent, were gone and there was
no sign of the water-bags. A couple of bare
twigs of the mesquite stuck up in plaintive
appeal from a huge sand billow that lapped
the trailing ends of their dropped blankets.

The air was still filled with dust and fine
sand that sifted down. Thisshortened their
vision and clogged their lungs.

“Didn’t catch a blanket?”
Louis.

“No, I got no chance,” Louis answered.
“You fellers got ahcad of me and when 1
could git past, they was half-way to —
or Texas.”

“You’re sure out o’ luck then,” Bill re-
marked, turning away in an indifferent
manner. “It ain’t a-goin’ to be any fun
campin’ without even one. Reckon you’ll
get tired of it right soon.”

“But you fellers has cach got one. Why
can’t we all sleep together?” Louis’ voice
sounded shrill with apprehension as he
asked the question. Was it possible that
these fellows meant to hog the two blankets
and leave him to camp every night on bare
sand? He was not left in doubt very long,

Bill asked
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for Bill turned to look him over sneeringly.
“Nothin’ doin’, sheeny! In a case like
this it’s every feller for himself. If you
didn’t get a blanket it’s your lookout.
“But what is interestin’ me a —— sight
more is how soon we can dig out the water-
bags. Them canteens don’t seem to be

layin’ around loose no place, neither. We -

got to climb up to them mesquite tips and
then claw sand like Shut yer face
and come along.”

They scrambled up the new hill to the
mesquite twigs and began to dig with their
hands. Olanche stood at one side and
worked dog-fashion, with quick, effective
strokes of nimble hands. Bill faced him
frém across a ten-foot space and scoeped
with both hands held together in cupped
form.

Louis started to bisect the intermediate
space between the two on his knees, brac-
ing his body weight with one hand and using
the other in a futile sort of way.

“Ar-r-rr-gh!” snarled Bill, looking at him.
“Git in and usc ver paws like any other
dog. You act like vou was Dainty Dan
and had never had ver hands dirty. You
couldn’t empty a bucket in an hour that
way. Dig, vou son of Judas! Dig if you
want water.”

They dug and clawed and scooped sand
until they were walled about by what they
had thrown out and had to push it back
and widen cach trench to avoid caving.
They dug till the three channels came into
one another and then they went back and
started over, deepening them.

BIWEI BY SOMIE strange chance it was
fﬁ:‘:ﬁ Louis who found the first bag. He
caught a flinger in the strap that
connccted” the two bags and hurt his nail.
He cursed, then brushed away the sand to
sec what had made the nail bend back and
brcak into the quick. At the sight of the
fabric he velled like a madman and fastened
on it like a bulldog.
The others came and found him lifting
hard on an immovable load and Bill cuffed
him across the mouth with brutal hand,

damning him for an infernal fool. Jack
stopped Bill's second blow.
“Let be, vou fooll He found it. No

wonder he went kinda loco. He must be
as dry as I am, and I'd cut a throat for a
quart of cold water. Turn to and dig down
all around the bags. Come, Louis, you too.’”

(N
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that wind would lead ’em a long way south
of our trail. D’ye reckon that fool sheeny
found ’em?”

“I wouldn’t be s’sprized,” answered Bill.
“If he did, he’d crawl one and lead the
whole bunch off from us.”

Bill gave another lurid exhibition of his
invective power.

“Aw, cut it out!” exclaimed Jack dis-
gustedly. “I don’t blame him none after
the way you run him out last night.”

This drew Bill’s wrath on Olanche and
“they plodded wearily on in the ever-in-
creasing heat, abusing each other.

" “Look-a-here, you crazy mutt,” said Jack
at last. “You’re so busy snarlin’ at me you
ain’t watchin’ fer them burros a mite.
We're both wastin’ wind and dryin’ out
our blood by gittin’ mad. Shut up.”

Bill recognized the common sense of this
statement and stopped his angrv ravings,
though he still ground his teeth together.
So, walking in silence, they reached a little
hill about two miles west of the claim.
From its crest they scanned the desert for
any sign of a burro.

“Not a livin’ thing in sight,” said Jack.

“Not cven the sheeny. T wonder where
he is now.” D've suppose hc's croaked?”

“I don’t know nothin’ about it and I
don’t care half as much. Let up talkin’
about the sheeny,” grunted Bill in surly
tones. “Letl's go.”  ['4."

Late that afternoon they sweated up the
steep side of the taller twin hoghack and
again scanncd the plain. No luck this time,
just as before, as far as sighting a burro was
concerned; but Bill located a clump of mes-
quite half a mile off their line of travel.

“Jack, therc’s mesquite, and that means
beans to chaw on,” hc said. ‘“Raw mes-
quite beans is better'n nothin’ by a of
a ways.”

They came down from the hoghack and
slanted off to the southwest. The clump
proved to be the scanty verdured tornillo,
giving no shade worth mentioning, but pro-
ducing vegetable screws rich in food values.
With no means of cooking them, these
screw-shaped bean-pods proved a hard mor-
sel, but they managed to eat enough to
reduce the stomach-craving to a lesser
feeling of gaunt discomfort.

They hung the water-bag from the mes-
quite and spread their single blankets for
a few hours’rest. With careful fingers they
placed the bag where nothing could touch
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the canvas opposite the water, for just as
touching the underside of a tent roof during
a rain will start a leak, so will touching the
side of a bag rob it of its contents.

They were up again at midnight, chewing
on dry beans and stuffing their pockets with
more:  Forcing the poorly moistened pulp
down dry throats with the smallest pos-
sible amount of water, they struck out.
The heat of the day had changed to the
chill of night, the temperature having drop-
ped as it often does on the desert more than
sixty degrees since sunset. By noon it
would be back again to a hundred degrees.

Neither man was now giving a thought
to the fate of Louis, driven off into the chill
night, subject to the scorching heat of day
with no water, wandering without food or
companionship. If either had given him
any thought he would have reflected that
this expedition was of Louis’ own planning
and he was getting only what he deserved.

They plodded through loose sand that
made every step heavv. They clattered
across turtlebacks of clay conglomerate

" filled with close-packed pebbles that were

worn smooth by scouring wind-blown sand.
They dodged the dcadly cholla and the
scarcely less annoving deerhorn cactus.
They saw the tall, whip-like stalks of ocotillos
with their flame-colored flowers for snappers
at the ends.  But they saw no sign of animal
lifc other than a cactus wren and a side-
winder under the shade of a saltbush until
mid-forenoon.

“Jack, take a look,” said Bill, halting
then and pointing. *“*Ain’t that a burro off
yon way, near the saguaro?”’

Jack shaded his cyes and looked. Some-
thing certainly moved near the great cactus
that towered forty feet into the shimmering
air, a huge trident with fluted, spine-
covered surfaces.

“Tt sure is, Bill,” he decided. “If we can
get him we’ll cat. T got matches and so
have you. We can roast meat, if we can’t
beans.”

They had been traveling parallel with
their old trail toward the water-hole and
were still nearly half a mile too far south.
Now they struck off on a line that carried
them a mile farther off the direct route.
They walked as fast as they could and the
heat grew more intense with every mo-
ment. The desert was warming up.

They went down into a low pan and lost
sight of the object. They climbed out five
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“How are ye, Jim? I’m dog-tired myself.
Shod sixteen mules fer old Steve Richie
without havin’ a minute’s rest between,”’ said
Dick as he backed up to the counter, shov-
ing the partly unwound bolt of cloth aside
and hopping up to sit where it had been
lying.

As he shoved the bolt along the counter he
turned it part-way round and the little note-
book fell to the floor at Jim's feet. Jim
picked 1t up to replace it, but paused a mo-
ment with it in his hand.

The book had fallen open in a way that
showed it had been opened at the same
place. The cover lay back limply and the
two sections of paper hugged the covers.
The dingy leaves proved why.

A phrase had caught Jim's eyve and he
calmly read the entire page. Then he passed
the book to Dick to read and faced Johnny
across the counter. The good-naturc that
ordinarily colored Jim's manner was all gone
and it had been replaced by a granite look.

“Johnny, where did you get the descrip-
tion of Jake’s claim, complcte and full, like
that?” he demanded.

For a flecting moment Johnny looked
startled and his gaze took in the book in the
hands of Dick Forgay. Then he mustered
his nerve.

“T dunno as it’s any of vour business
where T got it,” he said.  ‘“Hand over that
hook, Dick Forgay. .You got no right with
it.”

“Ain’t, eh?” answered Dick, calmly read-
ing. “Well, T got it, though.”

Johnny ran his hand under the counter
and brought out a long Colt .38, speaking
again as he did so.

“I'll take that book now or something
busts.” he said.

Dick still sat on the counter, his left side
toward Jim and Johnnv, standing behind
half-way between the pair. His left hand
swung back and over in a lightning-quick
grab that closed on the barrel of the gun.

At the same instant Jim sent his left over
in a straight jab to the cye. Then the
friends hauled Johnny over the counter end-
wise and set him up against the wall. Dick
threw the gun back on the counter.

“Now, vou low-down kiote, vou’ll tell or
you'll get the lickin’ of your life,” Jim in-
formed him. ‘“My boy said some one was
listenin’ at the side of my shack the night
Jake told his story and I saw the tracks, but
I didn’t hardly believe that was it. You
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stood there and heard Jake give that de-
scription, didn’t you?”

“Go to !" said Johnny.
mit anything.”

Jim pulled his punches a trifle lest they re-
sult in a charge of manslaughter against
him; but Johnny will never believe it. He
was a wreck when Jimp propped him up in
the corner a little later.

“Now talk and talk straight or there’ll be
another session,” Jim informed him. “Did
you get that description by listening outside
my shack that night Jake came? Did you
send for Louis and give it to him? Did Louis
go to Burnt Gold to get Olanche Jack and
Gopher Bill?”

At cach interrogation Johnny nodded and
mumbled an affirmative.

Jim looked at Dick and the big black-
smith nodded slowly.

“Poor ol' Jake,” he murmured. ‘“Out
there in the desert hunted by killer wolves!
Jim, don’t it look like Hiranya is about
through with a hellion like this yere Johnny?
Kinda as though he'd better move?”

“It docs,” answered Jim, very stern and
grim. ‘“Ludlow, how much did Louis pay
vou for betrayin’ the old man?”

Hcre Johnny stuck, refusing to answer un-
til Dick lost patience and gripped him. The
powerful hands closed on Johnny Ludlow’s
arms, and he found himself being shaken as
he had never supposed one man could shake
another.  When the shaking ceased he was
wabbly and limp.

“You ! T've a good notion to take
vou apart and see what kind of machinery
a dirty sneak’like vou carries inside,”
said Dick. ““The next time I shake you I’'I1
have a grip on vour hair with one hand and
vou'll need a wig when I'm through. Talk,
ve! How much?” N

“Fifteen hundred,” gasped Johnny weakly.

“Hand it over. It goes to Jake to help
pay for whatever Louis has done to him.
You take it, Jim,” as Ludlow drew the thin
packet from a pocket. “Count it and give
him a receipt for so much payable to Jake
as damages for injuries received. Now, Jing,
what shall we do with him?”

“Give him till train-time to get ready to
move, with us watchin’.”

“Keerect. Jim, whistle up your kid and
send him for Walt.”

Jim stepped to the door, put two fingers
in his mouth and sent out a shrill, piercing
summons on three notes. A little after

“I don’t ad-
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that his son came running to learn what was
wanted. He stared in at Johnny, then
raced across to find Rannells, who came
quickly.

“There’s a freight at 10:50,” said Ran-
nells. “He’s got plenty of money to take
him away from here. Give him a start and
tell him that he will ornament a cottonwood-
tree or a telegraph-pole if he ever comes
back. Wonder what the men who work in
the mine would do with him if they got hold
of him before 10:50.”

Terror came into the eyes of the beaten
clerk. He had a vivid and accurate idea of
what the miners would be likely to do. He
gave at the knees and began to beg for
protection.

When the 10:50 freight came in every
male human in Hiranya was at the station,
except the small boys and babies. The
three, who always stuck together on any
proposition, stood between a limp, scared
young clerk and talked moderation to the
miners.

“Now, Ludlow, you take it from me
straight that you are never to be seen here
again,” Jim said to Johnny as the train
stopped. “Go as far away as you can and
stay there; for just as sure as you return,
you’ll hang to one of these poles or trees.”

“Yah!” shouted a miner. “More’n that,
vou’ll find a bunch of us will shoot at the
first glimpse we get of your —— face, any-
where.”

A roar of approval went up from the other’
miners and Johnny winced. The freight
conductor listened, looked, but said noth-
ing. He had seen justice rendered before in
the mining regions and understood.

“Well, that’s done,” said Jim as the
freight pulled out. “Now we had better get
some sleep; for we must pull out at dav-
break. Jake’s partners can ’t leave him to
buck things alone.”

THE smithy forge lost its last spark,
the assay-office door was closed and
another man took Jim’s place in the
mine next day. The three fricnds were far
out on the desert at sunrise, heading for the
Tinaja water-hole, driving two packed
burros. '
They reached the spring, refilled their
water-bags and headed on toward Camel’s
_Hump. Over the rocky waste, crossing
hard-packed sand and loose, shifting sand
climbing little hills to take observanons,
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shifting and twisting among newly built
dunes, they came to the twin hogbacks.
They had scen nothing of Jake or any one
else.

They found tracks here at the hogbacks
and noted that thev had slanted off at an
angle from the real trail to Tinaja. Two
men and traveling close as if connected in
some manner.

“Packin’ somethin’, I reckon,” said Dick.
“I wonder who they be.”

“Shall we foliow their trail or go on to the
claim?’’ asked Walt.

“Find the claim,” voted Jim. “Then we
can come back if we like an’ pick up the
trail. Itwon’t fadeout unless they’sa wind.”

They moved on for two hours, back-
tracking the two. Then they saw the
sand-hill with its marks of hasty digging,
and wondercd. A little way beyond they
saw the tip of Jake’s discovery monument,
sticking up above a sand-drift that had
spilled over his wall.

“The wall had worked to some extent,
building the end of the new hill to more
than double the width a little farther back,
but some had spilled over.

At the hill where Bill and his mate had
dug with Louis they found the sanded bag,
saw the cut straps and interpreted the story.
There were no ¢igns to sho\\ the fate of Jake
or his whercabouts.

Jim cut a mesquite and stuck it up be-
side the discovery monument, with a rag
tied securcly to its topmost branch. Then
they made camp for the night and pro-
ceeded to investigate the partly made ex-
cavation.

On one burro was packed a shovel with
a short handle. This used alternately by
the three men soon uncovered the tip of the
wall of lost supplics. They shoveled away
the sand and laid the cntire lot bare; grub,
little tent, tools, explosives and sacks of
barley for the missing burros. In the clear
starlicht they could make out the whole
array. They had been working from sun-
set till after ten.

“Them claim-jumpers struck a poor run
o’ luck,” remarked Jim Baker. “I wonder
where thev buried Jake. They wouldn’t
leave him here.”

“No tellin’,”” answered Dick.  “Most like-
ly thev drug him out and dropped him for
the buzzards and kiotes to cican up.”

“Sure. That kind wouldn’t trouble to
bury a man,” said Walt.

C
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“Let’s bunk and get up around three to
have a look at the lode,” suggested Jim.
“Then we can hike out early while it’s cool.”

“Pick up that trail at the hogbacks and
foller it?” asked Dick.

“Plumb into the middle of —, if we
don’t get those fellows this side of there,”
said Walt, and Jim nodded.

In the first faint gleams of dawn they
shoveled the sand out of the angle of the
protecting wall, cleaned out the hole Jake
had dug and examined the rich lode. Then
they drew sand back in the hole and made
ready for the early start.

“Rich as cream,” declared Walt. “It
took Jake a long time to find it, but he land-
ed a good one when he did have luck.”

“Poor old Jake,” said Jim, sighing, and
the others nodded soberly.

“He was such a harmless old coot. Never
had a mean word for any man. Would
. split his last loaf or last dollar with a fellow
who was down on his luck,” said Walt in a
quiet voice. “I don't reckon the Almighty
has failed to keep watch of Jake. He knows
what the old man was and He’ll make al-
lowances, better than we would.” ’

The little group filed out, every man
with his gallon canteen on his hip, his body
inclined a little forward, silent, plodding,
yet keenly alert and observant. They
picked up the double trail at the hogback
and followed it off to the southwest.

Walt was taking his turn next the burros,
whacking them into linc and keeping them
on the move, when they reached that spot
beyond the low pan where Louis had run
to join Gopher Bill and Olanche Jack.

The lead burro shied and pointed his ears
sharply forward.

“What now, you rabbits?” said Walt,
running forward.

Then he turned away and whacked the
burros on past a huddled, shapeless figure
on the sand. He returned to where Jim
and Dick had halted after getting the burros
into a patch of that bluestem or galleta
grass that is the salvation of desert burros,
wild or tame.

“Louis paid all right,” hc remarked,
looking at a ring of buzzards that had
flapped, running to a safe distance and now
facing their feast. ‘“Nothing here that we
want, is there? Let’s go.”

“Wait a bit,” said Jim. “There’s some-
thing sticking up beyond the body that I
want to investigate. Looks like leather.”
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Walking around the gruesome object,
he stopped and pulled at a black triangle.
It came up easily and proved to be the long
leather pocketbook that Louis always car-
ried in his hip pocket.

“We’ll take this' in. It may be worth
attaching to an inventory of his property.
I only wish his thugs had bumped him off
before he left-Burnt Gold. It might have
saved Jake; for then they would have been
lynched most likely. Those Burnt Gold
miners are some prompt.”’

Jim slipped the pocketbook in a safe
place as he finished speaking and took the
lead. He hazed the burros away from the
stifi. bluestem and followed the tracks of
the fleeing thugs.

Before the three had gone two miles
they knew that the pair were quarreling.
Within five miles it was apparent that they
werc heading too far south to strike the
water-hole. They would pass far south of
Tinaja.

They finished the third day and made
dry camp where the alkali lay on the desert
grass like a heavy frost. Every forward
step kicked glistening white particles into
the air like thin snow.

Dick cut the top off a huge biznaga cactus
and, with the handle of the shovel, made
pulp of its contents. Letting it settle and
clear a little, he led the two burros up and
divided the resultant water between them.

The fourth day, which should bring them
to Tinaja or in line with it, was a day of
hard travel. The trail ran crooked, zig-
zagging, and no common sense had been
used in picking the road.

The two they were pursuing no longer
walked linked together after the first few
miles. It was evident that one man was
now carrying what had made the connec-
tion before. Jim hazarded a shrewd guess
that a water-bag might be the link.

A little farther and they found the bag,
its bullet-ripped bottom telling part of the
story. - '

Then they noticed black serrations on
the sky-line of a ridge half a mile ahead,
and the points moved, grew long or short-
encd. Walt glanced at the others.

“Buzzards again,” he said. “More
evidence.” .

They stood well over to windward and
looked at what was left of Olanche Jack,
then passed on, following a single track.

“Loco,” was the sententious remark of
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Jim, pointing at the snaky, wavering trail
that showed on another alkali flat.

Two miles south and five miles east of
Tinaja they found the grimy flannel shirt
of Gopher Bill. A little farther on his hat,
then his undershirt. His stained corduroys
rested in a Joshua tree two miles beyond
the sleeveless undershirt, and his shoes
were flung into the thick of a broad cactus
patch where they lodged in plain sighe.

Walt hauled the trousers out of the
Joshua tree, held them by the legs and
shook them. Out on the sand fell the
greenbacks that Louis had given both
men, a jack-knife, a bunch of skeleton keys
and the short gun that had killed Louis and
Olanche Jack.

“Every shell fired,” said Walt, examin-
ing the gun. “They fought it out. These
corduroys are stiff with dried blood all
down the left leg. Bullet went in three
inches from the center in front and came
out over the left hip pocket. Any use in
following farther?”

“Not a mite,” answered Jim Baker.
“He’s just like his mate by now. Let’s
head for Tinaja as straight as we can.”

Walt picked up the salvage from the old
trousers and they turned north. They
cut their own trail, turned and followed it
till they came to the bended knee of rock
that shades Tinaja water-hole. The lead
burro started to turn the corner, snorted,
shied, and braced back with his ears flop-
ping forward in alarm.

“WHAT now? A snake?” said
Jim, whipping out his gun and run-
ning up.

“Good ! Jake Miller! Why—what
how in blazes—"

A weak hand waved a welcome and a head
that wore a bloody kerchief bandage turned
to look. A weak voice hailed with a note of
gladness.

“H’lo, boys. I knowed you’d come,” it
said and the three men came close to the
shaggy burro-skin bed.

“Hurt bad, Jake?” asked Jim anxiously.

“Not half as bad as Louis and his danged
hired murderers hoped I was. Creased me,”
the old man replied. ‘“Hit me low in the
back of my head with one o’ these —
cheap short guns and the soft bullet slid up
over my skull and come out on top. That
put me out; but they got me just afore that
m lhe right thigh, but not deep.
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“If they’d give me ten seconds longer I'd
’a’ fed them buzzards the best they’ve been
fed fer many a day. My fingers was jest
touchin’ the old gun when the bullet hit me
that put me out. Jest a few seconds more
and she would have talked to them skunks.

“The bullet never knocked my hat off. It
was on my head when I come to;but s’pose
it looked like it had bored me all right. So
they jest drug me off behind a sand-hill.

“I come to and see a whale of a big sand-
storm comin’. I was up and staggerin’
round when it struck. I figgered them dev-
ils would hole up, so I crope in and snagged
my water-bag and a slab of bacon and they
never knowed it.

“If I'd ’a’ had the old gun on me them
dirty claim-jumpin’ skunks would ’a’ laid
right there till I buried them or drug them
off, but it was gone. SoI drug the bag and
met old Jack afore I’d went a hundred yards.
He thinks he’s gotta hunt me when things go
wrong and he was headin’ right into camp.

“Well, I got the bags over his neck, spilled
a lot doin’ it, clumb on and he lit out down-
wind. Funny thing, but right soon I found
four other burros trailin’ with us and they
never let us get beyond sight.

“I et raw bacon and mesquite beans and
split the water with Jack and we made it
here all right. Then I caught thelyoungest
burro while he was drinkin’, led him off a bit
and kilt him with my knife. I made jerky
out’n his meat and a bed out’n his hide.

“I been washin’ out the wound with water
from the hole ever’ hour I’'m awake and it’s
doin’ fine. The one in my thigh is gettin’
on even better. In three weeks I’ll be ready
to hike out and shoot nine kinds o’ —
out’n them claim-jumpers.”

“No shootin’ to do, Jake,” said Jim, and
told him what they had seen when following
that trail off at the south.

“Is that right, Jim? Sure pop? Of course .
I know it is, or you'd never say so. Well,
fellers, they's on’y two things left to do;
lick Billy McCann and find the feller that
give Louis a tip how to find my claim.”

“Oh, we found him afore we came out
here,” ‘said Walt, and told of the enforced
ﬂlttmg of Johnny Ludlow.

“T'll be danged"’ said Jake. ‘‘Then
Billy’s the on’y skunk left to.skin. All
right, boys. TI'll enjoy meditatin’ on the
best way to skin Billy. Make camp now
and I'll watch ye cook me a meal. Seems
like I'm sorta fed up on burro jerky.”
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because it gets such force by rolling that the snake,
on striking a tree, sticks fast, You should run zig-
zag down hill, as the snake camr not follow you so
well or fast. It can roll faster up-hill than down.
I think it must be the horn-snake or a relative of
the horn-snake.

A friend of mine has a book on natural history,
It speaks of the horn-snake but I am not sure of the
hoop-snake. He is away. from home now, but when
he returns I will try and find out if there is any-
thing on the subject in the book he has. If the hoop-
snake is mentioncd there, why that will settle the
doubting as faras I am concerned.

OOP-SNAKES—and a new one, the

pilot-snake.. Comrade Gundy doesn’t

need to introduce himself, though we shall

be glad to hear from him again. And he is

already a- member of Camp-Fire. The only
necessary ceremony is to want to belong:

Monsey, New York.
Mr. Quimby speaks of the hoop-snake. I have
been trying to get some facts on the subject, as I
lived near where they are said to be. That is, in
the Haverstraw Mountains in the State of New
York. I have also heard of them in Pennsylvania.

I bave ncver seen onc, and do not care to. Hearing OW there is a snake in the same moumtains

is enough. -

This is what I have been told by two old gentle-
men, and I have not much cause to doubt their
word. I am sorry I can not ask them now, as one
has gone West and the other is sick in bed.

THE snake when seen coming after you looks

like a large barrel-hoop, rolling down hill, its
tail in its mouth. It strikes with its tail. If the
snake hits a trec it kills the trece, and also itself,

called a pilot, said to be very deadly. More
so than the rattlesnake. Does any of the readers
know anything about this snake? I saw one lying
dead in the road, and on describing it I was told
it wasa pilot. The snake looks like a black snake, but
is only two fecet long, has aflat arrow-shapcd head,
about one inch to an inch and a half in the widest
part of the head, just back of the eyes about three-
eighths of an inch to a half-inch thick, from under
the jaw to the top of the head is not more thap
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three-quarters of an inch thick. Its mouth is a
bright scarlet. I would like to hear something about
this snake. I have only seen the one. I know the
black snake has no scarlet mouth—that is the ones
Ihave seen.-

If you think this letter of interest enough to
print for the Camp-Fire, will follow the custom and
mtroduce myself later, as I should like to become
s member of the Camp-Fire, or in other words come
in out of the rain.—A. C. Gunpy.

WORD from E. E. Harriman about
desert matters in connection with his
story in this issue:
Los Angeles.
In writing “The Judgment of the Desert” I
bave used many things which I have learned from
personal observation and some that I have known
to happen to others. The sanding up of a water-
bag came to one man when he had just finished
making camp. The sand built a hill over supplies
that cost him ncarly two hundred dollars and he
had to hike for two days to reach water, with a scant
six quarts on hand at starting.

THEN be reached a water-hole where the two

legged skunk who had filed on it refused to let
his burro drink and charged him a dollar for one
gallon. He hiked for two more days and came to a
shack. He pounded on its wall and a voice hailed
him.

“Wait a minute! Be right with ye, pard, as soon
as I git my pants on.”

A man came to the door, led him in, handed; him
a dipper of water, rustled a chair and told him to
“set and rest your feet.” Then his host went out,
cared for the burro and unpacked it, while his wife
czilled from her bed “There's a pie on the shelf and
bread in the tin box. The butter is just outside in
the cooler. Bill will cook some eggs and bacon when
he gets in.”

They kept him there for three days and tried to
make it a week. Then they acted insulted when
he tried to pay for what he and the burro had re-
ccived. “My God, man! Do you think we ranks
with that lowdown sncak-thicf at the other
water-hole?”’

FOR the benefit of thosc who may wonder what a

burro can find to eat on the desert, let mc say
that he finds burro-weed, galleta grass, zacaton grass,
mesquite beans, salt grass, sand grass and a few
kinds of shrubs and trees that furnish browse in the
cnons.

Kurro-weed is stiff, woody and of small value,
thoygh burros eat it. The zacaton mentioned is
not the zacaton somctimes called basket grass, but
2 warse, stiff bunch-grass, two or three feet tall,
Strobolus airoides, and makes fairly good forage.

The mesquite, both the Prosopis glandulosa and
the p. pubescens, furnish beans that are high in

. fooq value and are caten by both man and beast—
Mighty thankfully at times. The pubescens is called
¥ the Mexicans tornillo-screw, as the long pods
Wist into screw form. The beans of the torlmllo
are even better food than those of the gla;(ljdu osa.

The shutting off of the wind in my sand-storm
Scene is exactly what happened in the stqrm (;nen-
ioned above. . There was no gradua ying down
o fiding out—just a chopping off of the supply.
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THE discovery through a shot fired at a snake is
only partly true. An acquaintance once dis-
covered mineral through throwing a stone at a cot-
tontail and chipping a sliver off a ledge. Un-
fortunately for the stone-thrower, the lead proved
such low grade ore that it would not pay to mine it.
The sliver held two colors, but the assay of some
dozen specimens showed only a fraction of a dollar
average per ton.

As to the descrt temperatures, the story is correct
in that matter as the Spring often shows a variation
of from forty to sixty degrees between noon and
four in the morning. In Summer the nights
warm up. .

More than one prospector has cxisted for a time
on burro jerky. Therc are numbers of wild burros
inhabiting the deserts of the Southwest and no sensi-
ble man will starve when he can kill a burro. The
summer sun will jerk the mcat in one day out
there.

Too often the water-holes will be foul with rotting
animals and with alkali, Glauber salts and Epsom
salts. The salts are so strong in many that they
are fatal to the drinker—hence the false idea of
arsenic springs. No arsenic there; just the sulphate
of soda and the sulphate of magnesia.—E. E. H.

ALL of us of Camp-Fire I know share
Comrade Frisbie’s respect for the “old-
timers.” There are a good many of them
among us—far more than specak up and
tell us about the things we are particularly
interested in. We know it isn’t always
easy to stand up and talk even to a bunch
of friends, but on the other hand these old-
timers are the kind who believe in give-and-
take and I think that sooner or later nearly
all of them will sort of say to themselves,
“Well, I’ve sat and listened while others—
old-timers as well as young fellows—talked
and entertained me and I reckon it’s upto me
to do my share and come across with some-
thing in return.” Be sure you’ll have in-
terested listeners when you do. ,

Incidentally, T hope it’s clear to all by
this time, comrades as well as old-timers,
that what the Camp-Fire crowd is looking
for is the substance, not the way in which
it is worded. Probably no gathering of
people cares less about the frills of language
than we do. No one can get away with the
excuse that he ‘“‘can’t write” or “can’t talk
well enough.”  We aren’t looking for silver-
tongued orators or literary productions.
What we want is dope about any of the
things in which all of us are interested—and
it’s a long list that we're always ready to
have made longer. As to excuses like “I
can’t spell right " pothing doing. 1 have a
dictionary here jp the office and it’s part
of my job to uyge jt. (If T didn’t, ’'d be
getting hundreds of Jetters asking me what
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in I was trying to be an editor for
when I didn’t even know how to spell.)

Ilartford, Conn.

Am not much of an adventurer mysclf although
I have knocked around the States a little bit, also
France and the British Isles. Was a captain in the
A.E.F. Didn't win any medals or do anything
out of the ordinary.

Notice in the August 18, 1920, issuc an interesting
letter from an “old-timer” that claimed to have
served with Quantreil in the Civil War. Can some
“old-timer™ give us an account of the life of Quan-
trell from start to finish?  Also a true account of
how the James boys, Jesse and Frank, came to
enlist under Quantrell’s banner>  Have heard
several different stories about it.

When I mention the name “‘old-timers” T mean
it with the greatest respect to the few of the old
school of rcal red-blooded men that are traveling
toward the setting sun.  God bless them and may
their Jast days be {ull of happincss. Now let us
hear from come of them and, if they arc not able to
write a story themselves, some of you young bucks
spill a little ink for them or pound it out on a type-
writer.

Wishing you all the best of success, I beg to
remain—One whose hat is off to the “Old-Timers."'—
FRANK HHENRY FRISBIE.

IN CONNECTION with his story in this
issue L. Patrick Greene gives us some
interesting information about crocodiles:

Clifi Tsland, Maine.
The following facts regarding the habits of the
crocodile may prove interesting to the Camp-Fire
folk and will help to prove that the manner of
Cenambo's—and wlo the Major's —cscape irom the
pool is not far fetched; that truth is stranger than
fiction.

HI croc's favorate methed isto lic immersed

close to a drinking pool. The moment any-
thing is heard approaching, two cyes, barcly show-
ing above the surface, are cautiously protruded.
They disappear and the croe, completely concealed,
floats a little nearer.  Arrived within striking dis-
tance, he waits until his victim lowers its head to
drink, when, with a swift rush, he scizes the nose
or leg. Having once got their hold, the jaws never
relax. Then gradually the croe backs into the water
until its victim’s head is under water.  Since the
crocodile chouses his own ground the combat is
always an uncqual one. Probably the only two
species which are immune are the hippopotamus
and the clephant.  One might have considered the
rhinoceros large cnough to escape, but Mr. Sclous
relates in his ““African Notes™ how one was. pulled
down and drowned by crocs.

HAVING drowned his victim, the crocodile seleets

some convenient ledge or cavity below water-
level, where his food may be stowed until “ripe”
enough to satisfy hix taste. The banks of most
African rivers arc undercut by the current, thus
providing convenient storchouscs.  Having no prop-
er mcans for mastication, the crocodile bolts his
food whole, and it is for this reason that it is caten
as high as possible. Pebbles are swallowed 1o ajd
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digestion, and the gastric juices are unusually
powerful.

The crocodile’s dental arrangement is a matter
for envy. Each one of the formidable pointed teeth
is merely a shell, and under it, when removed, will
be found a new tooth growing up to replace the old
one when discarded. This replacement has, 2p-
parently, no limit.

Terrible as are the jaws of a croc, he does not use
them to mangle and tear in pieces live prey, but
only to hold it fast; therefore, the less resistance
offcred, the less is the resulting injury from the
teeth. Antelopes have been found drowned under
the river bank, apparently uninjured. Only a close
examination brought to light the tell-tale puncture:
about the nose.

Major Iamilton, an authority an African “Liz
Game,” tells of a native, who, having been seized
by a crocodile and hali drowned, returned to con-
sciousness to find himself in a cavern under the
bank, but just above the water-line. Immediately
above his head was a hole through which daylight
was visible. He sprang for this and scrambled out
in safety, little the worse for his adventure.

H ERI'S another fact that is not, perhaps, geper:l-

ly known. The lower jaws of crocodiles are
stationary, and it is the upper ones which move up
and down. This cnables them to lie quite flat upon
rocks or sand by the water’s edge, with their mouths
wide open.

As to the size to which crocodiles attain. One
hears wild storis of twenty-four-foot monsters with
a girth as big as an clephant.  The largest I saw—
and shot—was a little over nine feet.  Major Hamil-
ton bagzred one a little over fourteen feet with 2
girth measurement of seven feet at the shoulder:.
They don’t comemuch larger.—L. PATRICK GREENE

O\E of you—and I'm ashamed to sav
his name slips me and I therefore cant
get his letter out of our files in order to give
him credit—wrote in suggesting that Camp-
Tire would be interested in the account of
Bowie given in “The Life of Colonel David
Crockett,” by Edward S. Ellis, published by
The John C. Winston Company, Philadel-
phia. The publishers have courteously
given us permission to reprint from the book
and the first half of it follows, the remainder
being held for our next Camp-Fire so that
there may be room at this one for other
subjects:

Rezin P. and Colonel James Bowie

ANO’I‘HI-ZR name associated with the stirring

memories of the Texan war of independence is
that of Colonel James Bowie, whose history is
singularly romantic and eventiul.

ITis name iz attached to that of the terrible weap-
on, so popular in the Southwest a gencration ago,
although it was his brother Rezin P. who caused the
weapon first to be made.

Rezin P.and James Bowie were natives of Tennes-
see, and became residents of Opelousas Parish,
Louisiana, when they were very yo Their
father was in good circumstances and at his death
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left the family independent. The mother of these
remarkable brothers was a woman of Roman stern-
ness and heroism, well fitted to bring forth children
whose personal bravery was probably never excclled
by that of any man living or dead.

It is said that when the news reached her of the
death of James at the Alamo, she only remarked that
she was sure of one thing—Jim had not died from a
wound in the back; after which she went about her
household duties as usual.

The following sketch is by William H. Sparks, of
Atlanta, Georgia, who was personally intimate with
the famous brothers, and is very accurate in his
statements:

“REZIN P. BOWIE was a man of most exalted

genius, wonderful originality and high at-
tainments; was better educated, perhaps, in the
French and Spanish languages than the English.
Eminently social and genial in his nature, fond of
adventure, as careless of the present as indifferent
to the future, quick to scrve a friend as to punish
an enemy, but never pursuing a quailing foe; alway's
ready to forgive, as ready to do justice to an encmy
asto a friend—little in nothing,'but noble even in his
vices.

“James Bowic was equally brave, equally gener-
ous. There was no malice in his nature. Cool,
determined and entcrprising, he sought adventure
for its hazards and courted danger as he would the
girl he loved. Tolerant of opposing opinions and
always respectful to an adversary, slow to anger,
but when aroused as fierce as the hunted tiger, he
wanted the social qualities of his brother and was
without a particle of his genius.

“Whenever it was possible without dishonor,
Rezin P. Bowie avoided difficulties with his fcldow-
man. James was quicker, but never took- offcnse
where he did not fecl it was intended, but was always
belligerent in the presence of his enemies. In this he
differed matecrially from his brother. No one would
ever suppose from the manner or emotion of Rezin
P. Bowie that he was in the presence of an enemy,
though every man about him was such—always
cool, always courteous, never the first to give offense.

“ ITH James the decper ardor of his nature

forbadc this equanimity. The flash of his
cye, the compression of his thin lips, told in a mo-
ment the presence of an enemy. This presence he
would not bear. It was his habit promptly to settle
all difficulties without regard to time or place, and it
was the same whether he met one or many. At
the sume time he was self-possessed and conspicu-
ously cool. An unyiclding encmy. he pursued un-
relentingly, but was always willing to forgive his
worst foe when properly approached. He was sin-
cere in all he said.  No man was ever deceived as his
nature was instantly subdued into a cool caution in
the immediate presence of real danger.  His power
of will on such occasions was remarkable, and some-
times subjected him to the imputation of fear, so
instantancous was the change from the fervor of
passion to the quiet coolness of apparent trepidation.
It was then that he was terribly dangerous to an
overconfident foe.

“T"O THIS imperturBable coolness, in the memor-
able conflict upon the sand-bar at Natchez on

the 19th of September, 1827, he owed his life. A
feud had existed for years between two parties of the
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parish of Rapides, on Red River. Thc principals in
thesc parties were Dr. Maddox, Major Wright and
the Blanchards on the onc part, the Curreys, the
Wells and Bowies on the other.

“A challenge had passed between Dr. Maddox and
Samuel Wells, and a meeting arranged to take place
ncar Natchez, in the State of Misslssippi. Hither
the partics repaired with their friends. It was
agreed that no person should be present but the
combatants, their seconds and surgeons.  The place
of mecting was a large sand-bar, immediately below
the upper bluff, ncar the city of Natchez. The
sand-bar, at low water, is of considerable width,
bordercd above and below with forest growth; on the
opposite side of this bar were stationed the friends of
cach party; onc of thesc partics was something
ncarer the combatants than the other. Colonel
Cranc was the second of Maddox. Between him
and James Bowic and General Currcy, there had
long existed a deadly feud, and some months before
this affair General Currey shot Colenel Crane with a
shotgun, on Bayou Rapides, disabling one of his arms.

“THL partics to the duel approached the spot

sclected for the combat from different direc-
tions. The preliminaries were soon arranged. The
combatants took their positions and exchanged two
shots without cffect, and the difficult was amicably
adjusted.

“Bowic was just in the cdge of the woods with
General Wells and  Currey, armed with pistols,
Bowic carrying a huge knife.  As the dueling party
started to leave the grounds, Bowic and party
started to meet them,  The friends of Maddox and
Cranc on the oppozite side of the sand-bar see-
ing this and being furthest from the party started on
i run to meet them as soon as they should reach the
retiring combatants.  General Currey was the first
on the ground, closely followed by Bowic. Currey
immediately advanced upon Colonel Crane and
remarked, ‘Colonel Crane, this is a good time to
scttle our difficulty,” and commenced drawing his
pistol. Bowic did the same. Crane was armed
with a brace of ducling pistols, and, standing,
awaited the attack of Currey.

“ AT THIS monent Currey was scized by his

brother and begged to desist.  Bowie and
Cranc fired at cach other, it was <aid without effect.
‘I'here were those who said Bowic was weunded.
This latter statement I think the most probable, for
Bowic stopped, felt of his hip, and then drawing his
knif¢ limped toward Crane, who was watching
General Currey,  Released from the hold of his
brother, Currey was advancing. At this moment
Crance leaped across a small ravine, cut through the
sand by the rain-water flowing from the acclivities
above, and, resting his pistol upon his crippled arm,
fircd at Currey, wounding him fatally.  He fell.
Cranc wits now disarmed, and Bowic advanced
cautiously upon him.  Clubbing his pistol he struck
Bowic over the head, as he avoided his knife
adroitly, und felled him to the ground. Crane
retreated a step as his friend Major Wright ap-
proached.  Bowie, in the mcqnlinw. had nisen a:nd
was sustaining himscH by holding on to a snag which
the river when at flood had left stic’hing firmly in the
sand. Major Wright advanced upon him and with
a long. slender spcar, drawn from a walking-cane
which he carried, and secing Crane's danger, at= .
tacked Bowie, who made a pass to parry tbe speag
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with his knife, in which he failed. The spear was of
cold iron, and striking the breast-bone bent and went
round upon the rib. Bowie at this moment seized
Wright and fell, pulling Wright down with and on
top of him, and holding him strongly to his person.
Wright was a slender and by no racans a strong man
and was powerless in the hands of Bowie, who coolly
said to him: ‘Now, Major, you die” and plunging
the knife into his heart killed him instantly.

“T"HE ‘Bowie Knife’ was made by Rezin P, Bowie

out of a blacksmith’s rasp, or large file, and
was the orizinal of the famous Bowie knife. \When
James Bowie received this knife from his brother he
was (old by him that it was ‘strong and of admirable
temper. It is more trustworthy in the hands of a
stronz man than a pistol, for it will not snap.
Crane and Wright are both your enemies; they are
from Maryland, the birth-plice of our ancestors,
and are as brave as you are, hut not so cool. They
are both inierior in strength to vourscli and therefore
not vour equal in a close fight. They are bhoth
dangerous, but Wright the most so. Keep this
knife always with you. 1t will be your friend in a
Iast resort and may save your life. ~ After this con-
flict Rezin P. Bowie carried this knife to Philadel-
phia, where it was fashioned by a cutler into
the form of a model made by him, and I pre-
sume the knife is yet in the possession of some
member of the family.

““THERE was no reconciliation between Crane

and Bowie after the conflict, though Crane
aided personally in carrying Bowic from the ground,
and Bovie thanked him and said: ‘Colonel Crane, I
do not think under the circumstances you ought to
bave shot me.” .Almost immediately upon the
attack of Currey upon Crane the fight hetween their
friends became general, in which there were several
wounded, but Wrizht and Currey were the only
persons killed.  All the men engaged in this terrible
affair were men of wealth and high social position,
and the two partics included almost every man of
fortune in the extensive and wealthy parish of
Rapides. All are gone save Maddox and General
Wells, both very old and still residing in the same
parish.  Between these two there has-never beea
any reconciliation. Wells is the brother of J.
Madison, of Louisiana. ‘These brothers are hostile
politically and personally to each other, and have
pot spoken with cach other for more than twenty
years.  Upon a recent occasion the writer met in the
same hotel in Ncw Orleans, General Mumford Wells
and Dr. Maddox, who is now, at the age of cighty-
four years, a vigorous and active man. \Vells is
nearly as old and cqually vigorous. We had not
met in many ycars, and both being personal friends
of fifty years’ standing, I attempted to efject o
reconciliation between them. This was promptly
declined by both, and, in all probability, they will
die encmies.

“IT WAS thought such would be the same with
Bowic and Crane. But some years after their
conflict on the sand-bar Colonel Crane, happening in
New York, discovered a runaway slive belonging to
his father, who resided in Maryland, and had him
arrested. The negro was brought into court by
Writ of habcas corpus. It was necessary that he
should be identified and proven to be aslave and
e property of Crane. Colonel Crane was the only

witness present who could prove this. The lawyer
of the negro asked the witness if he could swear the
negro was born a slave, and being answered in the
afiirmative, asked Crane ‘if he could swear he himself
was born a free man.’ .

“Indignant at the insulting impertinence, Crane
threw down his glove at the fect of the attorney, and
in words further insulted him. This caused some
commotion in court from those who crowded the
lobby. It happened that James Bowie was amorg
that crowd. He had witnessed the entire pro-
ceedings, and coolly remarked: .

‘“‘Be quict, gentlemen. The court-room 1s no
place for a mob. This business will soon be over,
and then is your opportunity if you dcsire a fight.

“He then deliberately walked within the bar, and
approaching Colonel Crane, said: .

* ‘Colonel. you are threatecned by a mob, now in
the court-room. I am here, sir, and will siand by
ou.”
> “Crane bowed with the ease and dignity of a
knight of chivalry, saying:

‘I thank you, Colonel Bowie. I could not have
more reliable aid than from ycur gallant hand.’

“Bowie bowed respectiully to the presiding judge,
turned, and gave the attorney a look and a smilc he
will remember while he lives, and returned to the
lobby. .

“Ten days subscquently they met at Niagara.
Crane advanced, tendered his hand to Bowi,
which was accepted politely. and without explana-
tion; amicable rclations were restored, which were
never after disturbed.

“JAMES BOWIE always dressed with good

taste; his exireme politeness and fascinatiug
manners were captivating, and he was much ==
teemed by his friends, and those who knew him bes
His name, however, was a terror to those who orly
knew him froin public report. The many danrg
and perilous adventures of his early life heralded his
name to the whole country, and madc him t.he 05
served of all, wherever he was seen. ‘This had
caused his name to be a synonym for desperate
daring and bloody decds, and the theme of many
an imaginary and ridiculous story of doubtiu
morality.

“If tl)lcrc cver lived a man who never felt the zen-
sation of fear, it was James Bowie. He was by
nature fond of adventure—the more hazardous, '
most courted. A thousand stories might be told
truthfullv of these adventures where his life wus
periled; of conflicts where the odds against him were
so great as to scem overwhelming, and where iv-
coolness, courage and daring triumphed. I-h.s baie
presence was sullicient to allay anger and quiet the
most excited crowd. The same was equally true of
his brother, Rezin P. They were much attached w
each other, and held all property in common, and
there never was any disagreement between then.
They were cqually enterprising, equally brave
Here the resemblance ceased.

uREZIN P. was careless in dress and equally %0

about his associates. He could adapt himseli
to any society, but in all he was the most prominent
figure, lcading always in conversation, and a'lm-f.i
suiting this and his manners to his company. No
man cver remained in his society one hour that did
not carry away somcthing said or done by Bowie
that was original or startling. Both brothers were
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truthful to the extreme. Devoid of dissimulation,
frank in manner, sincere in conduct and expression,
they held in contempt all little men and all little
meannesses. They despised a petty thief, but ad-
mired Lafitte; despised a man who would defraud a
neighbor or deceive a friend, but would without hesi-
lation cooperate with a man or party who or which
aspired to any stupendous scheme or daring enter-
prise without inquiring as to its morality.  Their
minds, their souls and aspirations were all grand, and
they rarely failed toachieve whatever they undertook.

OU will remember that some time ago
Talbot Mundy offered an autographed

copy of “The Ivory Trail” (which first ap-
peared in our magazine under another title)
and a year’s subscription to Adventure
to any one who could furnish him with a
sound excuse for his use of dynamite in one
of his stories. Deane C. Taylor, of Corpus
Christi, Texas, wrote me the following

letter which I passed on to Mr. Mundy. .

To-day Mr. Mundy came in with the auto-
graphed book, with a photo of himself
pasted in it for good measure, and sat down
and wrote his little check for the sub-
scription.

I don’t think he feels- himself justified
even yet in making dynamite act as it did in
the story, for it was like making an excep-
tion the rule, but he has no doubts at all
as to Mr. Taylor’s having fully and fairly
earned the prize and is writing him to that
effect. See whether vou don’t agree with
him:

Corpus Christi, Texas.

In the first place, Merry Christmas to you and
to Adveniure, and to its many fricnds and readers,
and Happy New Year as well. Talbot
Mundy, I note in ‘“‘Camp-Fire,” offers a year's sub-
scription and a copy of “The Ivory Trail.” auto-
graphed, to a rcader who can give a plausible excuse
for the action of dynamite in his story “The Shrick
of Dum.”

BELIEVE T can. Anyway the prize is worth the

cfort. In the first place any excuse is plausible
in denling with dynamite. A. Gray is absolutcly
correct in stating what may be done to dynamite
without harm rcsulting. T'll go farther and say
I've scen frozen dynamite thawed in an oven and on
op of a stove. I saw the jaws of a steam-shovel
crunch through an unexploded charge in the solid
(almost) rock and then dump it on the dump-car on
to other rock. [I've scen the grease paper slit
through with a sharp knife to get the stuff in bulk—
bu—to say it won’t explode by concussion is
not so. » .

Under certain conditions it will explode every
time and there is no means without carefukiexamina-
tion of knowing whether or not those conditions

“on a dynamite cartridge.
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exist in cach stick. One stick in a bunch, exploding,
explodes the whole. A man would be a blamed
idiot to play with it in any of the ways mentioned by
Mr. Gray or myself.

I’LL explain. Oftentimes the nitro-glycerin in the

stuffi faultily gathers in small blisters on the
side of a stick, between the paper and body of the
stick. These may be as small as a pin-bead, or
somewhat larger. Any blow that hits a blister
cxplodes the dynamite. Don’t care what causes
the blow. I saw a “hunky” on railroad construc-
tion work blown to atoms while slitting the paper
When an apparently
unexplained explosion of dynamite occurs you can
bet your bottom dollar the cause was as I've
ls‘t'at]ed—a blistery stick and a blow of some

ind.

I unfortunatcly did not happen to get the copy
of Adventurc this story was in, though it’s scldom I
miss a copy, so I don’t know the cause of contention,
but judge his dynamitc was thrown or dropped and
went off. Any way, why should a good story be
spoiled just because a few of us who are wise happen
to spot a little mistake?—DEANE C. TAYLOR.

P. S.—Since the above was written and
sent to the printer other ‘“excuses” have
been coming in and I add this by way of
credit. I know Mr. Mundy’s impulse will
be to send the “‘prize” to each one who pro-
vides the alibi, but it seems to me that this
would be riding his sporting offer pretty
hard and that having paid in full to the first
claimant, he is honorably excused from con-
tinuing to send out prizes indefinitely.

He may differ from me, but at least
I'm going to insist that the subscriptions
to Adventure be omitted. I like to have
our circulation increased, but not in just
this way.

I think you’ll agree with me, but if you
don’t and if I can have my way against any
further payments by him, you must cuss
me, not Talbot Mundy. Being an editor,
I'm comparatively used to being cussed.

Here are the other comrades whose let-
ters have come in, and there will probably
be others:

Alfred H. Rose, Mass.; Samuel Lewis,
New Brunswick, Can.; John G. Story, New
York; William G. Daig, New York; H. R.
Hummel, Ky.; H. H. Thompson, S. Car,;
“Engincer’’;; E. F. Brady, Ohio; S. P.
Barker, New York; W. C. Tuttle, Calif.; R.
B. Rady, Wash.; Ernest S. Safford, Colo.;
“D.” Pa.

Maybe we can have some of these letters
at a later Camp-Fire.—A. S. H.
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Arabic, Chinese, Russian and Japanese:

“In casc of death or serious emeryency to bearer, address
serial number of this card, care of Adventure, New York,
stating full particulars, and fricnds will be notified.”

In our office, under each serial number, will be revistered
the name of bearer and of one or two fricnds, with per-
manent address of cach. No name appears on the card.
Letters will be forwarded to iriend. unopened by us. Names
and addresses treated as confidential. We assume no other
obligzatiors,  Cards not for business identification.  Cards
furnished free provided stamped and adJdressed envelope ac-
companics application. \We reserve the right to use our
own discretion in all matters pertaining to these cards.

Metal Cards—For twenty-tive cents we will send you,
post-paid, the same curd in aluminum composition, perfo-
rated at cach cnd.  Enclose a sclf-addressed return enve-
lope, but no postace. Twenty-five cents covers cvery-
thing. Give samne data as for pasteboard cards.  Holders
of puasteboard cords can be registered under both paste-
board and metal cards if desired, but old numbers can not
be duplicated on metal cards.  If you no longer wish your
old card, destrov it carcfully and notify us, to avoid con-
fusion and possible false alarms to your frnends registercd
under that card.

A moment’s thought will show the value of this system
of card-tdentitication for any one, whether in civiiization or
out of it. Remember to furnish stamped and addressed
envelope and to grve in full tie names and addresses of sclf
and friend or friends when applying.

If check or money order is sent, please make it out to
the Ridgway Company, nof to any individual,

Missing Friends or Rclatives
Our frece scrvice department ““Lost Trails' in the pages
following, though frequently used in cases where detective
agencics. newspapers, and all other methads have failed, or
for findink prople luny since dead, has located a very high
percentaye of those inquired for. Except in case of rela-
tlves, inquiries frotn onc scx to the other are barred,

Back Issues of Adventure

The Boston Muagazine Ixchange, 109 Mountfort
St., Boston, Mass., can supply Adventure  back
through 1918, and occasional copics before that.

WILL SELL: Doe. 1016 to Mid-Feb., 1018 inclusive.
$3.00 for lot, not includinig pastage. Thirteen odd copics of
1918 and 1019 ten cents each, not including postage.—
Address R. R, SmiTin, 775 Broadway, Lowell, Mass.

WILL SELL: 1018, 1010, £2.50 per volume.
1915. Jan., Feb., April, 10106.
Augr., Mid-Sept.. Nov., 1018.  Ten cents cach.  Complete
with  cxeeption of a few  covers.  Postape  collect,—
Morrire, Box 172, Sumter, S. C.

Dce.,
March, April, May, June,

Expeditions and Employment

While we should like to be of aid in these matters, expe-
rlence has shown that it is not practicable.

Manuscripts

Glad to look at any manuscript. We have no ‘‘regular
statl”” of writers. A welcome for new writers. It §s rof
necessary to write asking to submit your work.

When submitting a munuscript, if you write a letter con-
cermning it, cnclose it wits the manuscript; do not send it
under separate cover. Enclose stamped and addreuced
envclope for return. All manuscripts should be tyvpe-
written double-spaced, with wide margins, not rolled, name
and address on first page. We assume no nisk for manu-
scripts or illustrations submitted, but use all due care wiale
they are in our hands. Payment on acceptauce.

We want only clean stones.  Sex, morbid, ‘“‘problem,”
psychological and supcrnatural stonies barred. sc almost
no fact-articles.  Can not furnish or suggest collaborat:rs.
Use fiction of almost any lengih; under 3000 welcomed.

Mail Address and Forwarding Service

This oflice, assuming no responsibility, will be glad to a-
as a forwarding address for its readers or to hold mail
called for, provided nccessary postage is supplied. U
claimed mail which we have held for a long period is Ii

on the last page of this issue.

Camp-Fire Buttons

To be worn on lapei of coat by members of Camp-TFire—
any one belongs who wishes to. Enamcled in dari colers
representing carth, sca and sky, and bears the nunieral
the sum of the letters of the word Camp-Fire vialued acea
ing to position in the alphabet. Very small and ine
spicious.  Designed to indicate the common interest wis
is the only requisite fur miembership in Camp-Fire and 0
cnable members to recognize cacn other when they meet i
far places or at home. Twenty-five cents, post-paid, any-
where.

When sending for the button enclose a strong, sei-
addressed, unstamped envelope.

If check or money order is sent, plecase make it out to
the Ridgway Company, not to any individual,

General Questions from Readers

In addition to our free service department “Ask Adven-
ture” on the pages following, Adrenture can sometimes
answer other questions within our gencral ficld. When it
can, it will.  Expeditions and employment excepted.

Addresses

Order of the Restless—Organizing to unite for fci-
lowship all who feel the wanderlust.  First suggested in tlis
maga:ine, though having no connection with it aside from
our friendly interest.  Address WAVNE EBERLY, 51y
Citizens Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio.

Camp-Fire—Any one belongs who wishes to.

Rifle Clubs—Address Nat. Riflc Ass'n of America, 1108
Woodward Bldg., Washington, D. C.

(See also under **Standing Information' in “Ask Adrem-
ture."’)

Remember: Magazines are made up ahead of time.
Allow for two or thrce months betwcen sending and publi=
cation,
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A enty,

A Free Question and: Answer Service Bureau of Infor-
mation on Outdoor Life and Activities Everywhere and
Upon the Various Commodities Required Therein. Con-
ducted for Adventure Magazine by Our Staff of Experts.

expert in charge of the department in whose field it falls. So
r that service may be as prompt as possible, he will answer you
by mail direct. But he will also send to us a copy of each question and
answer, and from these we shall select those of most general interest
and publish them each issue in this department, thus making it itself
an exceedingly valuable standing source of practical information.
Unless otherwise requested inquirer’s name and town are printed with
question; strcet numbers not given.

When you ask for geiteral information on a given district or subject
the expert will probably give you some valuable general pointers and
refer you to books or to local or special sources of information
Our experts will in all cases answer to the best of their ability, using
their own discretion in all matters pertaining to their departments

QUESTIONS should be sent, not to this office, but direct to the

subject only to our general rules for Ask Adventure, but neither they nor the magazine assumes any

responsibility beyond the moral one of trying to do the best that is possible.

These cxperts have been

chosen by us not only for their knowledge and experience but for their integrity and reliability. We have
emphatically assured each of them that his advice or information is not to be affected in any way by
whether a given commodity is or is not advertised in this magazire.

1. Service free to anybedy, provided stamped and addressed envelope is enclosed. Corre-
spondents writing to or from foreign countries will please enclose International
Reply Ceupens, purchasable at any post-office, and exchangeable for stamps of
any ceuntry in the International Postal Union.

2. Send each question direct to the expert in charge of the particular department whose
field covers it. He will reply by mail. Do NOT send questions to this magazine.

3. No reply will be made to requests for partners, for financial backing, or for chances to
join expeditions. Ask Adventure covers business and work opportunities, but only
if they are outdoor acfivities, and only in the way of general data and advice. It is in
no sense an employment bureau. :

4, Make your questions definite and specific. State exactly your wants, qualifications
and intentions. Explain your case sufficiently to guide the expert you question.

5. Send no question until you have read very carefully the exact ground covered by

the particular expert in whose department it seems to belong.

1. % Islands and Coasts .
CarraiNy A. .E. DincLE, Hamilton, Bermuda. Islands
of Indian and Atlantic oceans; the Mediterranean; Cape
Nom and Magellan Straits. Ports, trade, peoples,
travel. (Postage s cents.)

2. The Sea Part1

BeriaR BROWN. Seattle Press Club, 1305 Fifth Ave., N.
E., Seattle, Wash. Covering ships, seamen and shipping;
naatical history, seamanship, navigation, yachting; com-
mercial fisheries of North America; marine bibliography
of U. S.; seafaring on fishing-vessels of the North Atlantic
and Pacific banks, small-boat sailing, and old-time shipping
and seafaring.

3. % The Sea_ Part 2 i
CAPTAIN . E. Dincie, Hamilton, Bermuda. Such
questions as pertain to the sea, ships and men local to the
British Exmpire should be sent to] Captain Dingle, not Mr.
Brown. (Postage s cents.) .

4. Rastern U. S. Part i

RayMOND S. SPEARSs, Little Falls, N. Y. Covering Missis-
sippi, Ohio, Tennessee, Michigan and Hudson valleys;
Great I.akes, Adirondacks, Chesapeal:ze Bay; river, lake
and road travel, game, fish and woodcraft; furs, fresh-
water pearls, herbs; and their markets.

5. Eastern U. S. Part2 i
HarsBURG L1EBE, 6 West Concord Ave., Orlando, Florida.
Covering Tennessee, Alabama, Mississippi, and N, and S.
Carolina, Florida and Georgia except Tennessee River and
Atlantic seaboard. Hunting, fishing, camping; logging,
lumbering, sawmu .saws, -

6. Eastern U.S. Part3.

De. G. E. H/ T_HORNB..@L Central Street, Bangor, Maine.
Covering Maine; fishing, hunting, canoeing, guides, outfits,
supplies.

7. Middle Western U. S. Part1

Joserut MiLLs HansoN (lately Capt. A. E. F.), care Adven~
ture. Covering the Dakolas, Nebraska, Iowa, Kansas.
Hunting, fishing, travel.  Early history of Missouri Valley.

8. Middle Western U. S. Part 2

Joun B. TuompPsoN, 906 Pontiac Bldg., Chicago, II.
Covering Missouri, Arkansas and the Missouri Valley up to
Sioux City, Iowa. Wilder countrics of the Ozarks, and
swamps; hunting, fishing, trapping, farming, mining and
range lands; big timber Sections.

9. Middle Western U. S. Part 3

LARRY ST, Jonn, Melbourne Beach, Fla. Covering
Indiana, Illinois, Michigan, Wisconsin, Minnesota, and
Lake Michigan, Fishing, hunting, trapping, lumbering,
canocing, camping, guides, outfits, motoring, agriculture,
minerals, natural history, clamming, early history, legends.

10. Western U. S. Part 1 .
E.E. HARRIMAN, 2303 W. 23d St.. Los Angeles, Calif. Cover-
ing California, Oregon, Washington, Utah, Nevada, Arizona.
Game, fur, fish; camp, cabin; mines, minerals; mountains.
11. Western U. S. Part 2 and

Mexico Part1 Northern
J. W. WRITEAKER, 1505 W. 10th St., Austin, Tex. Cover-
ing Texas, Oklahoma, and the border States of old Mexico;
Sonora, Chihuahua, Coahuila, Nuevo Leon and Tamaulipas.
Minerals, lumbering, agriculture, travel, customs, topog-
raphy, climate, natives, hunting, bistory, industries.

12, Mexico Part 2 Southern; and
Lower California .

C. R. MauarFey, 381 Broadway Street, San Francisco, Cal.

Covering Lower California_and that part of Mexico lying

south of a line drawn from Tampico to Mazatlan. Mining,

agriculture, topography, travel, hunting, lumbering, history,

natives, commerce, business and general conditions.

*(Enclose addressed envelope with § cents in stamps NOT attached)

Raturn posioge not required from U. S. or Canadian soldiers. sailors or marines im service outside the U. S.,

#1s possessions, or Canada,
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13. % North American Snow Countries Part 1

S. E. SANGSTER (“Canuck”), L. B. 393, Ottawa, Canada.
Covering Height of Land and northern parts of Quebec
and Ontario (except strlijp between Minn. and C. P. R'y);
southeastern parts of Ungava and Keewatin. Trips for
sport, canoe routes, big game, fish, fur; equipment; Summer,
Autumn and Winter outfits; Indian life and habits;
Hudson's Bay Co. posts; minerals, timber; customs
regulations. No questions answered on trapping for profit.

14. North American Snow Countries Part 2 i
HArRrRY M. MooRE, Deseronto, Ont., Canada. Covering
southeastern Ontario and the Ottawa Valley. PFishing,
hunting, caneeing, mining, lumbering, agriculture, topog-
raphy, travel, camping, aviation.

15. % Nerth American Snow Countries Part3
GEORGE L. CattON, Tweed, Ont.,, Canada. Covering
Southern Ontario and Georgian Bay. Fishing, hunting,
trapping, canoeing.

16. North American Snow Countries _Part 4

T. F. PHiLLips, Department of Science, Duluth Central
High School, Duluth, Minnesota. Covering Hunters
Island and English River district. Fishing, camping,
hunting, trapping, canocing, climate, topography, travel.
The shortest, quickest and cheapest way to get into this north
country.

17. North American Snow Countries Part 5

Ep. L. CARsoN, Burlington, Wash. Covering Yukon, Brit-
{sh Columbia and Alberta including Peace River district;
to Great Slave Lake. Outfits and equipment, guides, big
game, minerals, forest, prairie; travel; customs regulations.
18. Nerth American Snew Countries Part 6
THEODORE S. SoLoMONs, Carmel, Calif. Covering Alaska.
Arctic life and travel; boats, packing, back-packing, traction,

transport, routes; equipment, clothing, foed; physics,
hygiene; mountain work.

19. Nerth American Snow Countries Part 7

Reece H. HaGug, The Pas, Manitoba, Canada. Cover-

ing Maniteba, Saskatchewan, Mackenzie and Northern

Keewatin. Homesteading, mining, hunting, trapping,
lumbering and travel.

20. North American Snow Countries Part8

Jas. F. B. BELFORD, Codrington, Ont., Canada. Covering

New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, Newfoundland and south-
eastern Quebec. Hunting, fishing, lumbering, camping,
trapping, auto and canoe trips, history, topography, farm-
ing. Komesteading. mining, paper and wood-pulp industries,
land grants. water-power.
21.  Hawaiian Islands and China .
F. J. HALTON, 632 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. Cover-
ing customs, travel, natural history, resources, agriculture,
fishing, hunting.
22. Central America .
EDGAR YOUNG, care Adventure magazine, Spring and Mac-
dougal Sts., New York, N Covering Canal Zone,
Panama, Costa Rica, Nicaragua, Honduras, British Hon-
duras, Salvador, Guatemala. Travel, customs, language,
game, local conditions, minerals, trading.
23. South America Partl K
EBGAR YOUNG, care Adventure magazine, Spring and Mac-
dougal Sts., New York, N. Y. Covering Colombia, Ecuador,
Peru, Belivia and Chile; geography, inhabitants, history,
industries, topography, minerals, game, languages, customs.
24. South America Part 2 .
P. H. GourpsmiTti, Inter-American Magazine, 407 West
117th St.. New York, N@Y. Covecring Venezucla, the
Guianas, Brazil, Uruguay, Paraguay and Argentine Re-
public. Travel, history, customs, industries, topography,
natives, languages, hunting and fishing.
25. sia, Southern
GSORDI:N MacCreach, 21 East 14th St., New York City.
Covering Red Sca, Persian Gulf, India, Tibet, Burma,
western China, Siam, Andamans, Malay States, Borneo.
the Treaty Ports; hunting, trading, traveling.

. Philippine Islands
gucx Cogrgox, 1555 Wilcox Ave., Hollywood, Calif. Cov-
cring history, natives, topegraphy, customs, travel, hunting,
fishing, minerals, agriculture, exports and imports, manu-
factunng.

. Japan . .
z‘:’;ucjl-: . T. KNupsoN, Castine, Maine. Covering Japan;
commerce, politics, people, customs, history, geography,
travel, agriculture, art, curios.
28. Russia and Eastern Siberia
Major A. M. LochwitzKY (formerly Lieut.-Cok I. R. A.;
Ret.), Austin, Texas. Covering Petrograd and its province ;
Finland, northern Caucasus; Primorsk District, fsland of
Sakhalien; travel, hunting, fishing; explorations among
native tribes; markets, trade, curios.

Adventure

2. Africa Partl

THoMAS S. MILLER, Carmel, Monterey Co., Calif. Covering
the Gold, Ivory and Fever Coasts of West Africa, the Niger
River from the delta to Jebba, Northern Nigeria. Canoe-
ing, labor, trails. trade, expenses, outfitting, flora; tribal
histeries, witchcraft, savagery.

30. Africa Part2

GEORGE E. HoLt, Frederick, Md. Covering Morocco;
travel, tribes, customs, history, topography, trade.

31. & Africa Part 3. Portuguese East Africa
R. W. WariNG, Corunna, Ontario, Canada. Covering
trade, produce, climate, opportunities, game, wild 1life,
travel, expenses, outfits, health, etc.

32. % Africa Part4. Transvaal, N. W.and Southern
Rhodesia, British East Africa, Uganda and the Up-
per Congo

CHARLES BEADLE, care Society of Authors and Compoaers,

Central Building, Tothill St., Westminster, London, England.

Covering geography, hunting, equipment, trading, climate,

transport, customs, living conditions, witchcraft, opportuni-

tics for adventure and sport. (Postage § cents.)

33. Africa Part5. Cape Colony, Orange River Col-
ony, Natal and Zululand

CAPTAIN F. J. FRANKLIN, The Adventurers’ Club, 8 South

Clark Street, Chicago, Illinois. Climatic conditions, shooting

and fishing, imports and exports; health resorts, mines and

minerals, opl})ortunines for employment, direct shipping

routes from United States of America, general information

covering living conditions, travel and opportunities.

M. & New Zealand and the South Sea Islands

ToMm L. MiLLs, The Feilding Star, Feilding, New Zealand.

Covering New Zealand, Cook Islands and Samoa. Travel,

history, custems; opportunities for adventurers, explorers

and sportsmen. (Poslage 8 cents.)

35. South Sea Islands of French Oceania

CHARLES BROWN, JR., 213 E Street, San Rafael, California.
Covering Tahiti and the Society Islands, the Paumetu or
Pearl Islands, and the Marquesas. Geography, natives,
history, language, customs, travel, equipment, climate,
produce, trading, pcarl-diving, living conditions and ex-
penscs; sports, vanilla and coconut culture.

36. % Australia and Tasmania

ALbeRT GoLpig, Hotel Sydney, Sgdney. Australia. Cover-
ing customs, resources, travel, hunting, sports, politics.
history. (/[’ostage 5 cents.)

FIREARMS, PAST AND PRESENT

Rifles, shotguns, pistols, revolvers and ammunition.
(Any questions on the arms adapted to a particular locality
should not be sent to this department but to the Ask Ad-
venture editor covering the district in question.)

A.—All Shotguns (including foreign and American
makes). J. B. THOMPSON, 906 Pontiac Bldg., Chicage, 111,

B.—AIll Rifles, Pistols and Revolvers (including
foreign and American makes). D. WiIGGINS, Salem, Ore.

Salt and Fresh Water Fishing

J. B. THOMPSON, 906 Pontiac Bldg, Chicago., Ill. Covering
fishing-tackle and equipment; fly and bait casting; live bais;
camping outfits; fishing trips.

STANDING INFORMATION

For gencral information on U. S. and its possessions, write
Sup’t of Public Documents, Wash., D. C., for catalog of all
government publications. .

For the Philippines and Porte Rico, the Bureau of Ingu.
lar Aflairs, War Dep’t, Wash., D. C.

For Alaska, the Alaska Bureau, Chamber of Commerce,
Central Bldg., Seattle, Wash.

For Hawaii, Hawaii Promotion Committee, Chamber of
Commerce, Honolulu, T. H. Also, Dep’t of the Interior,
Wash., D. C. i

For Cuba, Bureau of Information, Dep't of Agri., Com..
and Laber, Havana, Cuba. ’

The Pan-American Union may be called upon for general
information relating to Latin-American matters or for
specific data. Address John Buarrett. Dir. Gen., Wash., D, C.

For R. N. W. M. P., Commissioner Royal Canadian
Mounted Police, Ottawa, Can. Only unmarred Britigh
subjects, age 18 to 40, above s ft. 8 in. and under 175 lbe.,
accepted.

b Fgr Canal Zone, the Panama Canal Commission, Wash. ,

‘For U. S.. its possessions and most foreign countries, th
Dep't of Com., Wash., D. C. *

* (Enclose addressed envelope m'l; 8 centg—im Mr. Mills' case 8 cants— in stamps NO1 astached)
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He has taken a homestead—got it ten years ago—
and he has just 34 head of cattle.

I think the best place to begin is in southwestern
Utah. I could buy good land—raw—for 86 an acre
and improved at $12, in 1911.

The State law prohibits an Arizona cowboy from
packing a sixgun. When Mex bandits were making
trouble on the border the law was asleep. I have
just returned from a three weeks’ trip therc and saw
only onc man packing a sixgun and he was in the
Geological Survey Service. Here's a description of

AN ARIZONA COW-RANCH

A cottage—adobe or wood—a big corral
made of poles—a snubbing-post in the cen-
ter or at one side. Post may be set, or a
growing mesquitc tree. A water-trough
somewhere in corral.

_Hills all around corral, covered with more
or less cactus—cholla, which is the inven-
tion of the devil and the worst in creation—
buckhorn, big leaf, Indian fig and other
kinds. Little valleys between hills full of
catclaw, mesquite and Sangre de Cristo
treces and brush. Everything that grows,
except Mormon tea, covered with thorns.
Cattle hiding in brush here and there—
about one cow or steer to the square mile.
Cowboy wearing smooth, heavy leather
chaps, leather-sleeved jacket or heavy
denim. Necessary precaution against get-
ting undressed by thorns. Chases cattle to
get them headed right. No running ex-
cept to head cattle off from going wrong
way. Horses walk—walk—walk!

Cattle break back to escape—cowboy
wheels—breuks through catclaw and leaves
threads of cloth on a thousand hooked
thorns—slams into heart of a mesquite
clump and comes out blecding—finds a
cholla-cactus clump before he knows it and
races on with a lot of its joints or balls
fast on legs of horse and gouging him at
every jump.

Gets critter turned—jogs slowlyiafter it—
gets out to open—breaks a twig that forks,
sets fork above cholla and jabs down to
clear it. Then takes knifc and thumb to
pick out the spines it left.

Finds steer with screw ,worms infesting
every place where the skin has been cut or
broken. Has to rope and hogtie him, then
dope places to kill worms. Takes rope off
horns, loosens legs and jumps for horse or
fence. Can't tell when he will get up
wildly on the prod.

Cowboy pounds saddlc leather all day and
spends an hour in getting thorns out of
his own skin, All in the day’s work.

Gets bronco colts in corral—picks onc, and
undertakes to “bust him.” Perhaps cow-
boy gets busted instead. Oh, it's the
life!

Put at least five cents postage on all let-
ters addressed to Ask Adventure editors
who live outside the U. S. Always enclose

at least five cents in International Reply
Coupons for answer.

Adventure

Hindi
THE ground-plan of this language is
the same as that of English, only
scrambled. Hindustani, it may be men-
tioned in passing, is one of several Hindi
dialects:

Question:—*‘I am a civil engineer, have had con-
siderable experience in the Central-American coun-
tries, and am anxious to gct some kind of a con-
struction job in the Orient—location immaterial as
long as it is not in the mountains. It has occurred
to me that if I have a smattering of one of the
Oricntal languages I may find it easier to get work in
those countries than otherwise.

I wonder if you can give me any pointers as to the
relative value and simplicity of the various lan-
guages? I realize that it would be almost impos-
sible for an American to get anything but a most
rudimentary knowledge of such a language while in
this country, and that is all I hope to get.

Any information you may be able to give me will
be greatly appreciated, and in the event that this
letter should find its way into Adventure may I ask
you to use my initials as a signature?”—C, P. D.

Answer, by Mr. MacCreagh:—Let me set your
mind at rest at the outset. If you have any means
of making a connection with firms,doing construc-
tion work in the East you don’t have to worry for a
minute about acquiring an Oriental language. No-
body who goes out ever comes with a knowledge of
the local language; and a great many never acquire
any knowledge either.

1t is to be admitted, of course, that if you apply
for a job and other things being equal you would get
the preference over the other fellow if you knew
something of an Orental language—for the perti-
nacity indicated more than for any working knowl-
edge that you might have; and for this reason per-
haps you would be anxious to pursue your plan of -
picking up some sort of nigger man’s “bat.”

As you say, it will be dificult. I can suggest
only that you get a grammar and then try to dig up
some Oriental in your city and get him to give you
the hang of the pronunciation.

As to relative simplicity: There is no doubt what-
coever that Hindustani is by far the simplest of all
the Oricental languages to acquire—except perhaps
Bengali: but you would never need Bengali in a
thousand yecars because every Bengali speaks Hin-
dustani. The latter language, on the other hand,
would carry you, handling coolic labor, all the way
round by Singapore to Bornco.

Once you get the hang of the peculiar position of
the words in Hindi, which are twisted around in the
most extraordinary manner, you will find no diffi-
culty beyond learning a vocabulary; for the Hindi
language has no moods or tenses or cases or conju-
gations or declensions other than in English; they
say, of a man, to a man, from, by or with a man,
just as we do; only they twist a sentence to say, the
dog my grandmother of upon its hide fleas has,
meaning that Fido is lousy. Once get the hang of
that and therc is nothing to it.

Methuen & Co., Publishers, London, got out a
very satisfactory Hindustani grammar. Perhaps
your local library might be able to help you with a
list at least of such works.



Ask Adventure

More about Newfoundland

CRITIC once remarked that the ideal

letter of correction not only good-
manneredly called attention to an error of
statement, but also at the same time sup-
plied new information. And this is what
Mr. Wills has done in the following letter.
The article in question appeared in Ask
Adventure of the Mid-November, 1920,
issue:

In a recent issuc of our mazazine you have an ac-
count of our little island by Mr. Belford which is,
in the main, very good for an outsider.

He states that “it is a British crown colony,”
which is not correct. It is, and has been since 1832,
a self-governing colony, having complete charge of
revenue, etc., ctc., and electing its own representa-
tives.

It wil' interest many to know that a British crown
colony is controlled completely by the crown—
1. e., England—and the inhabitants have 1o local
government, and have no say in local aliairs. The
revenuc derived from the country gocs to the crown.
Since the war we have raised to the status of a do-
minion, and arc now sending trade comumissioncrs
all over the world.

I trust that you will sce fit to correct the false im-
pression your correspondent has made in this article.

With thanks for publication, I remain—I'RANK
F. WrLLs, St. John's, Newfoundland.

To this letter of Mr. Wills, the Ask d-
venture editor in charge of the territory
writes: :

My hat is off to Mr. Wills. He is quite right. T
knew perfectly well that Newfoundland was a sclf-
governing colony. but by one of thosc unexplainable
frecaks of the mind I put her down as a crown
colony.

However, she was the first of Britain’s colonics,
and she has maintained a splendid standing in that
sisterhood. ITecr sons upheld the honor of our flag
in the latc war on land and sca.

Long may shc flourish, and soon may she join her
destinics with Canada in one grand confederation.

I thank Mr. Wills for his corrcction.—Jas. I'. B.
Berrorp, Codrington, Ontario, Canada.

Dutch Guiana

ERE’S an interesting handful of
facts:

Question:—*Referring to Dutch Guiana: Please
describe and explain the following:

\What mangroves arc; also cacao.  The meaning
of “indentured.”  What obeah is.

Describe Paramaribo and pronounce it correctly.

Describe the Surinam River. Tell a little about
the exchange of citics. ‘

Tell what nationality the Javanese are; somcth!ng
about the Arawak tribe of Indians and somcthing
about the home for lepers.”—M-rs. C. B. DayTox,

Packwaukee, Wis.
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Anszwer, by Dr. Goldsmith:—I am pleased to reply
to your lctter of September fourteenth, although I
admit that vou offer me a very considerable task. I
sugzest, as a source of information, that you sccure
the followinz work from the nearest considerable
library: “Guiana, British, Dutch and French,” by
James Rodway. This work has a great deal of in-
formation that would supply you with a good back-
ground.

The mangrove (Rlizophora mangle) is a low tree
with an abundance o1 adventitious roots that
abounds near the mouths of the rivers. It is pecu-
liar in that its sced germinates in the fruit.  The
bark is used in tanning, and for this purposc it is
very superior because of the large quantity of tannin
which it contains.

Cacao scems to have been a native tree of the
Guianas, and it was cultivated there for many cen-
turices before the arrival of Luropeans.  Surinam or
Dutch Guiana exports a considerable qguantity of
cacio.

The cacao or chacolate-tree (Theobroma cacao) is
a small everzreen that varies in height from sixteen
to forty fect and grows wild; it is a native of tropical
America, and it ix widcly cultivated from Mexico to
Paraguay, in the lower ranges of the dilferent coun-
trics. ‘The fruit is a pointed pod that varics from
five to ten inches in length, and it contains many
small sceds embedded in a sweet pulp.

The sceds are highly nutritive, containing fifty per
cent. of fat.  They are of an agrecable flavor, and
they are used for food in both their fresh and in their
dricd state. They are usually roasted and freed of
their husks, and when ground and mixed with sugar
and flavoring-materials they produce chocolate,
which is the most important product of cacao.

The “indenture” of servants or employces was re-
sorted to by the Dutch as a means of holding those
who were brought over to work, the period usually
being for ten years. In order to understand the
signiticance and social and legal bearing of “‘in-
denturd” as applied to both British and Dutch
Guiana, a considerable knowledge of local history is
necessary.  Slavery in one form or another was
carly resorted to, but the tendency was all against
compulsory service, and it waz abandoned about the
time of the conclusion of our Civil War.

Obi, obea or obealr is the name applicd to the magic
art of sorcery as practised by the negroes in Africa
and brought by them to the West Indies. Traces of
it are to be found in Cuba, P'uerto Rico, Santo Do-
mingo, Jamaica, southern United Stites and along
the shores of the Caribbean and in the Guianas
wherever  negroes have been  introduced.  The
charms are bones, feathers, rags and oiher trash.
The chicf effect seems to have been wrought by the
usc of poison to spread terror.

The negroes had recourse to obi as a cure of dis-
cases, the concilintion of enemices, the gratihcation of
revenge, fortunc-telling, the discovery of theft, cte.
Variations occurred when African superstition was
brought into contact with Orental superstition, in-
troduced by the coolies brought to the Guianas as
laborers; and with that of the American Indians.

Paramaribo is pronounced Pah-rih-mah/-ree-bo.
It is sometimes called Surinam. It is the capital of
Dutch Guiana, with a pn])lllallon of about forly
thousand and a very important commerce.

It was founded by the French in 1600, and it suf-
fered many vicissitudes during the carly years of its
existence. . It and the rest of Dutch Guiana received
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a great impulse in 1685, when the revocation of the
Edict of Nantes drove many deserving and industri-
ous people to flight. A fair number of them came to
Surinam.

Surinam or Paramaribo is located on the left bank
of the Surinam River. The Surinam River is about
300 miles long, and it is navigable for some 50 or 60
miles inland.

The administrative and exccutive authority of
Dutch Guiana or Surinam—for the country itself
is also called Surinam—is in the hands of a governor,
assisted by a council, which consists of the governor
as president, a vice-president and three other mem-
bers, all nominated by the Queen of Holland. The
representative body consists of the colonial States,
and the members are chosen for six ycars by clectors,
in the proportion of one for every 200 clectors. The
country is divided into 13 districts; the arca is
46,060 square miles; the population on January 1,
1919, was 107,827, not including the negroes and
Indians that live in the forests.

T have no knowledge of a special house for lepers.

1 do not know what you mean by ‘“an exchange of
cities.”

There arc somewhat more than 10,000 Javancse in
Surinam, and they arc uscful laborers, although they
are not so strong as the East Indians. They arc es-
teemed as gatherers of rubber.  They were brought
from the island of Java, along with the Chinese
coolies and the East Indians about the middle of the
nincteenth century.

The Arawak Indians were often mentioned in the
carly writings of the settlers of the Guianas.  John
Scott, who wrote in 1685, discussed them, along with
the Caribs. He cestimated the Arawaks at 80,000
families. This, however, was probably an ex-
aggeration.

The Arawaks told the Spaniards that the Caribs
were the original inhabitants of the land, that they
themselves had come along the coast and that they
were friendly with the Caribs at first.  When they
found the Caribs to be so fierce they quarreled with
them, and upon the discovery of the country by the
Spaniards they sought their aid.

The Arawaks lived at first upon the rivers and
creeks, depending upon hunting and fishing and the
cassava for their sustenance. Later they were
driven inland by their enemies.

The warlike Caribs are now almost extinct, and
the less warlike Arawaks form the bulk oi the Indian
popnlation of today.

Men Who Run Down Deer

BOUT the Tarahumare Indians and
their home, Chihuahua. May they
enjoy the peace and plenty which have been
so long in coming to them: "

Question:—Please give me any information in re-
gard to agricultural and grazing lands of Chihua-
hua, Mexico. 1 would appreciate description of
topography, climate, natives and their customs,

What is average price of grazing and agricultural
lands and what is necessary in securing title to same?
Where can T get reliable maps of Chihuahua®"—H.
IX. MUENDER, Mayer, Ariz.

Answer, by Mr. Whiteaker:—Chihuahua is the
largest and richest of the northern Mexican States,
sparscly settled; about 330,000 inhabitants, of whom
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about 9,000 are Indians, chiefly Tarahumares.

Four-fifths of the State is a beautiful upland plain

of from 4,000 to 8,000 feet above sea-level.

An immense arid depression is in the eastern sec-
tion, crossed by the National Railways of Mexico.
Sand and alkali are characteristics of the plains.

About half of the State is under cultivation, irri-
gated from artesian wells in some places.

Climate is temperate and finc on the uplands. In
the lowlands the Summers arc apt to be cxtreme.
Frost in the mountains in the Fall—sometimes snow.
Rainfall is ample.  Indians live to be a century and
more old. N

A great variety ol fruits, vegetables, cereals, cot-
ton, tobacco, sugar-cane, ctc., is raised. Stock-
raising is one of the principal industries. The
Chihuahua hairless dogs are a peculiar product.

The Indians are fine specimens of humanity.
Their name (Tarahumare) is taken from a game
that they play which requires a great deal of endur-
ance in running. Sometimes the game (pushing a
large ball from morning to night) lasts for two or
three days. At night torches are carried over their
heads if the moonlight is not sufiicient to see by, and
the ball is kept moving. The women as well as the
men are engaged in the sport. .

The men are fast runners, oiten carrying 'dIS-
patches for hundreds of miles in a few days’ time.
The Mexicans often employ the men to run down
wild horses. They do a great deal of their hunt-
ing game by running the deer or other animals
down. On ‘their running journeys of dispatch-
carrying the runners carry their food (pinale—a
cake made of maize and water) in a pouch and eat
their meals without stopping to rest. . .

You can get a glimpse of the Indians in Chi-
huahua City, where they do their bartering.  The
pure-blooded are truthful, honest and industrious.

The men and women wear their hair long; not a
bald head to be scen.  Beard ix plucked out of their
faces. Chastity is a noteworthy characteristic.

A young nun can carry 100 or more pounds on
his head for hundreds of miles without showing
signs of fatigue. They love heat and often lie
naked in the hot sands which would shrivel a white
man. They go bareioot through snow without
flinching. They kill rabbits and turkeys with
boomerangs, at which mode of Iumpng they are
experts. For larger animals they dress in the skins of
animals and stalk their prey.

Their range is from Temosachic at
the southern edge of the State oi Chihuahua.
tribe. is scattered all over Mexico now. X

There are in all about 23000 members of this
tribe. which was a powerful nation in possession of
the vast regjon known now as Chihuahua, at  the
time of the Spanish conquistadores. TFhe numerous
towns and villages in the State with names termi-
nating in ckic pertain to, or were formerly inhabited

-, these Indians.

I)'\_:\m(:r\it;m\» are not allowed to possess land within
50 miles of the United States border.  Land is
cheap. It is casier to cbtain land from one of the
large land-owners than it s through official chan-
nels; so much “'red tape has to be gone through
that it requires months to get a concession.

Write to the Secretary ol Agriculture and Promo-
tion, Mexico City. and he will lurnl_sh you all the

data you necd. "The maps arc unreliable as no two
made by different persons are alike.  Write to the
Sonora News Co., Nogales, Ariz., about the maps.

at the north to
The
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LOST TRAILS

NoT1e—We offer this department of the *“Camp-Fire" free of charge to those
of our readers who wish to get in touch again with old friends or acquaintances
from whom the years have separated them. For the benefit of the friend you
seek, give your own name if possible.
ing contrary instructions, will be considered as intended for publication in full
with inquirer’s name, in this department, at our discretion.
right in case inquirer rcfuses his name, to substitute any numbers or other
names, to reject any item that scems to us unsuitable, and to usc our discretion
in all matters pertaining to this department.
We will, however, forward mail through this office, assuming no responsibility
We have arranged with the Montreal Star to give additional publi-
cation in their ‘‘Missing Relative Column,'’ weekly and daily editions, to any
of eur inquiries for persons last heard of in Canada.
inquiries from one sex to the other are barred.

All inquiries along this line, unless contain-

We reserve the

Give also your} own full address.

Except in case of relatives,

N and Officers of 2nd Canadian Construction Bat-
talion, please write to J.'N. WARD, 920 Evangeline
Rd., Cleveland, Ohio. o

SULLIVAN. THOMAS. Formerly of the Yankee Divi-
sion, A. E. F. (26th Div.), and later of the Medical
Dept. Base Hospital, Bazoilles, France. Age about nine-
teen or twenty. Bclieved to have lived in or near Boston,
Mass., before division went overseas. Have news from a
friend- of his.—Address THomAs L. SuLLivan, V. D. Club,
Boston, Mass.
STANLEY. FRANCIS. Enlisted in U. S. Navy Octo-
ber 2, 1884, aboard U. S. S. Vermont. Any information
as to the whereabouts of his relatives will be appreciated
by his son.—Address Francis F. StanNLEY, 5 Markham
Park, Shanghai, China. .

PHILLIPS. BRYAN. Last heard of at Camp Travis,
San Antonio, Texas, during the summer of 1917. Was
a civil engincer before entering the service. Would like
to hear from him or his father, who lives in Joplin, Mo.—
Address C. A. WiLL1aMs, s16 W. Oak St., Denton, Texas.

SULL[VAN. DAVE D. Was in Co. L, First Louisiana
Infantry, on Mexican Border. Then at Camp Nicholls,
New Orleans, Camp Beauregard, transferred to 142-

G. B. Co. B. Flot heard from since close of war.
y information will be appreciated.—Address J. E.
Broussarp, Box 485, Key West, Fla.

BROWN. WALTER R. Was chief steward on S. S.
Nelsor in 1913-14, Last heard from sailing from
Italian ports. Sailed in Morgan line and Gulf Refining
with me. Please write your old radio friend.—JosEpril E.
Broussarp, Box 48s, Key West, Fla, -

LARSON, FRANKLIN S. An old friend would like to
know your present address.—Address P. O. Box 8os,
Pheenix, Arizona. ‘

A PINE, ANDREW J. Was a soldicr in the machine
gun troop, 8th U. S. Cava.lv. Please write to your
old pal Jack.—Address JouN H. VENKER, Page, Nebr.

COLTON. JAMES M. Enlisted in the balloon school at
Fort Omaha in May, 1018, and last heard from with
the soth Balloon Co., Langley Field, Hampton, Va., where
be was discharged about March, 1920. Supposed to !
now living in Akron, Ohio. All his old pals, ‘‘Shorty,”
“Bus'’ and ‘'Bill"”_ wish to hear from him. Espccially
myself.—Address CUrTiss J. PETERSON, 2219 Maple St.,
Omaha, Ncbraska.

CLARKE. GILBERT VAN ANTWERPT (BERT).
Last heard from in Montreal, Canada, in 1921. Was
working for Montreal Light, Heat & Power Co. Age
about twenty-five, black hair, dark-brown eyes, five feet
ten inches tall. Lived in Des Moines, Iowa. Write your
old buddy on the Barbadian and Cambrian at Rosedale,

Miss. -

GARDINER. EX-P'TE. Of the Canadian Railway
Troops, C. E. P. Last heard of him in Coburg Mili-
tary Hospital, Ontario. Any information as to his where-
abouts will be appreciated.—Address F. ENDERSLEY, Ste.
Anne's Hospital, Ste. Anné de Bellevue, Quebec.

MACK or MARVIN, ROBERT. Five feet, eleven
inches tall, blond hair, blue eyes. Last heard from
in Chicago in Spring of 1920. Wasa Great Lakes seaman.
Generally works as fireman. Any information will be
appreciated by his old friend.—L.. M. B., Hdgs. Co.,
7th F. &., Camp Dix, N. J .

THOMAS. HENRY. With me at El Paso Military
School at Fort Bliss, Texas. Last known address,
1312 Montana St., El Paso, Texas, in 1913. Write to
your old school chum. Have enlisted in the Marine
Corps.—Address PvT, JoseEpH L. McLAUGHLIN, Guard Co.,
{\lf. ld, c(::ir7 of U. S. N. Hospital, Marine Barracks, Mare
sland, Cal. N

ROOME,OSCAR. (Colored.) Moved from 1721 Lom-

bard St., Phila., Pa., on May 15th. His wife would like

to sec and hear from him very much at her parents’ home,

1631 Ogden St., Phila., Pa. Also some mail for you

there. Let bsygoncs be bygones.—Address V10LET BROOME,
1631 Ogden St., Phila., Pa.

PALMER. JAMES. Last heard of in El Reno, Okla.
Any information will be apgreciated by his niece.—
MRs. JaMES Nupp, 32 Howland Place, Long Branch, N. J.

STANFIELD. ROSS. Please write to your old friend
and schoolmate at his home address.—L. A. WAGNER,
La Fayette, Ind.

OHN, SOLLIE. Your brother Martin wants to know
where you are.—Address MARTIN SoHN, 623 N. Ham-
let St., Columbus, Ohio.

HOFFMAN, JOHN. Last heard of in 19009. Was then
a baker in New York. Any information will be appre-
ciated by his niece.—Address MARIE RRSZEK, Y. W. C. A.,
60 South Third St., Columbus, Ohio.

WARNER. GEORGE (HOOK).
Rochester, N. Y., April 12, 1916. Bound for Chi-
cago to enter ring-game. FHas fought eight years in
Rochester prize ring under name of Kid Hamiiton. Is
five feet ten inches tall, has dark features and weighs
about 17§ pounds. Anz information as to his whercabouts
will be appreciated by his former manager.—Address ScGT.
EvLmer C. FINKBEINER, 1§ Albow Place, Rochester, N. Y.

CLBMS, THORNTON. Formerly of Toronto, Canada.
Last heard of was in Edmonton, Alberta. Write to
your old friend, HArRRrY FINcH, 64 Oak St., Toronto, Canada.

RTEGA, TRANCIS CLIFFORD, and men who served

in the late war and were at Halifax during the time of

the explosion. awaiting transportation at the armory

under the command of Major Walkely, please communicate

with Cnas. F. WitoriskEY, JRr., Box 88, Carlstrom Field,
Arcadia, Fla.

EORGE. Write to your old pal “Chris.” Am now in

the Navy, and would like to hear from you. The old

trail isn’t the same when you're gone. Write, care of Yeo-
man School, Naval Operating Base, Norfolk, Va.

Last heard of {n

Please notify us at once when you have found
your man.
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URKS, THOMAS SHAFTER. Last heard from in

Becaumont, Texas. Any information will be appre-
fated by his sister.—Address Miss CLARA Burks, 856
Wood St., Houma, La.

BURKS, JOHN STERLING. Last heard from in Den-
ver, Colo. Any information as to his whereabouts
will be appreciated by his sister.—Address Miss CLARA
BuURKS, 856 Wood St., Houma, La.

G H. GSend e a route sketch. I have been home since
e Junc and trying to locatc you cverywhere.—C. G.

DA\’ORICN, JACK. Medium height and build, slightly
red curly hair.  Educated in Ircland. Probably living
in New York; age about twenty-five. Any Information
will be appreciated.—Address GrorGe C. Smith, 221 S
Robey St., Chicago, Il

WESTMAN. ANDREW AUGUST. Formcrlyaprivate
in 4th S. Welsh Borderers, H. B. M. A. Was wounded
at battle of the%Somme, 1917. Last heard of in Prince of
Wales Hospital—B Ward—Montreal, Canada.  Andy,
please write to vour friend Jim.—Address Jas, JEWELL,
848 Broudwav, Albany, N. Y

C BAIN, C. TUTSON. Tive fect cwhl inches tall,
light comyplexion.  Last heard of in Albany, N.
Belicved to have goue West or joined the Navy. Your
grandmother is much worried over your disappearance
and mipht be dangerously ill.  Plcase write to your cousin.

—JiM JEWELL, 848 Broadway, Albany, N. Y

ACK. Come home; [ need you.
Your wife, NELLIE.

KING JIM. Write to me.
. SueLvox, 113 S, Division St.,

Nothing to worry you.

Everything O. K. Addrcss
BufTalo, N.

MANUSCRIPTS UNCLAIMED

ASTLLAR GAL BREATH: Ruth Gilfillan; Jack P.

Robinson: Rayv Ozmer; Miss Jimmie Banks; O. B,
Pranklin; Licutcnant Wm. S. Iilles; GL 1L Bennett: Byron
Chisholm A. B. Pnndls E. E. S.. Atkins; G. E. Hunqlr-
ford; A (:1\lord E. J. Monn F. S Emcr:on E. Murphy;
. E. \V;nrncr; 1. E Patten; L. T. Bennett; 'Sinn (,mhc
Jamcs Mosse; C. E. Wilson; R. W, }\||n~0n C. lI. Hunt-
ington; D. Polowe,

The following have heen lnquired for In cither
the Flrst March or Mid-March Issues of Adven-
ture. They can get the name of the Inquirer
from this magazine.
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SKINS, IRA V.; Berner, Cart; Blanchard, Fred Joseph;

Bonie, Luis Tcrcn Brett, Patnck Carlew, George
Stephenson; Clark, joc, Culllmn. M:chacl Dorpema
ack; Erickson, Carl J.; Evans, Welconie Lafayette;
lynn Peter Paul; Farrell, Bartholomew; Fowle, Dr.
Fairfax T.; Gaugh Chmrles, Gibson, Capt. Percy B.;
Gordon, J. C Gunter, James; Harold, J. S.; Hc:gelmann.
Edward, H.; Kmdlmg. Loms Lcnz, harl Magnus,
Alf; Maynard, Cecil D.; McCafferty, Frank; McCauley.
Gcorgc W.; McCawley, ' Walter F.; McFarland Harry;
McKnight, Robert; McLaura E. J.; Manlhams, Walter;
Mecager, Thomas I‘ Morris, William E.; Mullins, Roy.
Nodcen, William M Pechin, Miss Camxlle Richards,
Jack C.; Riddell, Edward (Alias Eddie chcney)' Rodi-
gan, Tobius; Sandberg, William; -Smith, Charley; Starr
Ted; Study; Taylor, Charles W. Sr.; Thonns, S.;
Walsh, Michael and Mathew; West, J. P.; Will, Colhs
Wilson, Robert E.; Worner, chry. -

MISCELLANEOUS—Friends and relatives of Fred J.
Noonan; Leonard, Mrs. Louisc; Van Camp, Mrs. Gertrude.

UNCLA[MED mall {s held by Adventure for
the following persons, who may obtain It
:)y sending us present address and proof of tden-
ity:
Al LDRIDGE, : Beaton, Sgt. Major G. M.; BenSOn
Edwin \\')rlh Htrxy h, Elizabeth; Bonner, Ma,or]
Mrs. Brownell; Car cnter, Capt. Robert S.; “Chin
Chisholm, D. F. R.; Cleve, _Iml Coles, Bobby; (ook Elllot.
D.; Conl William N.: Coshy. Arthur F.; rnshlcy, Wm.
T.; Curt¥ss, D. A.: Eager, Paul Ronnn, Fairfax, Bovd
Fisher, Sgt. R.; Garson, Ed.: Green, Billy; Green, \\' ;

Hale, Robert E.; Harris, Whalter ].; Hoflman, J. M.
Hublu>, ank E.; Hunt, Duanicl O'Connell; Irvmg.
Thos. Jackson, "Robert’ R.; Klug. Chas. C.; Kohl-

hammcr J‘nck Kuckaby. W illiam Francis; Kuhn, Edward;
Kutcher, Sgt. H1rr\ . Lafler, Mrs. Harry; L1ncaslcr C. E.:
Lariscy _I'uk; Lunhr Harry; Lee, Dr. C.; Lcc, Capt.
Ilm’\ R. C.; Lee, Dr. Williarm R Lewis, \V.Arburlon,

Luml) Jncl\ Lu\clt Harold S.; McAdams. wW. B.;
MacDonald, Ton\ Nelson, Frank Lovell; O'Hara, Jnck
Parker, G. A P\rer, Dr. M Parrott, Pvt. D. C.; ; Phil-
lips, Buﬂinu-m Phipps. Corbett C.; Pigcon, A. H.;
Ruphaelson, Sumpson; Rich, Wagoner, Bob le\enback
Frank: Rundle, Merrill G: Snlmn\ ack M.} Schmidt, G.;
Scott, Pvt. Jumes F.; Swan, Gcorgc s Tri p. Edward N.;

\"un Tyler, C hester; Von Gelucke, By ron nrd Frank B.;
Williams, W. P.; J. C. H.s W. W. T L. T. 348
439; WS-XV.

LTASE swend us your present ‘address.  Letters for-

warded o you at.address given us do not reach you.
Address L. B. BARRETTO, carc of Adventure.

S. 177284.

A clue to the treasure ol Sialpore,
A DORSET MAN

Trawedy in the Borneo Islands,
THE MENDING
A broken [riendship in the frozen North,

THE PATH OF A KING
IX The Regicide
Intrigue in the

X The Marplot

-~ A murder which invelved a nation.

SENTENCED WITHOUT LAW

The stranee errand of a Southern sheriff,

A FEW WILL REMEMBER‘
(. 7. ~stands for Man killer

davs of Cromwell,

This cowboy can’ride “em all—far a while,

THE LITTLE THING
The airplane invades Africa.

THE TRAIL AHEAD
MID-APRIL ISSUE

In addition to the complete novel mentioned on the second contents
page, the following stories come to you in the next issue:

GUNS OF THE GODS A Five-Part Story PartlV

An Off-the-Trail Story
*(See lirst contents page.)

BETWEEN PIKE’S PEAK AND A PICKLE

Talbot Mundy

A. Judson Hanna
S. B. H. Hurst

John . Buchan

Lewis H Kilpatrick
Edgar Yoang
W. C. Tattle

L. Patrick Greene










