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be followed with the utmost ease. On this,
the last day of its third month. Mary was
reviewing her honeymoon.

She did not smile. Not that she was un-
happy, in the strictest sense; but there was
certainly nothing particularly tender and
bride-like and radiant in Mary’s expression
just then, nor was she kissing one of Bill’s
gloves and. holding it to her cheek, or any-
thing of that sort. On the other hand, she
did not frown—but it is beyond dispute
that she sighed frequently as the medita-
tions trod their orderly way.

There had been her wedding, back home
in Braydon, good little city!—mother weep-
ing frankly and dad pretending that he
must have caught cold somewhere last night
and everybody else laughing and bustling
and racing about and throwing rice—merely
Mary Lawson becoming Mrs. William
Emerson, with at least a dozen Braydon
‘mothers privately infuriated because their
own daughters—oh, well. Mary sighed
again and rested her bright head against
the casing, to stare at the sky.

_And after that the wonderful trip,
straight to the Pacific Coast and Seattle
and all the new scenes. And after that?
Well, Mary’s clearest ‘memory of Seattle
was the dinner with Mr. Carson and his
wife, during which Mr, Carson and Billy
talked business incessantly and Mrs. Car-
son, who was plump and self-satisfied,
chatted entertainingly of her bridge gamre.
Mary recalled that Billy had exulted half
that night, because his share of the busi-
ness done with Carson would amount to
something over nine hundred dollars.

Oh, yes, and there had been that lovely
automobile ride out of Seattle, too—eighty
miles out and the same distance back, ‘of
not particularly good going, to see Mr.
Wendell’s new plant, while Billy sat on the
front seat and talked business with Mr.
Wendell as he drove and Mr. Wendell’s
private sccretary, who used perfume and
was deeply interested in amateur theatri-
cals, leaned close to Mary in the back seat,
ogled her and talked directly into her face.

She had not voiced a protest; it is a
poor sort of wife who will intrude her likes
and dislikes into the money-making oper-
ations of a rather cyclonic young husband;
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and Billy had netted over five hundred
dollars that afternoon. But, all the same,
they hadn’t been married three weeks then
and— N\

“ What?” said Ma.ry, as she started and
slipped suddenly to the floor, radiant at last.
“ Come in!”

She sped across the room, too. She also
stopped short, half-way across, for a really
proper young bride never embraces a bell-
boy and this one was looking quite startled
at her approach.

“ Oh!” gasped Mary.
—or—did you find him?”

“Yes, ma’am,” said the boy. * Mr.
LEmerson’s in the lobby with Mr. Downinz,
of New Orleans.”

Mary ceased radiating.

‘“ Did you give him my message?”

“ Mr. Emerson said he’d be up just as
soon as possible, ma’am.”

¢ Er— —very well.”

“There is a Mr. Simmons waltmg to see
him, he said, and—"

“T thought it was

“Very well. That is all, thank you,”
Mary said briefly.
The boy retired. Its former hush settled

upon the big room. Mary Emerson. re-
turned to her window-sill and gazed out
once more.

Things were different now, were they
not? Six months ago, in Braydon, before
the firm took Billy into partnership and
proposed sending him al\ over the world

‘on this beastly old trip, three words over

the telephone would have caused Billy to
drop business and fly to her side. .

Now, when he had finished with Mr.
Downing, and Mr. Simmons and with the
Messrs. Smith and Jones and Brown, who
would have accumulated in the intervals,
Billy would come to learn what she wanted!

Oh, yes, things were very different now.
Mary'’s lovely chin dropped to her equally
lovely palm and she stared on, unseeingly.

Mr. French in San Francisco—MTr. Potts
in Pasadena—MTr. Wells in Salt Lake City
and Mr. Stevenson in Denver—Mr. Finch
in Portland and both Mr. Tiddles in
Omaha, not to mention Mr. Swanson in
Minneapolis and Mr. Neft in St. Paul and
Mr. Harrison in Kansas City—she had met
them all and heard them all talk business
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in you, my dear. - Nobody back there ever
looked at you—in the last few years—with-
out wanting to start a party or a picnic or
a dance, with you for the central figure,
you know. And, as a matter of fact, you
smiled on them a.ll pretty 1mpa.rt1ally

“ Billy, you—"

“I'm not unreasonable and I’'m not at
all mistaken!” young Mr. Emerson said,
and his tone was dangerously steady.
“Don’t think that indignation has any
effect on me, Mary. 1 know what I'm
talking about! '

“ There were some of them I didn’t ob-
ject to, so very much. Pete Noble, for ex-
ample; there’s no harm in that sober old
bird and he’s a friend of mine. But some
of the others—why, Tom Henning was wild
about you!”

1 never—"

“ Just a minute, Mary. I know more
about the inner workmgs of ‘your mind
than you fancy! I know just how that
Henning type appeals to a girl—so hand-
some and so darned poor! I know—”

“ You don’t know anything of the kind!”
Mary broke in hotly. “I've known
Tommy Henning for twenty yeaxs, Just as
you have! And you dare to—"

“ Hold on, Mary!” snapped Mary’s hus-
band, and this time a heavy hand settled
on either of her arms and held her fast;
and in the most incredible manner" the
wicked glint in Thomas’s eye grew to a
downright vicious, sizzling flame! “I—
I'm.as much astonished as you are, perhaps,
that this topic has come up, but I think it’s
a pretty good time to thresh it right out
to the finish and come to a definite under-
standing! You're mine!”

Mary merely stared.

“ Nobody else in the world has any in-

terest in you henceforth. Anybody who
fancies that he has such an interest, is
heading straight for the worst trouble of
his whole life! Get me?
-““I'm not jealous. I'm not suspicious.
I've never quizzed you about any past love
affairs, or anything of that kind, and I
never will. But there’s one thing that 1
want you to get into that pretty little head
and keep it there forever after.”

He paused for breath, quite ignoring

- weeks.
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 Mary’s parting lips and widening eyes.

He smiled, too, quite terribly, .and gazed
straight at her

“ Mary, I'm the best-ndtured, most easy-
going and devoted creature in the world,”
said William, his voice vibrating supprssed
fury and his general expression indicating,
as nearly as anything else, implacable hate.
‘“But if ever I suspected that your affec-
tions were straying to someone else, I'd
divorce you in one second! And Fd drop
business and everything else and consecrate
the rest of my days to making life a hell
on earth for the party of the third part!

“ 1d hound him till he pleaded for death!
I mean that! I mean every word of it!”’

‘“ But what—what do you mean by it?”
Mary gasped. “ What have I done to-call
forth all this?” .

“ You've suggested retuming to Braydon
alone!” William snapped. “ I'm not ask-
ing your true reason; I'm probably happier
for not knowing it. But you’re not going!
. “D’ye hear, Mary! You’re not going!
And as for what I've just said to you, see
that you keep it in mind when you think
of Henning or anybody like him and—
here! Crying isn’t necessary!”

Mary, nevertheless, was crying. There
on the bed, her lovely features buried in
the pillow, Mary was sobbing as if her
heart would break. And William stared at
her—furiously, in the beginning, then some-
what blankly, and after a little with rather
the expression of a man coming out of a
bad dream.

What in the name of Heaven was t.be
matter with him, anyway? Had he gone
_altogether insane, that his darkest and un-
“founded secret musings had thus suddenly
burst into blistering words? William bit
his lip and scowled at the desk for a min-
ute or so, collecting himself and wondering.

For one thing, of course, he had been
working at tremendous pressure these last
Outwardly jubilant and brimming
with healthy energy, it was nevertheless the
fact that his nerves were taut as fiddle-
strings and his whole being keyed up to
concert pitch. In a business way, William
was out to make good on a tremendously
big propositior!' this next year, and he meant
to make good or die.
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But was that any reason for barking and
snarling at Mary, for insulting the most
adorable little bride in the world and—ab-

ruptly, William was on his knees beside the -

bed, his arms about Mary.

““Kid! Sweetheart!” he cried gustily.
¢ 1 never meant a word of it. I'm crazy!
I'm an ass! I’'m the biggest blasted fool
that ever lived! ' But I love you so that—”

“ No you don’t!” Mary choked. “ No-
body with one bit of love in them could
ever say the things you—

“ Mary!” William cried brokenly, and
crushed her to him. ¢ Just listen a minute
and let me tell you how sorry I am!”

Fully ten of them had passed before the
last tear was kissed away and Mary snug-
gled again in the arms of a sane, contrite
husband—snuggled and said uncertainly:

“ And all I—wanted was to see mother
and dad again for a few minutes before—
we go away for a whole year!”

William drew a deep breath.

_“Girlie, that’s really all you’ll do?” he
asked. “I mean, you won’t try to hold
any reunions, or let anyone else hold them
for you, or go to any parties or on rides or
anything else that might make you miss
the train to-morrow night when 1 come
through?”

¢ Billy, I think you’re—"

“No, but this is awfully important,

sweetheart,” William purred. ‘ Almost the
whole of the next year is laid out on a
schedule for me, you know, and if we
missed that steamer it would raise the very
dickens and maybe spoil the whole thing.
And all our future depends on that next
year, Mary; we can’t afford to take one
chance! ) v

“ When I've made good, we’ll go back
and build the prettiest house in town and—
Mary, dear, will you surely be down on
the 10:22?”

“T will, if you let me go,”
submissive Mary.

Thrice William kissed her.
bounced to his feet.

“ Gad! What a fool I am!” he snapped
as he jerked down the telephone “ Hello,
I want you to get me the exact time of a
train to-morrow morning and then get me
a state-room through. Yes, I' want the

murmured a

Then he
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whole state-room. My wife’s traveling
alone. All right. Hurry him up!”

Then he waited impatiently while they
were connecting him with the particular
person down-stairs who told one about
trains and secured tickets and drawing-
rooms; and Mary, very round-eved and
thoughtful, gazed at the back: of his hand-
some head. again and at his thlck powerful
neck.

A very small chill ran through Mary.
That was her own Billy, to be sure, but she
had never known, had never even suspected,
that Hher Billy could look as wicked as he
had looked fifteen minutes ago.

CHAPTER 1III.
THE FAVORED ONES.

NE nice thing about Braydon, as.a
place in which to live one’s life, is
that all its movements are consistent

and deliberate. Braydon has passed from
a charming town to a charming city of
thirty thousand without the usual series of
jumps and jerks, real-estate booms and
changes of local geography. N

As from the beginning, lower Braydon
Streéet is still the heart of the business dis-
trict, with Bond Avenue running north
through one splendid residential section and
Evans Avenue running west through the
other, equally splendid. No new business
centers have cropped up to break the com-
mercial scheme; no Magnolia Parks or
Braydon Manors have been started on the
outskirts, to start a rush away from the
older homes.

The Traders’ Bank Building, all white
marble, stands just where the one-story
frame Traders’ Bank stood of yore; ¢ Bris-
ley’s,” giant department store, occupies the
site of the almost forgotten * John Brisley,
general store” establishment; even the great
Bond-Grimshaw business-and-social feud—
the feud which for more than twenty vears
has cause the North Side to pass the \West
Side with nose uptilted—has not altered
one whit. Rather, perhaps, it had not
altered until this very month, although that
is a matter for a little later consideration.

Although at least one swift, startling
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change, if of a minor character, had taken
place in Braydon quite recently.

Two months ago, had one chanced to
enter the rather forlomn little double office
of Henning and Noble, at the top of the
old four-story building at the foot of Bray-
don Street, one would have noted the spare,
unornamental furniture — second-hand -in
the first place—the limited clerical force of
one and the generally depressed air of the
partners themselves. Inevitably, the most
casual observer must have been struck by
the unsmiling countenance of Peter Noble
and Thomas Henning, by their drooping

shoulders, by the abundance of worn and

shiny spots upon their raiment.

Yet had the same observer elected to look
up the firm this afternoon, he would have
discovered the “ These Ofﬁces For Rent”
sign upon the dingy old door, and the
chaste little card announcing that hereafter
Heming and Noble would be found in
Suite 19,~Traders’ Bank Building. And
had he gone farther and eventually reached
Suite 19, he would have discovered a spa-

cious anteroom with a heavy green carpet

and a dull mahogany desk and several
comfortable chairs and a girl at the desk
without one single hair out of place.
Beyond the partition to the left, he would
have caught the clicking of busy type-
writers. Beyond the one to the right, he
would have caught nothing, because that
was the big office used by Thomas Hen-
ning and Peter Noble in their new sur-

roundings; both of them rather affected

low xmpressnve, big-business - voices.

They were in there now, as the day
waned. They were smiling, both of them,
as they smoked. For some little time they
had been silent; now Tommy Henning
picked up the recent trend of their joint
thoughts once more with:

“Two months!
months!” .

Peter nodded rather soberly. He was a
sober soul, anyway, with his long, grave

countenance, and his' slow movements and

his deep, meditative eyes; one might, off-
band, have taken him for forty.

As a matter of fact, he was very little
past twenty-five—the precise age of Tom
my Henning, and Tommy Henning’s an-

Just two measly little
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tithesis, because Thomas, with thick curly
hair and blue eyes that snapped, was a
‘distinctly vivacious and handsome young

‘man, all full of the joy of hvmg, and not

at all bowed down by troubles more ,than
an hour in the past. -

“ Two months have made a mighty fine
change in our affairs,” Peter mused.

Not for .the first time, not for the thou-

‘sandth time, the pure wonder of the whole

thing overcame Tommy. His perfectly
shod feet dropped from the desk; he leaned
forward and grinned at his assocmte as if

,-challengmg him to contradict as, even

again, he burst into the old song

“ Pete! Just two months ago, we were
at the last gasp!”

“ We were.”

“As a firm and individually, we were
down and out, dead and buried. We had
the factory so plastered with mortgages
that you couldn’t see a brick, and not a
chance to pay off one dollar. Business was
so good that we couldn’t get an order out
of a man at the point of a gun. We—why,

dammit! I was even behind in my board
bill.” ‘
Peter sighed.

“I know. If T hadn’t been hvmg home
with Aunt Jennie; I’d have been in the same
pickle. Why go over it again?”

“ Because I love to talk aboutit,” Tom-
my chuckled. “ Going over the whole thing
makes me feel like a man on a desert island
who'’s Just discovered a ham-sandwich mine.

“ Think of it, Pete! It was just that
Wednesday moming that we talked it over,
you and I, and practically decided to go
into voluntary bankruptcy.”

‘“ And then the letter came from the
lawyer bird in Portland, Oregon—"

“ Announcing that the poor old uncle
I'd never seen in Alaska had left me within
forty thousand dollars of an even million!”
Tommy concluded triumphantly. * And
from that second onward the luck’s turned
and—isn’t it amazing, when you come to
think of it, Pete?”

“TIt is all of that.” .

“We hadn’t finished that letter—we
hadn’t even laid it on the desk—when that
first big order was telegraphed in, Pete.”

“ And they’ve been coming in ever since,
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when I tell you that there isn’t a traitorous
thought in my head. But, just the same,
Mary—”

“ And Mary is married,” Peter pursued.
¢ And what’s more to the point, she’s mar-
ried to a jealous man. A fool like you,
mooning about her ears and her feet—"

“ Well, what’s still more to the peint,”
Thomas interrupted in turn, “is that
Mary’s gone away, and she’ll be away for
another year at the very least. What are
you talking about?”

“ About the time when she’ll come back
here again to live,” the more sober young
man said gravely. ¢ Cut it out! D’ye
hear? Cut it out—all this Mary business!”

Thomas grinned at the end of his ciga-
rette, shook his head and sighed.

“1f T were you, Pete, I wouldn’t worry
‘so about things that do not exist. From
the general look of affairs, about the time
Mary gets back I may'be pushing Thomas,
Jr., around in his modest little fifty-dollar
perambulator on sunny Sunday mornings.”

‘“ All right. But mind what I'm telling
you, nevertheless. You’ll have a bride of
your own. No man ever got anything but
trouble out of gazing raptly at other men’s
brides.

“ Beware of ’em! Beware of that bride
in particular. I’'m telling you!”

“I'm hearing you,” yawned Thomas.
You're crazy. Dry up!”

There was a letter on Peter’s desk which
he has meant to answer. It chanced to
catch his eye, and he sat down suddenly
and considered it again, the while, in turn
Thomas considered his partner’s profile,
shrugged and grinned again—and finally
whirled about to his own desk.

“ 1 suppose I might better check up those
weights to-night before 1 go,” be reflected.
“It’s an hour’s job, but it 'l be that much
less to do to-morrow.”

Peter nodded. Thomas uncapped his
fountain pen and lighted another cigarette
—and just then, although Thomas was
blissfully, utterly unaware of such a possi-
bility, a new and startling era of his life
was heralded by the simple tinkle of Peter’s
telephone -bell.

“’Lol” said Peter. .

‘“If that’s Donovan, tell him to can the

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

telephone-stuff and come up here to-mor-
row marning and do his talking in person!”
Thomas said sharply. * That bird's trying
to put something over, and I want 1o look
him in the eye while he tries it, and then
tell him—"

“ Hush!” said Peter, and addressed the
telephone again: Who is this?”

“Isn’t it Donovan?”

“No, it’s my cousin Alice!” snapped the
junior partner. ‘Hello, Alice! Yes, 1've
got you now. - What can we do for you?”

Immediately after this, the diaphragm
squawked quite excitedly, and Peter opened
his eyes suddenly—and after that, in turn,
he smiled deprecatingly and drummed im-
patiently with his free hand.

“ What? Oh, yes. Yes, of course.” I'm
always interested in the town gossip, Alice,
but I’m pretty busy down here and—what?
Well, thanks, anyway, although I don’t
know that you need have called up. Good-
by »

“ Next door neighbor to Alice bought a
new hat?” Thomas queried, from his work.

“ Mary’s back!” said Peter.

“ Hey?”

“ Alonel”

“ What do you mean—alone?” Thomas
demanded warmly. : '

‘“ That’s what Alice said!” said Peter,
with equal animation. * The Lawsons live
two or three blocks beyond Alice, you
know, and Mary always walked by the
house on her way home, back in the old
days.

‘ Alice says that Mary just went past,
walking slowly and sort of—er—crushed-
looking, Alice said, and—"

“ Hell!” cried Thomas.
separated?”’

Briefly, they gazed hard at one another.
Then Peter, with a slight effort, became
Peter once more and faced his desk again
and cleared his throat, as he pxcked up the
letter.

«If they have, it’s no concern of mine,”
he said, just a shade too elaborately.

“Eh? No. Of course not.”

“ And, by the same token, it’s no concern
of yours!”

“ Only, if that brute’s been beating her,
or anything like that—”

“ Have they
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familiar to let even a solitary detail go un-
enjoyed; she wanted to look into every
store window on Braydon Street and smile
into every face and meet friends and tell
them how happy she was with an adoring
and prosperous husband and have them tell
her how glad they were to see her again, if
only for this fleeting moment.

So Mary walkéd, and the unfortunate
thing is that in all the distance up Bray-
don Street she encountered not even one
acquaintance. It was odd and it was
rather depressing. That queer eruption of
William’s yesterday had left Mary rather
emotional, and the corners of her mouth
drooped before she had passed the business
section.

Still, the immediate future held much
for Mary. She brightened a little as she
thought of the surprise ahead—just half a
dozen blocks ahead now! It was rather
late in the afternoon, and dad, who left his
office early, would be home before this.
And mother—oh, Mary would be so glad
when they were back in Braydon for good
and she was in daily touch with mother
again!

She had written home at least every
other day, but in all the mad racing around
after business not half a dozen letters from
her mother had overtaken Mary.

Strangely for the lips of a happy bride,
Mary’s lips took to quivering again, and
she quickened her step. Home was right
ahead there! Her eyes filled.

The last dozen yards she took at a lit-
eral run, coming breathless to the dear old
veranda and—which was another odd thing
since it was usually open on days like this
—to the closed door.

It seemed to Mary that she had never
really understood before this second how
tremendously one can yearn for a mother’s
arms! She snatched at the knob of the
door and turned briskly.

The door refused to open—and Mary’s
heart skipped a beat. Were they away?
Why, they couldn’t be away! She tried
again, but the door remained as firmly
locked as before.

Mary, then, lips parted, pressed the but-
ton and waited for the waddling approach
of old black Maggie. And waited—and

_home!
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still waited—glanced at the deserted Nel-
son veranda next door and waited again.
But some one was coming in there, al-
though it did not sound at all like Maggie's
ponderous step. Some one approached and
rattled the lock—and the door opened and
Mary stood face to face with her Uncle
Arthur. .

Be it not said that Mary detested her
Uncle Arthur. One never actually detests
the brother of one’s own Iather, even
though he be the first of the brood and
twenty years older than one’s father, the
youngest and best!

On the- other hand, be it not denied that
Uncle Arthur lacked many of those quali-
ties which engender love at first sight. He
had been crabbed from birth; he was no
less so now, as he approached his seven-
tieth bachelor year. He was given to noisy
slumber whenever, if ever, one desired con-
versation with him.

He was a confirmed cynic and pessimist;
he owned three teeth, and hair enough to
equip a very young baby; as a child, Mary
had fancied that the countless spots down
the front of his vest were some sort of ec-
centric design painted there by the tailor.

However, regard him as one might, there
stood Uncle Arthur, staring at Mary—
squinting keenly from the veranda to the
sidewalk now and rasping:

“ Mary! Mary, by gad!”

“It’s Mary,” the bride confessed.

“ Where’s your husband?”

“ He isn’t with me.” .

« Huh?)

“Y left him behind, Uncle Arthur,
Where are—"

“ Hah! Happened, did it?” her Uncle
Arthur cackled astonishingly.  Really
did happen, hey? No more than I said,
was it? I said you were a fool to marry
him.

“I said it wouldn't last six months.
Hasn'’t lasted three! And now you’re back
Grass widow! Got to get rid of
him somehow, hey? Well, there won’t be.
much trouble about that, Il venture to
say, knowing him.

“Hah! T should say not. Good rid-
dance at that! Another scandal in the
family —pah!  Where’s your baggage,
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“Well, it’s no use, Petey. I can’t go.
1 haven’t any one to go with or anything.”

Peter considered her thoughtfully. Pos-
sibly for the first time, in so many words,
Peter conceded mentally that there was
something wrong with him this afternoon.
It may have been Mary’s surpassing
beauty, it may have been Sally’s absence
which had rather piqued her husband, it
nay have been human nature’s faintly stir-
ring protest against what had so far been a
rather- monotonously virtuous lifetime.
But something inside was a little bit askew.

He had rushed from the office, solely, as
he now admitted, to see Mary and learn
why she was back; that much accom-
plished, he had astonished himself slightly
by -urging her to attend a ball which, ob-
viously, she rather feared to attend, and
even by devising some helpful means! And
now, by all that was remarkable and indis-
creet, Peter gave himself a further jolt
with:

“ Would Bill have any objection to your
going with me?”

Mary stared.

“ I—I don’t know,” she breathed. ‘ He
might not. He likes you because you're—
you're staid and sober and not like some
of the others, you know. Sally might ob-
ject, though.”

“ Rot!” said Peter, and leaned forward
earnestly.  “ Sally’s sensible. Anyway,
she isn’t in town to-night.
of any one recognizing you, if that worries
you. They’re going to a lot of trouble in
the way of disguises to-night, and every-
thing will be pretty well mixed up.

“ You might arrange your hair in some
freak fashion and get a good-sized mask.
You’'ll be gone before the unmasking.”

“ Even so, Peter, I—what are you going
to wear?” Mary asked restlessly.

“ Armor!” chuckled Mr. Noble, whose
plans for the evening seemed to have
shaped themselves wonderfully since his
recent interview with his partner. * Kratz
has a great little suit down in his shop.
I'm going to turn into a knight.”

Mary fell silent—very silent. Distant-
ly, through the screen door, floated the sav-
age note of Uncle Arthur’s snore. Mary
shuddered and smiled wanly.

There’s no need-
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“Oh, I do so wamnt to see it all!” she
said, quite piteously.

“ Well, why not go ahead ancl see it
then?” Peter cried recklessly. 1 don't
want to urge you to do anything against
your better judgment, Mary, but I don't
want to see you miss the fun, either. See
here, Mary! What does your uncie do
after dinner? Would he try to keep yvou
from going?” ’

“ Sleeps or goes out,” Mary said bitter-
ly. “He would, indeed!”

‘“ All right, then. Listen to thls You
get your dress and stuff ready and drop
them out of the window before dinner;
then say good-by to uncle after dinner and
come down to -my flat. to fix up for the
batl!

“ Oh, don’t stare like that! This is all
perfectly proper!” the abandoned Peter
said hastily. “T'1l have my sister Nell
there to help you dress. Then you can go
across the street with her—the Cypria
Apartments are right opposite the Thomn-
dyke mansion, you know—and when you're
ready to leave, give me the high sign and
I'll take you down to the train!”

His eyes glowed, which was an unusual
thing for Peter’s eyes. Young Mrs. Emer-
son turned a shade paler, but her own eyes
sparkled.

*“ Petey, if I—if I did all that, I'd never
dare tell Billy!” '

“There are probably not less than five
hundred billion things in this world of
which Billy is already ignorant!” Peter
stated, with a.quick, strange grin.

“Yes, but—Petey, will you surely get
me down to that train on time?”

“ Where’s your grip, Mary?”
asked.

* In—there in the hall, where I dropped
it,)” Mary faltered. ‘ But—”

Peter, having slipped into the house,
slipped out of it again with Mary’s hand-
some little bag. If Mary, at this juncture,
was somewhat scared, Peter was not. The
spirit of adventure, after dallying around
elsewhere for quarter of a century or so,
had found its way into Peter’s make-up,
and if the simple truth must bz told, Peter
felt more pleased with himself than he had
for a long, long time!

Peter
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ence in them, gaped and echoed without
‘her. Some little time Peter looked about
moodily before he abandoned his original
idea of dining from the ice-box on cold
roast beef, with warmed-over spaghetti and
mince pie. It was too infernally still; evea
dressing for the ball, he fancied, would be
a quick opetation in this bereft habitation.

There was telephoning to be done, how-

ever. Peter sighed and settled by the little
stand; and presently:

“ Hello, sis!” said Peter.

“ Oh, hello, Pete!” said his sister.

“ Going to-night, of course?”

“ Of course!” said Miss Noble.

Her brother cleared his throat.

“ Oh, Nelly,” said Peter. “ Will you
give us a hand this evening?” '

“Us?” queried his snster
back?”

“No, but Mary Lawson is, for a few
hours, and shé wants to see the show to-

“Is Sally

night, incog. I offered to see her through :
riedly, he looked up the number of Kratz,

and to the train—had to do it, you know.

“If you'll come down here when you’re
dressed, about eight, I’ll leave the key with
the superintendent down-stairs, and you
can give Mary a hand. Eh?”

“ She’s coming to your flat, Peter?” his

sister asked sharply. :

“1It's a respectable flat, Nell.”

“I know, but—you’re foolish, Peter.
All you boys were crazy about Mary, and
I don’t blame you. But—er—don’t you
see that things are different, now? You're
married and she’s married.

“ Yes, you’re horribly foolish, Pete. No
man ever got anything but trouble out of
trotting around with another man’s bride.”

A slight chill ran through- Peter. This,
to be sure, was the sentiment he had hurled
so sternly at Thomas Henning. Then he
smiled, tartly and impatiently.

“I’m not luring her from her husband or
eloping with her, or anything like that,” he
said. “I'm offering her Sally’s room' to
dress in, and my company afterward as far
as the station. Will you come down and
lend a hand?”

“T’ll have to come, of course. That’s all
right, Peter; I'm glad to do it, so far as
the thing itself goes. You understand that.
Only—yes, I’ll be down.”
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. “And will you bring an extra mask for
Mary? . A big one?”

“If'I can find one.”

“ Fine!"” said Peter, with a faint sigh of
relief. “ Get the key and go up when vou
come. Don’t wait for me, by the way.
There are three or four tickets here, and
I'm going to have dinner out and get a

costume from Kratz and several other
things. ’
“It’s Just possible that I may dress

down there.
Nell.”
“Oh, you’re welcome enough
good- by, Peter.”
Peter rang off. So that was sett]ed—not
quite as happily as possible, because Nelly

Good-by, and thank you,

But—

" might have spared the unpleasant com-

ment, but settled nevertheless. Peter
glanced at the clock and quickened.

He had been roaming around here longer
than he had fancied; it was dark now, and

the minutes were speeding. Rather hur-.

the costumer.

“ Kratz!” said Peter brlskly “Mr. No-
ble speaking. You've got a suit of armor
down there. 1 want to hire it for this eve-
ning.” :

“It’s hired already,” said Kratz’s sour
voice, which seemed sourer than usual.

“ The armor?” Peter cried, disappointed.

“The armor.”

“ Well—er—have you got- something
else good for me?”

“ There’s no finer line in the State than

I'm carrying, Mr. Noble.”

“ Then—save me something good. Will
you be sure to do that?”
“ Sure,” said the costumer, and rang off
without further formalities. .
And-that, too, was settled, although not
at all as Peter wished. That armor, stand-

ing in the window last week, had caught

" Peter’s eye, and—oh, to the deuce with the

armor! Anything else would do as well,
of course. Peter ceased his frowning, con-
sidered for another five minutes, and final-
ly picked up Mary Emerson’s bag and de-
parted.

He would dine down town and check the
bag afterward, and then to the Kratz es-
tablishment.
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So Peter dined alone and rather gloom-
ily, and it is pleasant to note that most of
is thoughts were of Sally. This was his
first full day without Sally since the night
of their wedding. He sighed over-his soup
and censidered his roast sadly; a full five
minutes he gave to moody contemplation
of his pudding before touching a spoon.
These things take time. With his ¢heck
Peter awakened again to the need for a lit-
tlé speed, and walked quickly down Bray-
don Street to the station—into the station

and to the little check-room, with its open

shelves and its elderly custodian—and
finally out of the station again, with the
check for Marys grip in his pocket, and
the grip itself standing on the lower shelf
in there. Now to see just what might be
had in the way of a freak suit of clothes
for the evening, and then—

“ My—Lord! Mr. Noble!” cried a
gasping voice,” and two shaky hands
clutched Peter’s arms. “I've found you
at last!”

In the center of the station platform,
Peter stopped short, jerked back his arm
to Iay the maniac low with one trusty fist
—and then relaxed again, because it was
po maniac at all. This, to be sure, was
merely ' Standing, the superintendent of
their precious factory at Holbury, thirty
miles down the line.

"As a rule, immaculate was too mild a
word :to apply to Standing; .at present,
however, perspiration streamed down his
dusty countenance, his necktie vibrated
just beneath his right ear, and his hat was
jammed crazily on the back of his head.

“ Just—in time!” he contrived breath-

lessly. “ P’ve been—hunting all over town
for—you! The—down train goes in three
minutes!”’

“ What of it, Standing?” Peter asked

“ Now, listen, boss! I came up here
on the three ﬁve, to see if I couldn’t stir
up those empty cars and get ’em down to
the works to-merrow.' I called up Jim
Royee at the works about half an hour ago
and—he told me! The dam’s gone out,
up the river!”

“What?” shrieked Peter.
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“ Gone! Smashed to bits, just as I pre-
dicted! Royce says the factory ’ll go be-
fore midnight, and—oh, you’ve got to come
down with me, Mr. Noble! You've got to
-come back on this train with me; you're
the only real engineer connected with the
works, and you’ll have to do what you can
to help save the—"

Here he stopped for sheer lack of breath.
Peter, dead white, clutched Standing’s
‘arms, much as Standmg had clutched his
own.

“ Say, are you trying to tell me that
there’s a chance of the factory being
washed out of existence, just when every-
thing’s running so beaunfully?” he choked.

“ Royce says she’s bound to go, boss,
unless we cail turn the flood or find some
other way ef protecting the foundations.
You know how that old shack’s built. It’s
no place to load down with expensive ma-
chinery when—here’s the train!”

“1 know how she’s built, Standing;- but
she’s all the factory we could afford when
we bought her!” Peter said bitterly. * Get
aboard!” ‘ '

“ D'ye think—"

“I'l do my thinking whep I get there!”
stated Peter. “ Get aboard!”
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. He pushed the superintendent up the

steps of the day coaeh and swung after
him: He dropped into the seat beside
Standing.

This threatened structure, be it remem-
bered, was the one building on earth which
stcod between newly married Peter and a
wonderful chance of returning to that hid-
eous genteel poverty and the joys of a com--
-pletely fresh start in life.

And now there was every likelihood of
the rotten old foundations being washed
away, to send ton upon ton of fine machin-
ery crashing down to wrechage—and while
it may have been unflattering, considering
the newness of Sally as a wife and the
abundant charms of Mary Emerson, the
certainty remains that long before the train
had crossed the city line of Brayden, so far
from remembering either them or the eve-
ning’s ball, Peter had forgotten the very
presence of woman in the world!

This story will be continued in next week’s issue of the ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,
the consolidated title under which both magazines will appear hereafter as. one.






TEACH: PIRATE DE LUXE.
the handwrmng of Admiral Teach mnght_

have its value for future reference. .

Then he, and his two burly friends and
the disgusted police officers, went south by
fast motor-car, and. left the foreign secre-
tary, much bemused by ‘whisky, to do ex-
actly as he pleased. .

Teach had cleared -out in some sort of an
American motor-boat that the local police-
man said did fifty knots (and was probably
making at least a real forty), and a2 motor-
boat’s wake is a poor trail to follow.

“ Gone to join his infernal pirate ship
outside,” was William Arndiffe’s conclu-
sion. And then he dropped his head in
his hands and muttered to himself: “ My
poor Mary!”-

Two days later he was in London, having
journeyed to that metropolis for the pur-
pose (as he expressed it) of gingering up
the Admiralty. Teach, t.hough William
Arncliffe did not know it, was in London
ahead of him.

Now Edward Teach might be the com-
plete pirate, but he had all of an English-
man’s /objection to being robbed himself.
From newspapers that came to his hand he
discovered beyond doubt that Mr. Alfred
Fraustenheim was appropriating fees that
were rightly his, and, at considerable risk
to himself—and to the neglect of important
business—he proposed to make things hot
for Alfred.-

To this end he traveled up to London
on an ordinary third-class ticket, nobody
letting or hindering him, and put up at
that well-known Bloomsbury hostelry, the
Wivenhoe, which specializes on the six
shilling bed and breakfast. -

As the name of Mr. John Yockenthwaite
might have leaked over into publicity, he
registered as Beckermonds, James, British
subject, . Liverpool; and requested to be
called at eight-thirty next morning. But
asa pomt of fact, he did not need calling,
as he was out afl night on what one may
call a reconnaissance.

I believe history records that the late.

Edmund Kean once mouthed Shakespeare
on the stage that is now called Perry’s, and
“ the house was illumined with wax” for
the occasion. Perry’s has carried many
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names, and seen many vicissitudes. It has
been a movie house. It has staged grand
opera (for a season that lasted three days).
It has even sheltered a circus. But it came
to its own in ’14 when Alfred (or, as

he then was, Adolph) Fraustenheim, by
means of ﬁnanaa.l methods that no char-
tered accountant could follow, eviscerated
the whole interior, refurnished it, and hit an
instantaneous winner in that sparkling re-
vue “ What Ho!”

“ What Ho!” put on exhibition shapeller
legs, and frocks with less top and less tail
than any other revue rumning, and tired
warriors after a flushed three-day leave
from the front, assured other warriors in the
muddy trcnches of Flanders that ‘“ What
Ho!” was completely it. “ What Ho!” got
talked about ‘in' Pictures from the Fromt,
which is the high hote of advertising.

Mr. ARolph—I ‘beg his pardon, Alfred

‘Fraustenheim bought diamond cuff-links,~

and imprdved the brand of office cigars
from genuine British to Havana- bandcd
Just-as-good-ados.

But Herr Fraustcnhelm after the man-
ner of his kind, took htt.le thought for a
play to follow on. “ What Ho!” utter rot
that it was, was a gold mine. Why gamble
in futures? He had two hundred plays in
M. S., awaiting consideration, somewhere
in the dusty drawers of his office, and had
never read one of them. As he wisely said,
who could foresee the tastes of a fool: pub-
lc that would suck down “ What Ho!”

Still, when Teach’s M..S. reached him,
it did not take any wizardry to spot a
winner. “ It’s bound to be hobeless tosh,”

'he said to his lady secretary, “but that

doesn’t madder a gondinental. Here’s the
bedanza I have been waiting for. We'll gif
it them before they are sick with that fool
revue. Read the play, mith, and try and
knock it into some sort of shnpe You are
a smart girl, mith, and onnerstand the
English right along.

“ Do it correct, and it ’ll mean a ﬁfer to
you. Il tink out who to play. .If there
isn’t a bathing scene, wride one in. We
must haf leks. I'm under condract mit ene
of my backers to give Connie Chesney a
chance with hers.

“Don’t blush, mlth Connie’s are tam
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“Your best boy taking you out some-
where?” asked the manager with heavy
archness.

“ As a point of fact, he isn’t. I thought
I’d just have a cup of tea and some pastry
at my digs, and go to bed early. I feel
as though I'd a headache coming on.”

Mr. Fraustenheim protruded a heavy
forefinger, and wagged it slowly. He fol-
lowed this with a sidewise hand wave, palm
uppermost. .

The secretary understood. “ Well,” she
said, with a defiant throwing back of fine
green shoulders, “ you’re a man, Mr. F,
and made different. But I tell you straight
the thought of that Teach and the way
we’re doing him, gets me where my dinner
goes. And I've got a sort of feeling—"

« Yeth?”

“ Something might happen mighty sudden
and quick. I wish you’d pay up, Mr. F.”

The manager heaved himself laboriously
to his legs, and stamped a heavy patent-
leathered foot:,

“ Mith, you leave me to my part of the
busineth, and you attend to yours. You're
a mighty clever girl in many ways and a
mighty handthome one. You decorate any
office you’re in. But you don’t onnerstand
the high finance, and that’s a fact.

“ Besides, it’s no use hunting trouble be-
fore it arrives. Now I ask you, has Teach
ever put in a claim? You just show one
side of your teeth, and mighty handsome
teeth they are as all the photographers
know. You know he hasn’t. When we
hear from Teach we’ll handle him. Until
then, subject dropped.

“ Got that? Well, have those letters
typed, and I'll bring along a box of candies
if T think of jt.”

The manager lumbered out of the room,
and shut the door noisily after him. The
secretary repenciled her jetty eyvebrows
most carefully before the office mirror, and
then sat before the typewriter and gave a
full orchestral rendering of the Hailstone
Chorus.

That night, beside the announcement of
“ house full ” outside Perry’s and the Splen-
did in London; the Sceptre in Manchester,
McTaggart’s in Glasgow, and the Crown in
Bradford, was pinned a cablegram from
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New York which reported that the Cour-
tier, the Nightgarden, and Finkelbaum's
of that city had been forced to turn away
patrons. The Metropolitan in Cincinnati,
the Home Topics Theater of New Orleans,
and the Big House at San Francisco had
also flown the “ house full ” on the previous
night. ' .
Teach read the cablegram in the rain out-
side Perry’s Theater behind his big black
pipe, and very much wished he could do his
proposed turn at all these houses of amuse-
ment simultaneously. But not seeing his
way to this, he slipped down narrow, wet
by-streets to the squalid flat he had rented,
and made preparations for a one-night per-

_formance that would be exclusive to Perry s.

He came on at the end of the second act
and he brought with him Mr. Adolph Fraus-
tenheim. To be precise, he was towing
that eminent manager by his large and
fleshy right ear.

Teach was an exact reproduction of Sir
Godfrey Kneller’s Blackbeard, barring, of
course, .the neat cartouche of the gallows,
and the man swinging from it in the top
right-hand corner. He had the same sav-
age black eyes, the same long, clean-shaven
upper lip, the same black spade-shaped chin
beard and whiskers.

His heavily gold-braided blue coat, heavy
hanger, blue and white striped seaman’s
petticoat, and heavy bucket-topped boots
were exact to the Kneller picture. So was
the scarlet handkerchief round his capable
head. So was the broad leather belt with
its big silver buckle. .

In only one point did he deviate from the
record of 1718. The Blackbeard of that
date had carried flint-lock pistols in his belt,
with heavy metal butt. His grandson of
1919 had replaced these by three grim,
serviceable .45 automatics. He carried a
fourth specimen of the same caliber in his
spare hand.

“If all people in this theater,” he an-
nounced, “remain seated exactly as they
are, nobody will be hurt. If anybody moves
out of his seat there will be casualties.”

There was a rather startled murmur of
acquiesence.

“T have come here, ladies and gentle-
men, at considerable personal incon-
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mean the man,” observed Shirley calmly.
“ The whote floor is empty.”

“ How-do you know.”

“ Because, after I came down and found
you, I went all over it with a light.”

. “Your—Alone?”

She flushed at my uncomplimentary em-
phasis.

“ There was no one else to do it. I'm
not a coward—if that’s what you mean.”

“] should say you weren’t. It would
take all my nerve to investigate those rooms
alone.”

“ Well, I didn’t go through the parlors,”
she confessed. “ But I locked the doars
and took the keys, so if he is in there, we
will find him to-morrow. The back door
was ‘wide open, so I'm sure he got in that
way.”

The big back door was, in fact, ajar;
and, as I didn’t remember having closed
and locked it myself on my last trip down-
stairs, I decided that Shirley was probably
right.

“If he is there in the parlors, we’ll let
him stay until morning,” I remarked. I
think it is most probable that he skipped
out the door .
that way.”

“Who was he, and where did he come
from?” asked Shirley, as I got up still un-
steadily and shut and bolted the doer.

“ Blest if I know. I heard some one
creeping down-stairs, and followed to see
him trying to open the safe in the library
there. When I surprised him, he put up
a fight, and I was just getting him down
when my foot caught on the rug and we
fell together. He managed to get on top
and must bave slugged me with something.
That’s all* I knew till I woke up on the
foor there.”

I purposely said nothing of her calls to
me, which had momentarily diverted my
attention, and so led to the man’s escape.
She had acted promptly and bravely, and
it was in no possible way her fault.

“ What did he look like?” asked Shirley
with even more anxiety than she had shown
over my bruised head.

“1 don't know, I didn’t see his face.
He was tall and rather thin, a mlddle-aged
man, I should judge.”

I’ll see he doesn’t come back
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Her anxious expression relaxed visibly,
although she-still looked puzzled.

“It couldn’t have been—Uncle Greg-
my.?)’

“ Uncle Gregory! What on earth would
he be doing, trying to burglarize his own
safe at dead of night? I’'m prepared for
anything happening in this house, but T
draw the line at that.” '

“1 suppose it would be a foolish idea.
but I wish I knew where Uncle Gregory
was.”

She looked so wistful and pretty as she
stood there in her loose pink kimono, her
bare feet in some sort of moecasins, her
coppery hair trying as usual to escape from
the two long braids into which she had ar-
ranged it for the night, that I felt an ab-
surd desire to put my arms around her and
comfort her. But in spite of her youth and
smallness, there was a strength and inde-
pendence about her that made me carefully
restrain myself to a cousinly pat on the
shoulder.

“Dan’t worry any more about it te-
night. I mean to go back to bed and sleep
off this confounded headache.” -

The blow had indeed given me a racking
headache, and I was almost willing to let
a dozen robbers creep up and down-stairs,
so lang as they didn’t disturb me. Shirley
was instantly all sympathy. -

“Does it hurt so badly? Come up-
stairs and I'll tie it up for you in a cold
compress and a towel. I've got some head-
ache tablets in my bag you can take.”

I declined the' latter, but accepted her
offer of the cold towel.

“ A good sleep will mend me up. T ex-
pect I won’t be a pretty object for a day
or two, but luckily the blow caught me in
my hair, where it doesn’t show much.
Now go back and finish your own sleep.
Nothing more is going to disturb us.”

She smiled pluckily, although -the anxi-
ous lines about her mouth did not relax.
I beard her lock her deor, and then went
into my room and did likewise. Five min-
utes later I was in bed and asleep.

My predictions were correct. Nothing
woke me up but the pale sunshine stream-
mgmacrossmybedandthesoundofa
tapping on my door.
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“ Carlos,” said Shirley’s voice as I still
lay gathering my wits together, “ get up.
It is nearly nine o’clock and I’m going down
to find some breakfast.”

“ Wait ten minutes,” I called, scrambhng
out of bed, “and I’ll go doWn with you.
Please don’t go alone.”

It was only seven minutes later however,
when I joined her in the big hall. In spite
of the night’s adventure, she looked fresh

and rested, and I, too, was equal to any--

thing, although my “head felt sore -and
bruised. Shirley laughed as her eyes fell
on the blue-black mark that ran down one
temple and cheek.

“You look a.s if you hadn’t been  han-
dled with' care’ on your way here. How
do you feel?”

“Like eating the rest .of that bacon I
cooked last night. I'm terrible hungry.”

“So am I. How different everything
looks in the sunlight. It’s almost cheer-
ful.” :
Everything was indeed decidedly less
forbidding than it had appeared.by night.
Although there was an uninhabited look
about the house, it did not feel—deserted;
and in spite. of the heavy fumniture and
over much mahogany trimming, there was
an air of cheerful commonplaceness that
contrasted sharply with the sense of lurk-
ing mystery, that I still could not quite
shake off. It was as if an ordinary cheer-
ful person had suddenly put on a mask of
tragedy, and was quite as much surprised
by its effect on him as was the rest of the
world.

I mentioned this to Shirley and she
nodded.

“Yes, I feel it, too. It’s just as though
the house had been intended for a comfort-
able, middle-class happy family with lots
of children tumbling about, and hadn’t got
over wondering why it had come to this.
How on earth did such a house with all
the air and trimmings of a town mansion
ever happen to be built on this desolate end
of the world. It belongs to an old New

England street and not these wild moors.”

* We were in the kitchen now, getting
breakfast at a great rate. - We had still met
no signs of life except the black cat which
was divided between its distrust of us as
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intruders, and its hungry longing for the
milk with which Shirley was trymg to
tempt it.

“1 think I beard that Uncle Gregory was
once engaged to a very lovely young girl;

-and that he built this place for them to live

in. She jilted him and he has lived here
ever since with only his old servant, Peter.
I wonder if he has still kept his wedding
clothes and feast, as ‘old Miss Habisham
did in Dicken’s story.”

Shirley was looking thoughtfu]ly down
at the cat which had finally conquered its

fears was drinking nervously, as though

half starved. .
" “I think T know who the girl was.”

43 Who?”

"~ “ My grandmother.” .

I whistled. Here was a comphcauon
that might work in Shirley’s favor. She
evidently read my thought.

“I didn’t think Uncle Gregory had .ever
forgiven my grandmother—and he hates
my father. He is only considering me be-
cause I've got the .family name.”

“Is your father still alive?” I asked

after a moment’s hesitation.

“ Yes, but I have nothing to do with him.
now.”

Her curt tone gave warning that I had
touched a guarded spot. Quite evidently
there was no love lost between father and
daughter. I remembered vaguely that he
bad been a promoter of shady enterprises,
leaving always a bad record behind him;
and I regretted having stupidly mtruded on
what must be a painful memory.
*Fortunately, the coffee boiled over at
that moment, and the subject was dropped.

" After we had finished breakfast and after

puttmg everything in order, we took counsel
again. -

“ Do you suppose Uncle Gregory has
really gone away and left us here?” asked

Shirley. “ It’s the strangest thing I've ever
heard of. He might at least have left some
word for us. I've half a mind to go back

on the-boat, to-day.”
“ T would but for this—" I slapped my
pocket, and Shirley laughed ruefully. -
“P'm in the same case. It’s provoking
to be so helpless; we might just as well
be on-a desert island.”
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“ Let's explore the extent of our domain,
then. Perhaps we may find rescue out-
side.” .

CHAPTER X.
UNCLE GREGORY,

PUSHED: open the back door, as I

spoke, and stepped out with a feeling of

relief. A broad uncovered veranda ran
along the back of the house, and steps led
down from it into one of the prettiest gar-
dens I have ever seen. It was laid out in
the formal Italian style, with white marble
seats and yew bordered walks, that all con-
verged to a slender marble temple before
which stood an old sun-dial.

The white flower beds, in which some of
the hardier flowers still bloomed; the high
white latticed wall that enclosed all; and
the yellow tiled roof of a tall outbuilding
in the back gave such a Florentine effect
that one almost forgot the ever-present roar
of the surf, and the gray dunes that reached
almost to the height of the wall on every
side iike menacing waves. It was only
when I faced about and looked at the house
itself, that I got the same shock of incon-
gruity that I had felt inside.

It was all, house and garden, like some
hastily-painted scene, which, lacking the
necessary actors, looked both cheap and
unfinished. There was no attempt at a
period; windows and balconies were stuck
in, anyway; and the resulting jumble did
not possess the usual charm of such growth,
but gave a feeling of confusion like a per-
son not sure of himself. To crown all, a
big square cupola had been-jammed on and
seemed to weigh down the whole structure.

Everything was sadly in need of paint
and varnish, and I reflected uncomfortably
on what I had heard of Uncle Gregory’s
parsimony.

The pale sunshine, which had waked me,
had been sucked into dark, puffy gray
clouds, and a savage wind was tearing at
the flower stalks and rattling the shutters.
It was all rather depressing, and I turned
to my companion to read the same thought
in her eyes.

“ There's a bad storm coming,” I said.
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‘“ The sea sounds pretty high. T expect we
shouldn’t be able to leave in any case.”

Shirley had just opened her mouth to
answer when she stopped abruptly, her eves
staring beyond me. Surprised, I wheeled
in the same direction and stopped, too.

A man was standing on the steps of the
veranda smiling down at us. He would
have been tall but for a slight stoop, and
his face was lined with the wrinkles of old
age. There was nothing old or senile,
however, about his sharp black eyes which
watched us with a steady alertness in which
there was a disconcerting touch of amuse-
ment. Straggly, white hair and fiercely
jutting eyebrows contrasted strangely with
these eyes, and a large powerful nose was
contradicted by a small thin-lipped mouth
and obstinate chin.

Altogether it was a face of marked oppo-
sites in which promise had been annulled
and threats restrained. Yet it was not
negative—rather, positive with something I
cauld not quite determine. A black skull-
cap and a faded dressing-gown completed
the costume of this singular person who
could be no other than our redoubtable
uncle. Although I had not seen him since
I was a very small boy, I seemed to re-

- member the formidable tufts of white hair,

and alas, equally formidable, malicious hu-
mor I new saw glinting in his eyes.

As we remained stupidly dumb, he shot
a quick glance at each of us in turn and
said in a voice unexpectedly melodious:

‘“ Well, nephew; well, niece, have you
been making yourselves at home?”

It was typical of the effect he produced
on us now as he had in our infancy (Shir-
ley confessed the same to me later) that
although Uncle Gregory had given us no
welcome whatever: had even absented him-
self on the very day of our arrival, so that
he might reasonably have been expected to
offer some word of explanation, it was we,
instead, who were made to feel guilty and
hastened to offer an apology.

“ Why,” I stammered. “ When did you
get back?” _
“ Back?” he echoed. “ To the best of

my knowledge I've not been away from
here all night!”
He seemed grimly amused, while I stared
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dumfounded So he had been in the house
all the time! . ’

A harrowing idea occurred to me. If he

had heard all®our conversation we had made

a fine start in his disfavor. But if he had
been in the house, why on earth hadn’t-he
‘appeared during the fight with the burglar?
We had made noise enough to wake the
dead.

“I hope we didn’t dnsturb you, uncle
said Shirley, coming to the rescue. We
tried to be as quiet as possible.”

“ Nothing could have disturbed me last
night except what is said to have happened
to the walls of Jericho,” he returned coolly.
“1 had one of my bad neuralgic headaches
and was obliged to retire early and take a
dose of chloral to gain some ease. Once
under the influence I knew nothing until
thislast hour. |

- “ But, indeed,” he added with a sudden
old-time courtesy, as charming as it was
unexpected, “ I am sorry that I could not
be present to welcome you and I trust you
found everything you required. My old

servant, Peter, was unfortunately called

away by family illness, but I told him to
provide amply for you both before he left,
and to leave a note for you on the table to
that effect. I cannot even see to write
when I have one of my blinding head-
ac‘hes ”

Remembenng the beans and the small
pot of rice, I smiled inwardly at Uncle
Gregory’s idea of ample; but at least he
had given a very good and simple explan-
ation of his absence, and had made us wel-
come after his fashion.

I only wished I could feel more at my
ease and less like a shy schoolboy. In his
uncannily intuitive way, he may have felt
it, for he advanced down the steps, and,
holding out a hand to each of us, said in
a delightfully modulated voice that was a
continual surprise to me: “ Welcome, Car-

los, welcome, Shirley; I am very glad you

have come.”

His glance lingered for a moment on
Shirley, and I wondered if he was recalling
in her the girl he had loved and lost. I
was probably overtired, and the tension of
the approaching storm was making me ab-
normally sensitive, but it seemed to me,

.about it.

'to a cracked snarl.
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in spite of the words and the courteous
warmth, that no real welcome showed in
the steely black eyes that rested on us.

Shirley smiled prettily, however, and I
hastened to assure him that we were both
very glad to be there.

“ We are due for a storm, I am afraid,”
he said as a gust tore the leaves from the
trees and flung them about us. “ They

~ come up very suddenly here and are very
‘severe. Perhaps we had better go in.”

As we followed him into the house, the
big black cat scuttled by us, paying no at-
tention to my great-uncle’s ‘call.

“He is a wild beast,” observed Uncle
Gregory. “He .will never make friends.
with me although I like cats. . Peter is the
only one he tolerates.” He turned on me
suddenly. “I hope you don’t smoke. I
thought I noticed an odor of tobacco when
I came down-stairs. It is a filthy habit
and I abominate it.”

I groaned inwardly, for my pipe and I
were old comrades, and 1 dreaded to lose
its comfort. Yet I was here to win Uncle
Gregory’s good-will if possible, and what
did a temporary deprivation mean, after
all? I caught Shirley’s eyes fixed on me,
with a little mocking challenge in them, and
it decided me.

“T have smoked, but I'm not very keen
Of course I won'’t smoke if you
prefer not.”

“I do prefer,” he snapped, and his voice
had changed. from its modulated sonority
“ Peter will insist upon
having his pipe in the cellar, but I don’t
wish any vile tobacco in my house, do you
understand?”’

“T do,” T returned stiffly. I could give
up my smoking, hard although it might be,
but I didn’t enjoy being lectured like a
school-boy. Uncle Gregory. paid no atten-
tion to either my tone or my words; he
turned and went swiftly up-stairs, leavmg
us in the hall below to stare at each other

-Shirley giggled nervously.

‘“ Pleasing Uncle Gregory is going to in-
volve an exact treading of the narrow

_path,” she observed with malicious em-

phasis. o
“ Yes, confound hlm i | growled “ And
I’'m dying for a smoke already. I expect
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11 have to bribe Peter ¢o let me share the
cellar with him.”

“Poor Carlos,” she laughed,
where you acquire a halo.”

“ Don’t laugh too soon,” I returned
dryly. “ Uncle Gregory doesn’t seem run-
ning over with human kindness. He may
make you give up candy.”

“T won't, so there,” she defied. “T11l
go down in the cellar w1th Peter and eat
them.”

We both laughed, and felt better

“ Seriously, Uncle Gregory isn’t my idea
of an old dear,” she said. ‘ How does he
impress you—smoking aside?”

“ As a man who intends to have his own
way and usually gets it. He would be a
bad person to oppose. On the whole I
think I prefer him when he snarls than
when he so urbane.”

She nodded.

“1 eel the same way. Isn’t it funny,
though, how mysterious and’ gloomy every
thing was last night?>—I mean Uncle Greg-
ory’s strange absence, the deserted house
and everything—and now it has all been
explained so natura.lly——

13 Has lt>’)

.4 What do you mean?”

“ We don’t know yet who the man was
that tried to open the safe last night.”

“I'd completely forgotten him. Do you
‘suppose you ought to tell Uncle Gregory
.about him?”

“I've just been wondering that myself.
[1t seems to me he ought to know; and yet
‘one never can tell how hé would take it.
'Who could it have been, anyway? There

can’t be many people around here who
'would dare to attempt open burglary on
an island where everybody knows everyone
else and it would be so hard to get away.
Do you think Peter was having a go on
his own?”

“You can never tell.
uncle should be warned.”

“ All right. TI’ll tell him when we meet
again. Think I’ll walk down to the town,
would you like to come?” .

“I'm afraid I'm too tired, for I didn’t
get much sleep last night. I think I'll
take a book and curl up on my bed.”

I left her selecting a book from the

V4

“1 see

I really think
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surprisingly well-stocked and up-to-date
shelves in the library, and putting on my
heavy sweater let myself out of the house.

-1t was already beginning to mist, and the

high wind made it anything but an ideal
day for walking, but I felt restless, and to
tell the truth, longing for a pipe.

I had promised not to smoke in the

- house, but outside on the dunes no one

would be the wiser. The house oppressed
me, somehow, and T wanted to clear my
brain and think out some problems. I
struck off toward the bridge, -and once out
of shelter of the house, found walking in
the heavy wind difficult for even a strong
man. The wind hit one with a thud of a
board and from where I stood I could see
great yeasty waves tumbling landward.

The steady roar of the surf combined
with the shrieking of the wind, gave onc a
sense of being at sea, and as I'buffeted my
way onward, 1 began to wonder if we were
well provisioned for the voyage, in cae our
section of the island should take a fancy to
cast adrift. Seriously, it would certainly
not be possible for the delivery wagon to
come out on a day like this, and it would
be a hard job to carry back much stuff
oneself over ‘the sandy road from the vil-
lage. I hadn’t any money to buy anything
with, but I decided to head.for the town,
partly from the desire for a little more hu-
man companionship than Uncle Gregory
was likely to afford.

As 1 reached the edge of the island I
stopped, however. Where the bridge had
been the night before there was nothing.
The crazy old structure had given way
under the wind, and only a few jagged ends
of board on either side showed its former
place. Between me and the other side
tossed white breakers, so high and so rough,
that even a good swimmer would have
found it dangerous to attempt them. The
islet had cast off from the mainland after
all, and although it was not likely to drift
away, we were as completely marooned as
though at sea.

I stood for some moments watching with
fascination the waves crashing in through
the opening from the sea, and rushing by
to the other side. I was wondering, al<o, if
the man I had nearly caught in the house,
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I keep up the tradition—I find it useful.
Really, this wind is getting a trifle unpleas-
ant, I think I shall go in.”

We followed him, for we, too, were get-
ting more blown about than was comfort-
able. I expected he would go at once to
his room, but he waited in the hall after
we were all inside and the door shut..

T should like to hear a little more about
yourself, Carlos,” he remarked suavely.
“If you can spare me a few minutes’ chat
and Shirley will not mind my taking you
off, we will go in my study and talk.”

Of course I assented, and Shirley de-
clared rather hastily that she was going up-
stairs to write a letter. As Uncle Gregory
passed his arm quite pleasantly through
mine and led me to the door of the library,
I could not help giving Shirley a teasing
look of triumph. She laughed and nodded,
but there was a half uneasiness in her
glance that nettled me.

Surely she could trust me to play fair
with her? If she didn’t—well, that was
her loss. -

CHAPTER XII.
A CRY IN THE NIGHT.

FOLLOWED Uncle Gregory into the
‘room and stood watching him light the
fire, for he declined my services. The

leaping flame made a great difference in
the room, changing its austere gloom to
something nearly approaching comfort.

Uncle Gregory drew a chair up before
the blaze and motioned me to do the same.
He did not speak for several minutes, but
sat gazing into the fire while I watched him
speculatively.

He must have been rather a handsome
man in his youth, I thought; his features
were good and the light of the fire brought
out the strength of the nose and softened
the rather mean mouth. Yet I felt instinc-
tively it would be difficult to like him, or
to win his liking. When he spoke, how-
ever, it was with unexpected interest.

“You know why I have asked you
here?”

“ Why, yes,” I answered surprised. * You
told me in your letter.”

~ glanced over it with a slight smile.
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“ Quite so, but I would like to hear from
your own lips so as to make sure whether
you understand.”

“ You asked me here to sec for vourself
whether I would make the right heir for
your property,” I returned bluntly.

“ Exactly—and Shirley?”

“ She is here for the—same purpose,” I
answered half impatiently—surely there
was no need of making me go over all this.
He read my thoughts with instant percep-
tion, and held up a thin hand.

“ Have patience. I have good reason for
asking. Has it ever occurred to you that
it is nearly twenty years since we have met,
and although there is some slight family
resemblance in you, it might be -easily pos-
sible for you not to be my nephew, Carlos
Brent, after all?

“ Now, don’t get angry!” as I half rose
from my chair with an exclamation. “ 1
do believe you aré what you say, but I put
my questions in order to be sure. Living
alone here as I do, I have grown cautious
as to whom I entertain. You understand,

‘don’t you?”

His manner was so frank and unex-
pectedly charming that I felt my annoy-
ance subsiding. After all, it was quite na-
tural that he should be suspicious of new-
comers; and I put it down to the eccen-
tricity of his secluded life.

“Of course. Here are my credentials,
anyway.”
I handed him his own letter, and he

He
was so changed, somehow, and so friendly,
that I felt emboldened to speak out.

“Uncle,” I said, “ You may have already
decided that you prefer Shirley. In that
case I may be wasting my breath. But in
any event, I'm telling you frankly I don’t
like the idea of competing, as it were, with
Shirley for your money. It’s cold blooded
enough as it is—”

I ‘paused, half expecting that he would
go off in one of his sudden angers, but he
continued to smile at me in a friendly way.

“ What would you suggest, may I ask?”

“ Simply that if you really want to leave
us your moncy, why not divide it equally
between us? I should be perfectly con-
tented, and so I know would Shirley.”
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I was, I could not sleep at once; my brain
was teeming with all the happenings of the
day; and chiefly, I must confess, with Shir-
ley’s unexpected testimonial.

I reflected comfortably that she would

have even a better opinion after Uncle"
Gregory had told her of my wish to be

co-heir with her. It would simplify mat-
ters, and still leave us the friendship I so
desired. I was just dropping off to these
pleasant thoughts when I was startled wide
awake.

Across the hall from me I could hear,
in a sudden lull of the wind, a cry, first
long drawn out, then quickly choked! -

CHAPTER XIII.
THE CHANGELING..

-

THOUGHT at once of- Shirley, and,
springing out of bed, ran to her room.
“ What is the matter?” I cried. “ Are

you hurt?”

“ No,” she answered through the door.
“ Who screamed?” , _

Then in a lull of the wind I heard an-
other choking gasp, this time from my un-
cle’s room. With a bound I was across the
hall and turning the knob of the door.
It did not yield, and I beat vigorously on
the panels with my fists:

“ 1t is I, Carlos,” I called.
matter?” .

.No one answered, but I could hear dis-

tinctly the sounds of a desperate struggle
going on behind the locked door; shuf-
fling feet and the thud of an overturned
chair. In desperation I put my shoulder
to the door, but it was very strong and
resisted all my efforts.,
- Peshaps murder or violence was being
done in  there; T must get in somehow.
Suddenly there flashed across my mind
what a man had once told me; that a kick
would often force the stoutest door where
mere pressure would fail.

I was barefooted, so I ran back to my.
room and hastily put on my shoes. When
I came out Shirley was standing at the
entrance of her door, looking very pale

“ What is it? What are you going to
do?” she cried.

Whatist.he
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I bad no time to answer; I balahced my-

“self on one leg before the door, and with

the other delivered a smashing kick close
to the lock. The door creaked, shook, and
a second and even more vigorous kick drove
it open, causing me to tumble in after it
and land most undignifiedly on my hands
and knees.

I picked myself up and looked around.
By the light of a small candle flickering
on the mantel I could see the signs of a
fierce struggle, as evidenced by overturned
chairs and a table swept bare; but ap-
parently there was no one in the room.
Then a faint gasp caught my ear, and I
caught sight of my uncle leaning against
the farthest corner of the room, his hand to
his throat. I sprang to his snde

“ Uncle, are you hurt? What has ha.p-
pwed?”

He feebly waved aside my offered help.

“1 am not injured; luckily you came
in txme, or he would have choked me to
deal

“He? Who? Where is he?”

Uncle Gregory pointed toward the win-
dow which I now saw stood wide open.

‘“ He escaped t.hat way when he heard
you coming.”

“T’Nl go after him,” I said, making. to-
ward the window; but my uncle stopped
me.

“He has gone by now;. "you can never
find him in this storm. It is only a shogt
drop to the balcony below, and quite easy
to gain the ground from there. That was
how he came up and surprised me.” .

I stuck out my head, and could see
enough to realize that his words were true;
then I closed down the window, for the icy
wind made me shiver, and returned to- my
uncle, who had supk down into a chair.

“ Who was the man that attacked you?”
I repeated.

Uncle Gregory madc a curiously helpless
gesture.

“I do not know. I had no time to see
him clearly. I was preparing to retire, and
had just put out my light and lit the candle
to place beside my bed and read fer a
while—I sometimes fall asleep while read-
ing, and a candle is safer than a lamp—I
had placed it on the mantel in order to see
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1 don't think he would try the upper floor
again. Besides, your room has no win-
dows on the balcony, if I remember
tl-ghtly ” .

“T shall be careful to keep mine closed
this time,” said Uncle Gregory. “ Then I
think we shall get some sleep, after all.”

Shirley looked doubtful, although she

smiled cheerfully. I followed her to her
door after saying good night to my uncle.
“ Don’t be nervous,” I whispered. “1I

intend to camp out here on-the sofa by

your door. But I really don’t think we
shall be troubled any more to-night.”

“ Oh! you are such a comfort, Carlos.
You mustn’t do it, though—I shall be per-
fectly safe.”

“T intend you shall be. Now don’t

argue, for I am an obstinate person, as you

ought to know by this time.”

“ Well, you can have your way to-night;
this place gives me the horrors. . Who do
you suppose the man is?”

“T don’t know,” I yawned, “ and I don’t
intend to worry, about him to-night. He’ll
probably be blown off the island by to-
morrow if this wind keeps up. The house
rocks like a ship at sea.”

But after I had seen Shirley’s door close,
and had. established myself on the big
horse-hair sofa in the upper hall, wrapped
ip as many covers as I could find, T could
not dismiss the subject so lightly.

There was some one that Uncle Gregory
feared, that was certain. The new fasten-
ings; the anger I had seen in his face as
he had looked at the wreck of the boat;
his outburst at me when I told him of the
man’s visit the night before—all were con-
nected together somehow, and the answer
lay in the mysterious man, who, I was con-
vinced now, Uncle Gregory knew. -

Surely, after having been foiled im an

attempted burglary the night before, it
must be a strong motive indeed to lead a
man to attempt murder the following night.
He must be a desperate criminal, and the
thought that he was shut in on the islet, like
ourselves, until the storm subsided, was not
a cheering one. And the storm showed no
signs of subsiding; the wind hammered the
house with heavy broadsides until it fairly
rocked beneath them.
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- I decided that sleep was out of the ques-
tion, anyway, but I was young and strong-
nerved so I knew nothing more until the
opening of Shirley’s door aroused me.

“Well, ¢ Faithful Slave at the Door,’”
teased Shirley, “I think we" can raise the
siege now and get some breakfast.”

“ Did you sleep well?” I asked, sitting up.

“Idid. How could I help it with such a
protector watching over me?”

‘1 meant to have stayed awake all mghtf
but I fell asleep, I must confess.”

“ Most sensible thing to have done. Now,
bhurry and get dressed; it is nearly ten
o'clock. What hours we do keep!”

Gathering my coverings around me I
plunged into my room, where I spent httle
time in dressing. When I got down-stairs
I found both Shirley and my uncle, the
latter, much to my secret annoyance, having
announced his intention of sharing the meal
with us.

“T have been a recluse long enough,” he
observed genially. “Itis time I mended my
ways. I'hope you both slept well after your

" night’s adventure?”

“I did,” I answered. ‘ Unless the wind
succeeded in blowing the house down I
wouldn’t have waked, I'm afraid.”

“T think it is moderatmg» somewhat this
morning, although the sea is very high. We
shall none of us be able to leave the island

for a day or two more, though, I i imagine.”

“Leave the 1sland?” echoed” Shirley.
“ Why should we?”

“ No, of course not,” he returned rather
hastily. “I meant that we should still be
cut off from the rest of the island for a
t.lme ”»

‘It doesn’t matter .then, so long as we
have plenty of provisions.” .

“T should like some cream for my cof-
fee,” said Uncle Gregory, with a slight
grimace ‘“ However, I can stand picnick-
ing for a few days especially w1t.h such
pleasant company.”

I wanted to ask him if he mcluded the
burglar in his compliment, but restrained
myself; he seemed bént upon being amiable,
and there was no use in spoiling his good
intentions. In fact, he exerted himself. to
be entertaining with such good results that
we lingered over our breakfast.
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T saw Shirley glance at him once or twice,
as though half-puzzled; and 1 was some-
what surprised myself. Uncle Gregory
seemed to be able to change at will' from
a suave man of the world to a grumpy old
tyrant. In this new mood he was very
charming, the more so as I caught in him
faint glimpses of the mother I had adored
and lost so early.

There was only one thing I objected to
in this new sociability; I wanted to see
more of Shirley, and he made that almost
impossible. I did, however, find a chance
to whisper to her to come out for a walk
with me as soon as she finished making up
her room.

“T'll meet you in the garden,” I said, “ at
the little temple, in an hour.”

She nodded and went up-stairs.

CHAPTER XIV.

CARLOS SPEAKS—IN ANGER. -

WANTED badly to smoke, but Uncle

Gregory seemed. bent upon my society.

At last, in despair, I suggested that we
make another search for the man; but he
shook his head.

“1 don’t think it would be safe to leave
the house; he might slip in again, and Shir-
ley is alone.”

1 began to understand now his desire for
my society; he was probably afraid of being
attacked again, and this seemed natural—
although he did not impress me as being at
all cowardly. Whatever it was, he had also
effectually bound me to the house.

I determined to make a thorough search
of the premises and lock up as many rooms
as possible, so that in this way we should
be at least sure of an uninterrupted night.
I mentioned this to my uncle, and he ap-
proved of the idea.

“ The upper floors you need not search,”
he said, “ since no one in his senses would
hide there. There are a great many places
in the basement, however, where a man
could remain concealed, so it would be wise
to look there thoroughly.”

" Accordingly, I armed myself with a stout
cane and proceeded on my search. The
house being almost square, there were three
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-ded with heavy spikes.

1 -

rooms besides the kitchen.on that floor. The
first of these was the storeroom I had found
before, and unless the man could hide under
piles of potatoes or in sacks of flour, there
was no possible concealment; the second
was an old lumber-room, very dusty and
littered with all kinds of junk.

1 disposed of these two qirickly, and went
on to the third. This proved to be a sort of
bedroom, evidently Peter’s, very stuffy and
dirty, with a cot in one corner and a jumble
of broken-down furniture, evidently pas<ed
on from above. I had poked into all the
possible hiding-places, and was just turning
gladly away, when my eye was caught by
a round object lying in a corner half cow
ered with some clothes which my cane had
dragged partly off. I bent down and picked
it up.

It was a dog’s collar, quite large and stud-
Evidently it be-
longed to the dog of which my uncle had
spoken; but what puzzled me was the fact
that it was almost riew and still pliable. * A
collar which has been worn close to any
animal’s neck becomes stiff and hard after
it.has been long disused, and Uncle Gregory
had said that the dog had been dead for
some time. I could have sworn that this
had only been off a few days. 1 didn’t give
this much thought; however, it was quite
possible that it had never been used. .

I went up-stairs again and examined the
parlor doors more carefully. They showed
no signs whatsoever of having been tam-
pered with; there were no scratches of any
kind around the locks, and I felt sure that
any theory of the man’s having been locked
in there by Shirley was altogether impos-
sible. It seemed absurd, now I thought of
it, that he should have .taken the trouble
to have gone outside and entered by the
window when the simplest thing would have
been to open the lock of my uncle’s door,
Uncle Gregory to the contrary. That is,
supposing that he had been in the house at
all; aund that I now doubted.

Where was he now, and how best could
we guard against another attempt? That
was the problem, and it was a serious one,
for I did not fancy any more than Shirley
having the dangerous man at large. At all
events, hunger must soon drive him into an
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.my guard every moment to protect my un-
cle and Shirley against this mysterious ma-
rauder.

All this passed rapidly through my mind
as I followed Uncle Gregory down-stairs.
He went at once into his room, and I went
out into the garden to find Shirley. But
there was no one in the wind-swept little
temple, that still retained a mockery of
summer in its withered vines and its white-
marble seats; neither was she to be found
among the box-edged walks or in the kitch-
en, and, annoyed at myself for a queer
dlsappomtment I disregarded my uncle’s
request and plunged out of the house.

I was sick of all this mystery, and I
wanted to walk and smoke. Just above the
house was a sheltered spot with a fine view
of the ocean, and I made my way there.
The first thing I saw was Shirley, her back
against the rock, looking out toward the
creaming breakers. Her face was turned
partly from me, but I could see a look on
it of depression and loneliness that made
me wonder if the events of the last few
days were beginning to effect even her
plucky spirits. A sudden wave of tender-
ness swept over me as I stepped forward
and spoke.

“ Well, Little Crusoe, here is your faith-
ful Man Friday come to scold you for
venturing so far from the house.”

She turned her head quickly, and, on
seeing me, all expression vanished from her
face, leaving it white and rather cold.

“I’'m not afraid. I wanted to walk and
think—alone.” )

“ Exactly my case; but the man would
not be apt to trouble me, and he might
you.”

“ Have you discovered any traces of him
yet?” she asked, with ‘an attempt at her
usual tone.

“ No; but I have made sure that he is
not in the house, so far.”

T went on to tell her of my search and
my uncle’s queer behavior about the rooms.
She listened with an odd lack of interest,
and with no expression whatsoever on her
face, so that at last I stopped short.

“ What do you make of it?” I asked ab-
ruptly. -

“Jt’s certainly very queer—the house
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knows more than it tells. Oh! I wish we
hadn’t come here.”

The distress in her voice troubled me. 1
put my hand involuntarily on her arm with
a protective touch.

“ It will be all right, Shirley. We'll «lve
the mystery and come back with our pock-
ets full of money.” N

“I'm not afraid that yox won’t manage
to fill your pockets, Carlos.”

I dropped her hand quickly.’
you mean?”

“It doesn’t seem necessary to go into
details. We both. came here for the pur-
pose—as you put it—of filling our peck-
ets.”

“I don 't like your emphasns ”

“ Yeu're too sensitive in some wayss, and
not enough in others.”

I caught her by her arm, and my face was
as hard as hers. i

*“See here, Shirley—you must speak
plainly. I thought you were above Red
Indian tactics—to be friendly one moment
and knife one the next.”

She wrenched her arm away furiously.
“ And 1 thought you were, too; but I find
I am mistaken. You are afraid of me; vou
are content to play safe; to beg my uncle
to give you half of his property at least.’
Well, I'm a better sport than you are—I'l}
play for all or none!”

In spite of my intense anger, Lcouldn’t
help admiring her as she stood there, her
head thrown back, her eyes blazing defiance
at me; but my own temper was red hot
now. So, my uncle had told her, and this
was the way she had chosen to read my
generous offet! Well, let her think it if
she liked—I was too proud to thrust my
defense on some one who was so evidently
ready to believe the worst.

“ Very well; I'll play for any stakes you
please. And I'll win this money—and you
into the bargain.”

I don’t know what insane impulse made
me add this last. Certainly I had no love
for her at this moment; only a primitive
longing to see her humbled and at my
mercy—but the words fairly forced thcm-
selves out.

The shot took effect. She grew as red as
she had been white before, and her hands

“ What do



MOORS END.

clenched vigorously; I knew that she was
longing at that precise moment to bury them
in my hair—and I didn’t mind.

“ You'll regret that speech,” she said fo-
riously. .

For reply I only laughed tauntingly as I
turned away—but I was begmnmg to regret
it a]ready

‘CHAPTER XV.
SUSPICIONS.

WALKED on at a blind pace, for I was

- furiously: angry, as much with myself

as with Shirley. The words she had said

rankled bitterly, but what hurt me most was

the fact that she could believe me capable

of such a mean motive. It did not seem to

me like what I knew of her, and that, per-
haps, was what hurt me the worst of all..
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had reduced me to plottmg like a veritable
motion-picture villain? I must think more
sanely, and, to do so, must put aside all
these thoughts of Shirley that were only
weakening my purpose. There was just one
way in which I could be of use to my uncle;

I could find. this man that was threa.temng

~ him, and at least drive him away.

Wlth this thought fixed in my mind, I

- walked around the house, examining it care-

fully from every possxble point. One thing
immediately caught my attention—a long
covered passageway that apparently led
from the kitchen to the stables. I did not
remember having seen any door in the lower
part of the house that would lead to it, but
then I had not been looking for any such
door.

Full of this new 1dea I hurried around
to the house and ran full tilt into my uncle.
I eagerly explained my discovery to him,

I could not disguise from myself that P~ and he listened with his odd little smile.

was growing much fonder of this little re-
bellious second cousinn of mine than was
wise; and I told myself sternly that my
wisest course was to put her out of my mind
‘as quickly as possible and devote myself to
the business at hand—that of becoming my
uncle’s heir.

A review of all that I had accomplished
to that end in the last few days, how-
ever, did not make an encouraging showing.
There was an evident lack of sympathy be-
tween us, to begin with, and our encounter
over the rooms had now increased it. I
must do something to overcome this handi-
cap, buf what should it be?

I thought of one plan after another, but
each seemed more. fruitless than the others.
I even got to the point of desperately con-
.sidering the idea of pushing Uncle Gregory
into the water in order to save his life af-

terward; but that seemed hardly ‘the way’

to win his affection; the water was sure to

be cold, and I was an indifferent swimmer -

besides.  Fortunately, the thought of Uncle

Gregory’s face, if he knew I even meditated -

such a plot, made me laugh and broke up
somewhat the strained condition of mind I
was getting into. -

I shook myself together sternly. What
was there in the atmosphere of this house
which made Shirley act so strangely, and

“ That mysterious passage you speak of
leads to the laundry and the wood-shed,”
he observed. “They have both been dis-
used for a long time, as Peter prefers to do
our small wash in the kitchen. You can
look there if you like, but I'm afraid even
the key has been lost.” '

His smiling manner nettled me; it'seemed
to say that I was a romantic boy and might
as well be humored. Confound it! I was
only trying to protect him against a dan-
gerous, clever adversary; and here he was,
either laughing at my efforts or scolding
me for intruding on his sacred souvenirs.

““T’ll take your word for it,” I answered
as carelessly as I could. “ Shall you join
us at-lunch?”

“I- shall give myself that pleasure.
Where is Shirley?”

“T think she is out walking.” -

Uncle Gregory looked at me keenly Evi-
dently he caught the insincere note in my
too careless reply.

“ Have you talked with her?”

€« Yes?"

‘“ Ah, then I'm afraid she has told you
herself how she feels in regard to your
offer?”

“Yes; she left me in no doubt on the
subject.” '

My uncle sighed. “ I'm afraid she does
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high. The door was padlecked, and I gave
it an idle shake, bending down to do so
with my head close to the door. A pe-

culiar, moldy smell came up, so much like’

that of a cellar that I was surprised and
not a little curious.

“Think I'll take a look inside,” I ob-
served to muyself, rather than to Shirley.
She chose to answer it, however.

“ Have you, by chance, this key also
in your pocket?” she asked sweetly.

I disdained to answer, but picked up a
stick and a piece of stone, and using the
first as a lever and the stone as a hammer,
I quickly pried out the old and rusty
staples. As I opened the door, such a wave
of damp, moldy air rushed out to me that
I drew back.

It was too dark to see the 1n51de of the
cleset, but from the smell I imagined that it
was a sort of coal-bin or extra woodshed.
Why was it locked in that case?

“Are those steps?” exclaimed- Shlrley
suddenly. She had been looking over my
shoulder, and her eyes must have been
sharper than mine, for I could distinguish
nothing. I lit a match and held it in front
of me and instantly out of the gloom sprang
the three shelving sides of the closet, with
something else, two stone-steps leading
downwards.

Shirley uttered a cry, and I lit another
match with a feeling of tingling anticipa-
tion. I had noticed a small piece of candle
stuck in an empty bottle which stood in
the corner, so I hastily transformed my
match to the wick of this and, with it in
my hand, again approached the door.

_ ‘““Where do you suppose it leads? Are
you going down?” asked Shlrley breath-
lessly.

For answer, 1 cautlously went forward,
and by bending nearly double managed to
descend four or five steps, Shirley following
close behind me. The steps led directly down
for perhaps eight feet, and then I found
myself in a passageway that went straight
ahead and was sufficiently high for me to
walk erect.

The air was damp and very cold, but
not stale. The floors inside were earthen,
but the roof was of boards, and from that,
and the beams at intervals, I judged that

T said.
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we were directly under the floor of the
stable. I only hoped that it would be
strong enough to prevent anything giving

‘away and coming down on us.

Half-way, the passage turned abruptly
at right angles, and for a moment I thought
we had come to the end. At that precise
instant, something -black shot between my
legs from behind almost upsetting me, and
startling us both.- I swore as I clutched
my precious candle, and then laughed, for
a parting hiss flung back at me showed that
it was our old'enemy, the black eat.

“He’s evidently been mousing around,”
‘ But where could he have gone to
—the way ends here?”

“ No, it can’t, if the cat can get out we
may be able to. g

She was right; as I held up my candle
I could see that the passage still continued,
although it was much narrower and there
were no beams overhead, and it was here
we became-aware of a peculiar sound that
seemed partly like a drum beaten far off,
and partly like a hollow murmuring.

The way was getting so narrow that we
went along with great difficulty; but there
seemed to be a light from s6mewhere, faint
though it was. I could even make out a
round gray hole almost above us, and as I
brought up abruptly beneath it, my shin,
at the same moment, struck against a sort
of wooden ladder.

I climbed two or three steps and sud-
denly found that the round, gray hole was
the sky, and that I had popped out of the
passage much like a rabbit from its warren.
I pulled Shirley out, and we stood there,
both somewhat dazed and half blinded by
our sudden transition from dark to light.

We were in a corner.of the cliff, and so
well and naturally was the exit to the
passageway arranged, that lookipg back at
it from only a few paces off, it was hard
even for me to detect more than what
seemed to be a hollow in the rock. Just
beneath us was a little, partly sheltcred
cove, with a landing-place and a boat-house.

We scrambled down to the landing and
stood looking around us. The boat-house
was not locked, and on stepping inside I
found two boats: one, a dory such as the
fishermen used, and the other as nice a
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the undreamt-of half-occult powers of the
mind, I would say: “ Bosh! The mind is a
tool. 1 think with mine.”
would get up and leave the room.

Direct application of practical money-
making studies became my hobby. I liked
to see students grow in their work. I liked
to see develop in them, day by day, a rising
ability to earn a hvmg wage. It was for
this reason that of all the subjects I had at
hand I chose to teach the one which my
friends deemed most prosaic, most unintel-
lectual, most evidential of my utter folly
—typewriting.

Five years in a low-roofed, ill-lit, half-
ventilated attic room of our school I worked
with practical-minded boys and girls. For
five years I transformed successive genera-
‘tions of awkward adolescents into young
men and women, capable of eamming an
honest dollar.

. Then came this experience. -

- Suffice it to'say that I no longer use that
attic room. Kant, James, and Mann are
now my constant companions. In the phi-
losophy building of the university my old
professors sit down welcomed at my side
and talk. - :

They like to study my case, they explain.
T cannot say I blame. them. It is curious
enough.

The thing happened the Ménday follow-
ing the spring school convention.

For three days we had been gathered into
the theater of the city auditorium to listen
to the wafting breezes of the dozen or more
selected lecturers a$ they presented their
pet pedagogical propensities. Then fmally
on the last day arose a stately gentleman.
Bewrinkled he was as to clothing, spardely
gray of hair. He was—I thought it even
before his first sentence was complete—a
real lover of his work. And, as he spoke,
my impatience of the dimming afternoon

wore off; my mind opened for his word,

and I said to myseH, From this man I

can learn.”
Of one subject only he held forth—it

was no new philosophy; no new mathe- -

matical formulation of students’ monthly
reports; no separation of the children in
the years when they need each other most.
It was plain, comman horse sense—coming

And forthwith °

‘Markle went on,
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from one who knew. It was a doctrine of
bumanity coming from ene who, though a
mere underpaid teacher of the city’s future
citizens, still retained his human under-
standing., This’ man received applause—
from the heart. .

In my case—from the very soul as well;
fotr as are many of most practical turn of
mind, so was I also, to the highest degree,
impressionable.

Afterward a brother teacher and 1 walked
up-town to get our car. For several blocks
we spoke no word. Then suddenly Markle
broke the silence in which theught bound
us. . -
‘“ He’s right. ‘The others were mad over
technicalities. He alone had something to
say. If we would be teachers, then we must
teach.”

I started, for the same thought was in
my own mind.

“ That closing senkence! I exclaimed en-
thusiastically.  Throw yourself—”

But Markle, tog, had the words on the
tip of his tongue. He interrupted.

“Put yourself into your work—your
heart, your mind, your soul, your body.
If you would be teachers in the truest sense
of the word, do this. 1 was impressed,”
“for the man was in
earnest, and he knew.”

I nodded.

“ He knew,” I answered. “ And I have
learned something. I thought I was teach-
ing as best ¥ could, before. But from this
on, I’ll do better.

“It wasn’t my heart I had in my work.
It was merely the practical side of my
mind; and that, I see now, is not enough.”

All Saturday, as I made out my next
week's program, I pondered over those
closing words: ‘“Put your very self into
your work.” I began to see the great truth
in them.

“ This,” said I to myself, * is sound and
practical. Such advice is worthy of ac-
ceptance. Heretofore, even despite my real
love of doing practical creative work, I have
not labored with all the tools I had at hand.
Despite my intense desire to do great work,
1 had neglected to make the fullest use of
the powers that were in me. °

“Let Monday come,” I went on, “and
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see the new impetus I will put into the
work, the new enthusiasm instill into my
classes, when I throw my every nerve
and thought, and all my heart, into my
chosen task, Ah! What wonders I will
do for those hard-plugging students; what
a mark I will set for my brothers in the
profession.”

These reflections excluded all others
throughout the whole of Saturday. I
found myself so obsessed with the new de-
velopments of this idea of putting myself
into my work, that that night I could hard-
ly sleep. And even when I did, it was but
to dream of my golden age of teachmg, to
start the Monday followmg

Long Sunday morning I lay abed with-

these thoughts still drumming in my head.
I felt now almost a sense of guilt about my
former labors. I knew that I had not
loafed, that I had done the best I knew or
thought of at the time, yet, nevertheless,
this new sense of dereliction in my full
duty as a teacher insistently prodded my
conscience. When finally I-arose to dress,
I found I was unable to glance at myself
in the dresser mirror without a twinge of
shame.

At breakfast I had no appetite. "I spent
the day walking in the hills thinking,
thinking, thinking of methods of extending
my work. Devising new plans, enlarging
old, balancing this, rejecting that, until my
head fairly reeled.

At dinner my wife startled me with an
exclamation.

[ John| ”»

I almost dropped the spoon with which
I was hstlessly idling at my soup.

“ Wh-what is it?” I stammered.

“ John,” she cried again. * Aren’t you
well?”” She -arose and placed her palm on
my forehead. Then shook her head as if

bewildered. “ You have no fever. What
is the matter?” ‘
“I—I—" T shook my head, for the

words refused to come. Then in sudden
irritation I found my voice.
‘you startle me so?”

“I?” she answered as she shrank back.
“TI? Startle you?” Her eyes widened in

fright. “Why, what you said startled
me!l” '

“Why did
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Now I knew I had said nothing. T had
simply sat gently at my place, drawn the
napkin from its ring, and taken spoon in
hand. I started to deny her accusation
when she-interrupted. .

“ What / said!” exclaimed I. ¢ Surely I
said nothing. I was thinking, thinking—

“ John!” cried my wife again. “You

did say something!”
- I now began to feel somewhat uncertain
about the matter myself. Had I been
asked to swear as to whether or not I had
really spoken, I would have had to ac-
knowledge that I could not. My mind
was in such a state, the tumult of new
thought so chaotic, the obsession so com-
plete, that I could not be sure of what
unconsciously I might do or say. I turned
unsteddily to my wife.

“Very well,” I said gravely, “ what did
I say?” ;

My wife clasped her hands to her bosom.

“ You said, ¢ Damn it all, I'wil/l find the
way!’” She paused and looked at me with
sorrow and perplexity in her eyes. ‘* What
is worrying you, John; dear? Why must
you find a way? And for what?

“ Oh, can’t I help in some way? I am so
troubled. You are worrying yourself sick
over something. Can’t you tell me, dear?”

I sat there dazed. And, I confess, rather
frightened for myself

At this writing, after the expericence I
was then shortly to go through. and with
my 3tudies in philosophy and psychology
now to aid me, I can see that this ex-
clamation was merely a manifestation of my
subconscious mind; a cry from that queer

- part of my mind, of any one’s mind, in

fact, that thinks even when consciously one

“knows it not; that stores up memories of

sensation and incident even while I, or you,
consciously am thinking of totally dificrent
things. In other words that unconscious
exclamation was really a true expression of
those thoughts which consciously 1 had been
for' two days before absolutely unable to
express. They told truly enough of the
real tumult in my mind; of how terribly
strong, indeed, was this passion to throw
my very soul into my work. -I know that
now.

But then, in my own dining-room, ac-
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rhythm of my words, still concentrating
every nerve to keep alert and drive my dic-
tation into thé students at the machines.

At the door I turned a moment.toward
the class, and beheld with disappointment
that they were not working even up to the
former standard, that for some reason they.
seemed nervous, and uncomfortable. I felt
this was due to my own exhausted :state,
and determined to overcome it. -

With a violent effort of will I brought
all my mental force to bear upon ‘them.
Every trick of the profession I threw into
this last hand. And then, as I saw them
catch up again, as I saw them, too, knit
their brows in greater concentration, those

closing” words of the teachers’ convention .

came rushing-again.

I drew on all the power left within me,
physical and mental, resolved to make one
final, deep-seated impression which would
last until I returned- to the room. All my
nerve, all my strength, all my will-power, I
invoked. The impelling force of three days
and nights incessant mental concentration
welled irresistibly within me; in one final
terrible moment, for I felt the coma of sleep
-closing in again, I summoned all these to
my aid, compounded them into one terrible
effort, put myself, even as the laughing
Markle 'had suggested, heart, mind, body,
and soul into my work, determined to make
it go or drop there by the door.

And then in that one awful instant. of
bodily and mental struggle, even as I
turned to step through the door into the
hall—it happened. -

For a moment I felt that I was falling
to the floor dead asleep, and my spirit sank
for I saw that I had failed in my purpose.
No matter what had been the effect of that
last effort, the shock and terror to my
class of this misfortune would ruin all.

Even as the calm blackness enveloped.

me -I felt that it meant disaster. Never

again would I be able to control these stu- .

dents as I had. Never again could I get so

much- practical work out of them, nor do.

them so much practical good. °

Then, even as these thoughts rushed’

through my mind, the darkness of complete
oblivion fell.
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My next sensation was that of a some-
thing irresistible within me that was striv-
ing to burst out. . Its power grew, its out-
ward pressure upon every part of my body
rushed to a point where, even though I
felt no pain, the sensation of imminent
bodily dlsruptmn became intolerable.

Then in one blinding flash, with one
second of exquisite agony and a terrible
wrenching of my body, I found myself wide
awake again.

. | opened my eyes qmckly with the idea
of reassuring a frightened class of half-
‘hysterical girls and boys. I closed them at
once with a sensation of great dizziness.
I opened my eyes again—closed them as
quickly once more.

Thus I waited a moment until the terror
which that one glance had thrilled through
me quieted down. Then once more I dared
to look.

The thing was true!

I was not viewing my students from the
doorway—but from somewhere else, from
some extraordinary place, in some rcmark-
able way. " And where this place was, what
~was- that way, I could not quite make out.

But whatever it was, certainly something
was utterly wrong For a moment I re-
flected. :

“This is a .dream—a crazy
Steady yourself, and think!”

Then I looked again in sudden curiosity.

“If it is a dream, then why not see it
calmly out?”

My fear rapidly gave way to this curi-
osity. With a calm mind I began a hasty
examination. '

“ Funny,” I remarked to myself, “if I
were standing in ‘the doorway now I
could see only the side of the students
toward me. That red-haired girl. for in-
stance, whose profile was always so attrac-
tive from that angle—what is the matter

dream.

" with her? I can see the snde toward me, her

profile, ‘yes.

“ But more than that. I can sec from
both sides at once, and the full front view
I had.always deemed so homely as well.
I can'see her fingers playing on the key-
board of her typewriter, the movement of

.her ‘eyes as they follow the writing she
~ copies, and at the same time. view with dis-
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pleasure the fact that the ribbon at the back’

of her head is soiled.
‘“ What on earth has gone wrong with

my eyes? Have they suddenly received .

the power of seeing all sides of a solid ob-
ject at one and the same time? Have they
become periscopic?”’ I chuckied.
there ever dreamt such a foolish dream?”

Thus spoke I to myself. Yet vaguely
now a certain apprehension again gained
the upper hand. I began to feel that per-
‘haps ‘I was not dreaming after all. The
fear that my words were merely the protest
of a practical, work-a-day mind 'against
something about me that had gone utterly
wrong began slowly, relentlessly, to grip me.

I gazed in growing consternation now at
that red-haired girl. Then found that I
was looking not only at her, but' in the
same manner at the entire class. Conocen-
trate my vision as I would I ceuld not so
focus 1t as to see but her alone.

Every student in the room was as clear
to my- s&ght as would be each member of a
group in a phomgraph Clearer—for the
camera records but gne side of that group.
The camera records perspective, sees things
from a single point of view—and objects
may be hidden by some other body in the
foreground. But here I saw all the- stu-
dents in my room, all at the same time, all
from every point of view. In my/ vision
now there was no perspective, no angle of
vision, nothing was hidden.

In sudden dizziness agam 1 hazarded that
1 was suspended in the air above my class,
and was floated over the students’ heads
by some strange power—and was thus view-
ing them as an observer in an airplane
sees the land beneath.

Then came the counter thought. The air-
man sees but the surface of the ground,
and only the tops of people and houses
thereon. I could see all sides, all places,
all objects in my room.

Then a very curious and seemingly in-
consistent thing struck me. There was one
part which, after all, I could not see. The
floor of the room was clear enough, and
even the feet of the students; some prim
upon the linoleum, others hooked about
each other curiously, still others resting
pigeon-toed one upon the other. There

“Was
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were the neat rows of variegated feet, I say,
and I chuckled at the sight.

But from the floor to the students’ waists
there was absolutely nothing!

I gasped: The sight. cut short my
chuckle, for it seemed as though the stu-
dents, the desk. tops, and the typewriters
themselves, were floating waist high above

‘the floor—resting stiffly on a sea of noth-

ingness, suspended in empty air.

The weird humor of the thing took hold
again. I found myself chuckling once more
at the rows of paired feet upon the other-
wise empty floor as they shifted occasion-
ally, or tapped in time to their practising
fingers, with such comical result in their
absolute disattachment from their bodies
above. And I laughed at the diligent stu-
derfts, floating steadily on naught but air,
and unconcernedly plying their craft on ma-
chines secured to desk tops which them-
selves floated raftlike over nothingness.-

“ If those children oould only see what
I see now,” I said to myself, ¢ what would

_they think; what would they do?”

. Then I noticed a" young chap in one
corner snatch a piece of paper from his
machine with a rasp of whirling gears.
Quickly he crumpled it into a ball, then
sneaked a covert look teward the door, for
his act in these days of conservauon was
forbidden.

Then he bent to the right, and I saw
what I had not noticed before; that heside
his right knee, and similarly next each stu-
dent in the room, floated one of the drawers
of the desk. This youngster, perhaps the
only incorrigible of the class, pulled his
floating drawer slowly toward him, dropped
the wadded paper into it, pushed it back
—then sneaked another giance'to the rear.

i smiled, for I liked the rascal—he was
so desperately a boy. But then the really
queer part of the thing came home to me.
Why had he pulled that drawer toward him

" when it lay there already open beneath the

floating desk top, below the empty space
where the upper drawer should be, and all
he need do was to toss the paper in?

Why all this precaution against being
seen, his silence, his covert, “ There, I put
something over on the .old guy"’ grin as
he adjusted new paper in his' typewriter?
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Then in a flash I recalled myself. For,
of course, while to me in my dream, or

madness, whatever it was, he floated so .
weirdly above his awkward feet on the

floor below; and the drawer at his side float-
ed conveniently open too, nevertheless, to
him things were as usual. To him that
drawer was underneath a layer of heavy
oak; to him the desk extended solid wood,
to the floor.

Then another very smple_thmg set me
suddenly . cold.

I reached down to tap the young fellow
on the shoulder. . To my surprise I could
not tap him—I could not feel the touch.

I looked for the cause, and shuddered.
My consternation quickly changed to actual
fear.

I distinctly had felt the nerve impulse
following the idea of touching the boy,
but that was all. I repeat, I did not feel
the touch. Nor did that youngster himself
make sound or motion to show that he had
felt it. '

For a moment, even though I dimly held
the hope that my whole situation was but
illusion, even though I still believed, or
tried to believe, that I was lying where I had
fallen in a huddied heap just outside my
classroom door, ridden by a weird and in-
comprehensible nightmare, I was carried
away with fright. For the first time my
thought really centered upon myself; upon
not what I saw of other things—but of my
own good body and the thing that was
really /.

Here 1 could see everything, with certain
uniform exceptions regarding each student,

to be sure; and. weird enough exceptions at -

that; and could see from every angle, and
with the most inexplicable surprises in ap-
pearance and condition. And yet, though
I could see and so had sensation still, when
I tried to move my arm, I found I could
not. And I could.not for the simple rea-
son that I %ad no arm.

In frightened experiment I tried to move
other parts only to find that of them also
had I none. I tried to glance down at
myself only to find that I had no self that
was seeable. I tried to move in my entirety,
and discovered with growing terror that
even though I was quite invisible I could
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not move—for my body, my self, whatever
I was now, was fixed, rigid, immovable.

I became all at once hysterical, and
laughed harshly—then, as it dawned upon
me that while I could hear what my stu-
dents were doing and saying, vet I could
not hear my own voice, I ended in a sob.

Yet even from this came a grain of com-
fort. Even though I had no sense of touch,
could not make my own voice sound, still
I could hear the clicking of the typewrit-
ers, the shuffling and occasional whispers of
the students, even as I had heard the rasp
of my young incorrigible’s machine as he
impatiently ripped the paper out. So I
could at least hear—I could hear all
sounds; could see, with exceptions men-
tioned, all things.

Then suddenly as I pondered, a certain
indefinable part of me, a part quite without
definite location, felt cold. A sudden odor
of the chemical laboratory below my room
followed this new sensation.

I did not have to turn now to see what
this meant. I was already getting accus-
tomed to my nightmarelike ¢ondition. The
other door, the one opposite to that near
which I felt my exhausted body lay, had
been opened. A moment more and the
department head stepped in, glanced ex-
pectantly about, t.hen spoke to the nearest
girl, :

‘“He is not here?”

The girl looked up.

“No, sir. He just left.”

-““Went out the other door, I suppose?”
said the man.

“ Yes, sir—just a few minutes ago.”

“ Thank you,” answered the head.

I expected then to see him go. But he
did not. He stood quite still-and looked
about the room with a queerly pleascd air
of mystification.

Then he picked his way among the desks

.and about the room a moment and watched

the students work. Then shrugred his
shoulders, turned as if to go; but at the
doorway hesitated. Then wheeled as if in
sudden decision.

‘ Attention, please!”

The clatter of machines ceased at once.
The students looked up in surprise, but
were quiet, orderly, attentive. A thrill of
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pride ran through me as I watched. Also
a queer bit of the humor of the situation
danced in again—what an opportunity this
was to have a little joke on the man. But
I desisted—for in my condmon what could
I do? :

“ All I want to do,” said the head, “ is to
compliment you on your industry. This is
indeed a practical, businesslike group. I
never have seen a class, with the teacher
out of the room, so well behaved, so atten-
tive to its business, so earnestly hard at
work, as this. ] shall inform Mr. (nam-
ing me) of it.
vacation it is wonderful: Keep it up!”"

He nodded, started to leave by the door
through which he had entered, then turned
as if in after thought, and stepped to the
door whence I.myself had gone..

My glow of pride, my appreciation of the
humor of the sfthation, beat a hasty re-
treat. A chill tremor of impending trouble
took their place.

Surely now, thought I, though then I did
not see the inconsistency of it, surely, de-
spite the excellence of my class, when the
head discovers me lying half dead just out-
side that door, things for me will be all
over. As one in a dream awaits-a threaten-
ing peril, so did I wait tensely for him to
lift my head and shake my senses back.

But he passed on; and in whatever con-
dition I was I stayed. The man had net
seen me. I wondered if he had been so
keen on following down the hall that he had
missed my sleep-drugged form- where I felt
it was huddled on the floor.

But wait! Another and horrifying
thought rushed upon me. In the hall out-
side was stationed a student patrol. If
the head had not seen me lying there, and if
that patrol himself had not seen, then—
then was I, after all, there?

And if I was not there, then again—
where was I?

My next thought came as a blow in the
dark. If my body, my good solid, substan-
tial, concrete, body was not .lying in the

hall, and yet I, my real thinking self, was -

here in my room somewhere—all over it,

perhaps, Heaven only knows—and yet.

could not reach forth to tap an erring stu-
dent on the shoulder because I had not the

For the first day after
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arm with which to do the act, then again
not only where was I, but what?

I repeat I could see,.with certain curious
omissions, all things. I could hear, again
with. very definite exceptions, all sounds. I
had . distinctly felt the coldness from be-
low when the department head opened the
other door. I definitely recoiled from the

.odors of the chemical ]aboratory that came

with it.

And yet with all these sensations my ac-
tual, concrete, physical body was not vis-
ibly, feelably, concretely, with me. -

I could not move. I could not feel the
touch of anything about. I felt not the
movements of the very students  whom
otherwise I so intimately sensed. I had not

“felt the physical touch of the draft that had

brought the coldness and the chemical odors
from below when the department head
passed through.

~As I wondered, and, I must say it
frankly, feared, another feature of my pre-
dicament presented itself.

'I was I—if the thing may be so stated—
and yet curiously at this point I began to
feel as though a certain part of me were
not altogether now a part of me. .

I could hardly understand this then—
I hope I can make it clear now. I do
not mean that this missing part was like an
amputated leg, or an extracted tooth.
Neither the leg nor the tooth can feel of it-
self that it is detached from the central
body Neither can possibly sense that it is
missing, because the brain centers are in the
skull and not in the arm or leg or tooth.

Yet this indefinable missing part of my
self knew of itself that it was not alto-
gether still a part of me and me only. Very,
very definitely I could now feel this, and
it was queer enough, I will say, and gave
such a feeling of uncertainty and awe.

I, as my whole self, began to understand
that I was divided up into numerous parts
—otherwise, how could I see all things at
once? I began to understand now that
these parts must be microscopically small—
for only thus could I remain in my room
and yet be unseen. I began to see also
that these parts of me must be infinite in.
number, to be so scattered about my room
and my machines and my students. I be-
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gan to understand that, though I yet could

sense certain things, and still could think,,

the body part of me was nothing more than
air.

And yet again, was I really nothing more
than "air> I wondered. Then I at last
comprehended that no part of me was actu-
ally missing, but the whole of me was dis-
seminated broadcast throughout the room.
It was as if I had literally been blown in
tiny fragments, and each fragment had
found a lg{dging-place in some part of the
room.

I saw, I felt, that an équal proportion
of these parts of me, of my body, and of
my personality, were alloted to each stu-
-dent. I began to differentiate certain curi-
ous sensations which told me that parts of
me were even in the very typewriters
themselves, in these machines of iron and
rubber and steel, even as the students

worked upon them. I felt that part of me.

was in those students; keeping them quiet,
working on their very minds, molding their
very thought.

It was then that I began to see clear
light.

These parts of me that were also pa.rt of
my machines and part of my students were

not upon the surface of the machines or of’

the girls and boys, but beneath it. These
numberless fragments of me working so to
make them learn, strove not from the out-
'side as a tead:er often does, but jrom the
inside.

These parts had now become, through
some awful and unbelievable- catastrophe,
part and parcel with their own bodies. As
salt goes into solution in a glass of warm
water, so had my, own body, my own spirit,
my own very self been dissolved into the
working material in my room and the bodies
of the students themselves and the air about
them.

But why? - How?

A little idea crept into my mind at these
last thoughts. With fright I tried to keep
it out. Then, as it grew, in terror I at-
‘tempted to smother it, to keep it down.
But it developed, insisted, pressed harder
and harder, matured and rushed upon me
in all its’ appalling awfulness.

And this is what it said:
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“Be calm and logical, my f{riend. Put
one and one together and examine then
the sum Think of all you now experi-
ence.’

The voice paused, and I did think. And
again shuddered, or felt the impulse to
shudder, though in reality I could not. It
was such a terrible sensation, such a ghostly
paradex, this being somethmg and yet,
though something, notking. The voice went
on.
 “You have the sensation at this moment
of being a part of your studeats, a part of
the machines they use, even a part of that
sign upon the board which says: ¢ Hoover-
ize on paper!’ You see the floor of this
room. You see the feet of the students.

“ You see their hands as thus they play
the typewriters’ keys. . You see all of their
bodies above the waist. But nothing more!
Think! Are not these®he only parts of
the students and of the room which you ob-
serve in correcting them while at work?

“You see a single drawer, too, floating
at the right of each. It is the second
drawer from the top, and thus lies open to
the view. Think—does not the second
drawer belong to this afternoon’s class now
seated at the desks, and to this class only?
Look again; do you see anything, or hear
anything, which does not pertain to this
one particular class and the particular work
it does? .

“ Now think ‘again, think/!

‘ When you teach your work, what points
do you particularly emphasize? Feet,
bodies, hands. The typewriters, the desk
tops, the special neatly kept drawers.

“Do you see any other drawers? Do
you see the limbs of the students? The

_chairs they sit upon?

“ My dear dull friend,” the voice went
on wearily, “ why do\you not¢ see these
things? Why? Think once more. ' Isn’t
it because these things are nzo¢ a part of
your work in teaching these students? And
the objects you do see, the sounds you do
hear, the sensations you do feel—these
things are part of your work. Am T not
right?

“ Think! You yourself, in all yaur worlk,
demand concentration on the task at hand.
And to get that concentration you dictate
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letters, words, phrases, even as you ‘were
doing at the moment when this dreadful
thing occurred. And to get results from all,

the school department of this city held a

great convention of its teaching force. And
of all the speakers whom you heard, the
last impressed ‘you most.

“ And what were the latter’s final words?
What was the message he gave to you?
What thought so affected you that for the
past three days it drove all others from
your mind? What was it you tried to do
in that last final effort at the door? Great
Heavens, man, can’t you, won’t you, un-

derstand what you have done? You have!

succeeded, as your friend Markle ironically
hinted, in putting yourself, body and soul,
at last into your work!”

The voice stopped. But it had left noth-
ing undone, it had completed its task.

I gasped as <the" truth struck home.
Then, as I realized the significance of the
thing; that in that last terrible effort of
concentration upon my work I had in the
actual literal sense of the word “ thrown
myself into my work,” a great panic seized
me.

How, scattered mﬁmtesnmally about my

room as I was, impregnating the very ma-

chines themselves, and every part of stu-

dents and desks and equipment which I
used in my work Wwith this particular class
as well, how was I to get back? How
was I to sweep together all these invisible
particles of my scattered body and mind,
and compound them into my good old body
again?

A great shiver went through me, a shiver
that was half.a sob. I felt as utterly lost as

must a lonely child cast into the blackness' .

of the night.

“ How, how?” my impulse was to cry -

the words aloud in the vain hope that I

might make myself heard, that some one "
“ How can

might be able to give me help.
I get back?”

Immediately following my outburst there
was-a concerted rustling among my stu-
dents, and I perceived them hunching their
shoulders uncomfortably and looking about
at each other almost in bewilderment. . I
saw at once how closely was my own self
united and interwoven with theirs—that

- they closely bunched.
_found myself facing the group of them, and
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my suddenly concentrated emotion should,

V‘to their wonder and surpnse stir them so.

Panic seized me again.

Suppose my parts ‘were so tlghtly knitted
in with the bodies and minds of these boys
and girls as to be forever inseparable from

. them. Suppose that before I completed my-

self, if I ever did, that some of the stu-
dents should leave the room. Could I ever
regain that part.of me which I had thrown
into them in my desperate desire to put my

"whole self into my work? Must I wander

on through life hereafter only as a miser-
able fraction of a man?

A warning bell sounded. I knew that
but a single minute remained before the

. whole class would be scattered in a dozen
different rooms of the school.

I saw there
was but one thing to do.

I had blown myself into these forty stu-
dents by a violent and intense effort of
mind. By the same method, therefore, must
I bring myself together. I started to work.
The strain was exhausting, for my mind
as well as my body was spread to every part
of the room, and fused in everythmg which
at this time.of day I used in-my work.

I concentrated harder and harder. My
students began to fidget about, nervously to
look toward the door whither a short half
hour before they had seen me go.

The second and final dismissing bell was
due. .

I worked with all my soul. My students
began to arise and pick up papers and
books ready for the signal. They seemed
preoccupied, nervous, too, which was un-
usual with. this class. )

Desperation seized me lest some leave be-
fore the time was due, and part of me be
perhaps forever lost. My situation was
horrible. I strained - every nerve—yet
achieved no result.

Then the clamor of the last bell shrieked
me final warning. The students rushed for
the exit door in a surging, unusually nervous
crowd, as though each one wou]d be’ first
out of the room.

I made one maddening effort while thus
Then suddenly’

nodding rather uncertainly in dismissal as
I stood again in my own good shape on the
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‘what the white sow chawed up looks to be
crippin’ again,” she commented in her
accustomed drawl.

Her lord and master took the pipe from
his mouth and thought the subject over.

- Crippin’ again?” he asked eventually.
“ Whereabouts?”

“ Looks to be lame in the hist.”

“ Lame in the hist, are she?” Mr. Snip-
kins relapsed into a judicial silence to thor-
oughly digest the matter. Though com-
posed and unruffled at the first reception of
the news, the longer he cogitated upon it
the warmer rose the bile in his liver, the
stiffer the configuration of his muscles in
the armless rocking-chair. He leaned to-
ward the unmortared sfone fireplace and
poked back the wandering ashes with a
resentful thrust of a bent wagon-rod, mut-
tering audibly:

“ Bewitched=—double witched—one time
too many—a silver bullet—by the great
horned devil, I'll do it!'—I made a threat-
enin, and YT’ll fersartin do it!—Shoot her
with a silver bullet!—Tan her black soul in
brimstone, anyway!”

“ Now, paw, what fer ye bemeanin’ that

pore sprigtailed cow, which all the same

has underwent a right smart of hard luck
and misfortune, too, by the way?”

“J ain’t bemeanin’ no sprigtailed cow.
T'm bemeanin’ that onery, Taw County,
haw-eatin’, valley-borned, squinch-eyed,
toad-tamin’ critter what plays fingers and
toes with the old devil hisself fer the object
of bewitchin’ pore, honest animals.”

“ Now, paw, ye ain’t got no fersartin
evidence about that. Moreover, she’s about
the bestmost neighbor that ever toted a
warm didy to a pore mite with the summer
complains.”

“ No fersartin evidence! Go hang yer-
self upside down on a blind bat’s limb,
ole woman, if ye’re that slow at seein’
things—which all the same I reckon ye
don’t recollect the Sunday mornin’ she was
over to our house, sittin’ right in this here
identical rockin’ chair, palaverii’ about the
pie supper, the one what never come to pass
on account of Dick Pogglefoot’s-baby, Sil-
via Angelica, a dyin’ with the infancy, and
that very same evenin’ the ole yaller leg-
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less was the bestmost egg-layer ever
scratched fire from gravel, jest .up and took
red-eye and limber neck and got so porely
and no earthly use, we all had to eat her
fer supper the follerin’ Tuesday to keep
her from downright pinin’ away and per-
ishin’ afore our face and eyes. Hey, there,
ye childern, quit that behavin’l Quit it, I
say, or Ill frale ye like the devil a beatin’
tan bark!”

“ Why you shoutin’ so, paw? Has the
childern got a good time treed and tearin’
the fur out?” Another voice introduced
itself.

“ What, Jack, ain’t home again, are ye?
Where mought been all this here afterncon?
Where mought ye been, I say?”

“ Waal, I mought of been to Europe, or
to Noo York, or to the moon, but insofur
as school is still holdin’ down the ridge—"

“ Skule, ye say! Since how long do they
be keepin’ night skule fer ambitious voung
men which lets their paw and-maw do all
the chores and everything about the place
whiles they goes sanchoin’ around with
witch women’s dorters with red hair from
‘Taw County? Ye been snoopin’ home with
Milly Dewberry, so ye been, or they ain't
no readin’ signs in the almanac or out, and
don’t ye dare deny it.”

“I reckon so; and her maw ain't no
witch woman, neither. My teacher has
learned me not to believe none in witches,
nor .ghosts, nor devils; which the same I
sure don’t »

Jack stiffened up as if to receive an on-
slaught. This was the first time he had
blown a big, clear note on the horn of
defiance, and he rather liked the bold ring
of it. Home politics must rush to a crisis
sooner or later, and Jack felt himself ready,
though not without that tremor of appre-
hension which tomentose youth always ex-
periences upon crossing foils with full-
bearded authority. Was it James Russell
Lowell or some greater poet who long ago
discovered that—

Once to every Ozark native
Comes the moment to decide
Whether he must lick his dad or
Lel the old man tan kis hide.

Generally, when the crisis comes to a head,

gern with the bald topknot, which none the( the old man manages to do most of the
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attention of the white-faced lady of mixed
Hereford ancestry who stood modestly at
the opposite end of the rotten rail enclosure
and sucked the last drop of tea out of a
frayed sassafras-stub, which seemed, like
the roots of anarchistic propaganda, to
thrive on extermihation.

Lady Sprigtail had never been acquainted
with “ feed ” in any material sense. She
knew the theory of it, because she had
once talked with two stray Guernseys from
up Springfield way who often alluded to

feed-as to the fond memory of a reality.

to which they were yearning to return.
But in practise the only kind of provender
upon ker plate, since the blessed days of
calfhood, was the kind that she herself had
gone marketmg for—in woods and pastures,
in sloughs and brambles, and in the shock-

fodder field whose fences, thanks to the

snouty persistence of the irresistible razor-

back, remained in a state of heavenly

dlsrepau'
Nevertheless, the fascmatmg yellow gleam
of the treasure pouring out from the dusty

caverns of the old gum boot deflected her:

interest from .the - sassafras sprout "and
pulled her across the two-acre lot as if by
an unseen halter. Faster and faster, in
spite of her game hind-leg, she tripped to
the enchanted feast.

Arriving at the yellow pile, some inner
counsel, some feminine instinct, told her
what to do to it; even though she had never
before beheld a popcorn nubbin in the

flesh, shuckles and defenseless in the naked
ear, and the yellow pile began to dwindle ‘

as if by magic.
Paw Snipkins has alwaysmainbained that

it really was by magic—no if about 1t——but

his son disputes that pomt

When the mulley sprigtail with the proud
white forehead and the cadavercus flank
had incorporated the last gullible kernel;
and had waddled to the trough below the
spring and thoroughly watered every share
of her new grain' stock, she appeared to be
a different creature. The proud, white face
was still there, to be sure—although a trifle
sadder, it seemed, as if from a premonition
of some great burden that would have to be
borme—the mulley head-piece and the bi-
partite tail were present and as distinctive
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as ever; but the cadaverous flank was no

_longer cadaverous; nay, the hyperbole of

the very opposite; and therein lay the
secret of the transfiguration, the inward and
the outward change.

She now resembled, as much as anything,
the calm bulbescence of a floating mine;
and even little Hezekiah, whose restive toes
had often prodded her in the protesting
paunch, this time refrained, in awe of a
vast explosion.

“ Now, paw,” the voice of Mrs. Snipkins
drawled intqQ the exultant consciousness of
the triumphant scientist as he surveyed the
site where the hoodooed corn had been
piled, “ I jest been thinkin’ something.”.

. “ Thinkin’? How so?”

“1T reckon that there holler cow would
of et most ary kind of cawn, if somebody
had of asked her right politely, or ntaybe
of done the same without askin’.”

“ There ye be! There ye-be! Jest like
yer unreasonable, two-legged son—always

‘if and mought and maybe with ye both, and

all the time, in spite of the facts bein’ as
plain as the egg on yer apern. Hey, Hezzy,
fetch me some of that new cawn outen the
terbaccy-shed, which same we been feedin’
to the ole fatten’ hog- 11l jest naturally git
this idee under yore scalp, ole woman, if
ye ain’t even got room fer a headache.”

“ Ye're a powerful smart man to of asked

sich a ignorant woman to of been yer wife.”
Paw wasn’t the only sarcastic person.
" “T sure do be. Now, Hezzy, drap that
cawn about as fur as ye mought heave a
stick o’ stove-wood, and see if the ole sprig-
tail will come prancin’ up jest the same as
heretofore. Haw! Haw! nothin’ stirrin’.
Tote it a little closter, Hezzy; still closter;
right under ber nose. There ye be, ole
woman, there ye be. Haw! Haw! turnin’
away from it. Now wouldn’t that jar a
frozen boot offen a drowned nigger.” Lor-
dine, jest lope to the house, on a nail in the
bedroom fetch me my corduroy pants.”

As Lordine came sailing back, flaunting
the helpless garment in her clutch, for all
the world like a young hawk with a garter-
snake, Mrs. Snipkins asked:

“ What ye aimin’ now?”

“ I’'m aimin’— Handle ’em here, Lordine.
Don’t feel like I got ary quawter. Here’s a
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nickel, and a penny. Aimin’ to rid that
pore female cow of the witch-leg, that’s
what—and a dime, and a horseshoe nail.
Hezzy, skedaddle across Skunk Holler and

ask Perrimore Pogglefoot if he’s got a -

quawter, and give him this here nickel and
dime, and tell him I’ll fetch him two more
nickels, or maybe a dime, next week or so;
git a go on ye; punch right along and back
over again afore it’s too teetotally dark to
shoot the witch out of ole Sprigtail—”

“ Hello, Jawn Snipkins!”

“ Why, hello yer own onery self! If
it ain’t Tawm Senessy from down by Angel-
wing Gap! Jest light down,” Tawm, and
stop off by.” )

“ Naw, I cain’t, Jawn; I’'m goin’ to the
hoedown at Calico P’int. You-all aimin’
to go?”

“Nary one but Jack, and he’s done
went.”

“ Yep; flicked him outen the tail of my
eye turnin’ up to Dewberry’s jest as I cir-
culated the hogback.”

A“Turnin’ up to Dewberry’s?”

“ Sure;
him; straddle the strawberry roan.”

“Yep, that was Jack. Think on’t, ole
woman—Dewberry’s! Takin’ that tomater-
top from Taw County. Hey, Tawm!”

[ Yep?”

“ Didn’t aim to detain ye, but if ye sets
eyes on that."two-legged son of mine at
Calico P’int, be so congenial as to tell him
I'm a comin’ to that dance my own self,
jest as soon as I can scttle a little affair
atween me and old Sprigtail; and when I
git there I figger on raisin’ some first-class
‘hell.”

‘“ All right, Jawn, I'll sure tell him. And
atween me and you, Jawn, I don’t mind
admittin’ that nothin’ on this sad earth

can afford me more undiluted pleasure than .

bein’ witness to a little hell in the raisin’.”

CHAPTER III.
THE POT AND THE KETTLE.

LL hill histories tell us that when Jack
A “lit down ” at the Dewberry castle
the bearded knight—to wit: Milly’s
father—was not anywhere on guard. He
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had gone to town. He has always con-
tended, when probed on the subject, that
he had been forced to go to town by the
direst necessity, being stark out of tobacco
—and Lord knows that such a particular
man as ke would rather go to town a dozen
times over, even if it were farther than
Nellie missed the answer, than to buy or
borrow any of that foul, half-cured, stemmy
stuff which that old rascally Snipkins grew
last season on a patch of impoverished soil.

Others, including Milly, audaciously as-
sert that Paw Dewberry had at least two
plugs of chewin’ and three hands of smokin’
lying on top of the kitchen cupboard the
very evening that he rode off to the store.
Mrs. Dewberry, when cried at for a verdict,
declines to incriminate- herself or any one
else; merely smiles a wide and appreciative
smile and shakes her gray hairs lightly.
Smiles, indeed, were her special, and it was
one of them, a fine, flashing, welcoming
one that made Jack Snipkins vow inwardly
that evening, as he smiled back and said,

" “howdy,” that if his old man should ever
leastwise I took .it to of been -

again scandalize her as a witch-woman, he,

“Jack, would proceed to mop up the kitchen

and porch and a large portion of the out-of-
doors with his venerable father’s anatomy.

Whatever vengeance was coagulating in
his brain, however, “was instantancously
dissipated into the thinnest fantoms of dead
memory when he and Milly fared near
enough to the clapboard schoolhouse at

- Calica Point to hear the magical clumpety-

clump of the roaring hoedown—a sound
that never has, and never will be, dupli-
cated on this side of phndemonium’s walls.

Caught by the dissonant spell, Milly dug
an agitated heel into the moist nap that
lined the trim abdomen of her spirited bay,
and clicked him into a faster fox-trot with
her tongue. °

‘ Best preserve all yer energetics fer
dancin’,” warned her perspiring companion.
“ Goin’ to be hotter 'n a monkey-stove on
Monday!”

But the threat of heat did not daunt
Milly; not a little bit; it bemg a fact of
some prominence that a mountain girl can
dance from sundown to sunrise, kill every
man on the floor, and feel as gav as a
cuckoo-clock all the next day. The men
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makesuchhardworkoflt out so
cnpntﬂes, do so much high kicking and
low clogging, that even the springiest . of
them begin to wilt and feel tuckered about
two or three hours before dawn.

“ Peter Burr — Doggett Brownley —
Grumpy Everby — Jack Snipkins!” sang
out the stentorian bookkeeper. Nice little
thrills of anticipation rippled along Milly’s
splnal-cord Her Jack had lest no time
in buying his number.

“All ;me hands and circulate all;
Break in the middle and yer back to the wnll—"

chantad Croaky Callison, the best caller in
three oounties. Milly's delight doubled;
they were going td* dance Nancy—up(and-
down, her favorite. . -
Sashay up and hanor Johnay,
Seshay back and put on style,

if yer legs git feelin’ funny,
Keep 'em prancin’ all the whilel

Croaky Callison infosed his rhythmic en-

thusiasm into every heel and toe;, the

fiddlers sawed wilder and wilder; thé
dancers clumpety-clumped faster and faster,
in spite of the enervating heat. Then a
stately promenade: eyes up, heads thrown
back, noses at the north star; and none g0
proud as Jack and Milly.

Yer right {oot up and yer left foot down,

Like a redbird walkin’ on the frozen groun’!

Then a transition ode, 2 lively interlyric,
prophesying a still more violent measure:

Chicken on the deor trey, peck, peck, pack,

Door tray fell and broke 8 chicken’s neck;

But the other little chickens hadn't orter of cried,
’Cause he got a good dinner jest afore he died!

“ Which all the same ’minds me ”"—Jack
began to chuckle—* ‘minds me of Ole
Yaller with the bald topknot and the cata-
wumpus neck which made her laok south
when she was thinkin' north, and retreat
when she figgered she was advancin’.”

“ And I reckon yore paw laid tkat on my
.maw, like everything else.” Milly bit at
her tongue sharply, but the agile words had
slipped through.

“ And 1 reckon yore paw laid my paw on
me, jest like everything else.” Jack, too,
was hot and easily irvitated. -
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That was his whole offense, nothing
worse. But sometimes one mistake is a
blunder.. A cool word in a warm situstion
is like a copperbeads egg, frsught -with
potential hawec.

Miily was mad at herself for tipping over
the wagon in the first place, but deubly

" incensed at Jack for not straightening it up
-like a gallant diplomat, for not giving her a

chancetogetonﬁrm ground again. She
floundered, and went in deeper.

“ Waal, I'll bave you know my paw is
growin’ all-fired impatient at yore paw’s

- bemeanin’ of my maw, and he "lowed to go

over around up by there this very evenin’
and leave him a piece of his mind.”

‘ Waal,. I kindly callate”his mind will
be mostly in pisces when my paw gits done
with it.” 4

Up leaped Milly’s nose with a quick and
angry gesture, as if it were striving to keep
abreast of the rising tide in her ‘cheek.
“ Gawd!” she muttersd passionately, I
wisht this dance was ended!”’

“ Can be ended whenever you git good
and ready,” he grimly assured ber.

“ Then it’s ended right now—this and
the next and the next and all the rest which
you was £0 sweet to ask me fer!” She
jerked her waist free from his awkward
clasp and flared out through the open door.

The caller paused; then the fiddlers;
every one stared inquiringly at Jack for an
interpxetation of this strange event.

“ Milly lowed it were right smart warm
fer dancin’,” he drawled his apology
steadily, in spite of the mounting color of
embarrassment, and escaped into the twi-
light of the yard.

"The bookkeeper rounded up another
couple, and Nancy-up-and-down continued
merrily to the end. Not a mouth quirked,
not an eye in the entire assembly flickered
with a meaningful gesture. The mountain
code demands a supreme indifference to
every one else’s tender spot so long as the
owner of the spot is present, or his friends
or relatives; but Jack knew that every
shack from “hell to Haw River” would
clack and buzz next day with the news of
this social rupture. His hands worked open
and shut, nervously, angrily; he felt as
he would like to take the whple world by
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the nape of the neck and kick it into
eternity.

He would doubtless have drawn even his
dad’s sympathy, if that worthy could have
telepathed the actual situation. But Paw
Snipkins- was too busy dancing on his own
coals right now to lend much concern to
the burns on other people’s feet. He might,

indeed, be said to be not only peeved, but’

furious. For had not that bantam-legged
husband of the witch-woman from Taw
County ventured to call him a bulldozin’

muddauber, a doodle-bug, and a liar right

before his old woman and kids.

The first and last insults he could possi-

bly have washed out by an acid retort in
kind; but doodle-bug—by the eternal dog-
fish, doodle-bug!—and that is how the fight
was started. ’

He realized that old Dewberry had ar-
rived on a matter of business the moment
he hove the woodline. Business crackled
from his stiff posture in the saddle; business
in the taut and jerking bridle-reins; busi-
ness in his inflexible eye. "Snipkins decided
to be as diplomatic as honor would allow.

‘“ A feller can afford to be-a little extra
broad-minded with a long-standin’ neigh-
bor,” he confided magnhanimously to his
wife. “I could give him doo warnin’,
howsomever, that my corns is packed plumb
full of dynamite, and he better not try to
tromp ’em—evenin’, Berry._”

“ Good evenin’, sir.”” There was business
in that good evenmg, its tone was so non-
committal.

‘“ Been to town and back home already,
I guess?”

“I reckon.”

“ Hearn anything?”’

« Nope ”»

“ Things kindly so-so around your dig-
gin’s this season?”

“ Kindly.”

“ How’s yer ole woman?”

“ How’s my ole-woman! A fine speci-
men ye be, to be preposin’ that question,
after spendin’ all yer days and half yer
nights fer twenty-odd year’ a blasphemin’
the name and reputation of that good wo-

man with all the sneakin’, snivelin’, skunky, -

fishy, lousy consinuations yer feeble brain
could deevise; howsomever, my ole woman

_about it Christine?

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

is not so perky, since ye scem so interested,
Mr. Snipkins. Fell off the step and bunged
her right leg on a stun, jest afore 1 fetched
up home from town, and I'm goin’ over to
Pete Burt’s this identical minute to borry
a bottle of polecat liniment, my bottle bein’
stark empty. Since ye kindly want to
know, Mr. Snipkins.”

“ Bunged her right leg on a stun?” fal-
tered Mr. Snipkins. ‘ Whereabouts?”

‘“ Right clost above the knee-j’int. 'Tain’t
no whoppin big gouge, but makes her limp
worse 'n a bootlegger.”

Mrs. Snipkins gasped, and shot her hand
to her mouth in amazement. MTr. Snipkins,
too, secemed violently affected. Lordine,
next day; told Jack that her paw’s hair
‘“stood out straighter 'n wagon-spokes,”
but Mr. Snipkins invited the child to the
smoke-shed to verify her remark, and
inasmuch as Lordine never again mentioned
the phenomenon, we have to, assume that
she was mistaken.

Whatever the quality of Mr -Snipkins’s
inward disturbance, it soon found outward
expression. He yelled nay, fairly shrieked
at Mr. Dewberry in excitement and exul-
tation:

‘“Fell down steps! Fell down a pig’s
hind leg! Tell that to yer grandmother's
ole deef mare! Maybe she won’t laugh
if she don’t hear ye. A most reemarkable
accident! A right fearful and .wonderful
tale! I’ll cite ye what’s the trouble of ver
ole Taw County witch. How about it, ole
woman, didn’t I shoot, the witch outen ole
Sprigtail with a silver bullet? Didn’t 1
chuse her jest above the knee-j’int? And
ain’t she standin’ out there in the moon-
shine jest as calm and peaceable as a still-
borned babe? And ain’t the ole witch
crippin’ around with a hurt place jest above

‘the knee-j’int, pertendin’ to of fell on a

stun? How about it, ole woman? How
Thcre ye be, Hank
Dewberry That’s what yer Taw Coum\
queen is limpin’ about. And when ye 2o
home again, if ye ever do, jest inform yer
ole woman what’s really the matter of her.”

Poor Dewberry looked as if his contro-
versial suspenders had burst. This unex-
pected avalanche 'of evidence had knocked
the rigidity out of his posture, and the
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determination out of his eye. Indignation
at length rallied his tongue, however, and
guided it back to speech.

“ Silver bullet Silver fiddlesticks! Jest
as if that had aaything to do with it!
Ye're the most bodacious liar atween here
and sunup, anyway, Jawn Snipkins, and

I fer one don’t pay no notice to nothin’ _

ye try to say. Moreon, ye never yet
had enough-silver in yer jeans to plug
the -ear of a half-growed muskeeter. Be-
sides, I reckon I ort to know if my good
woman is a witch or not, bein’ as I’ve been
the mate of her bosom fer nigh on—"

“ Ye don’t know nothin’ about that wo-
mzmz Hank -Dewberry, bein’ only her
second husband. Why, 1 knowed that same

individual when she was hitched up to Bush
Tomley — twenty-two year’ agone next

berry-pickin’—and her and him taken up
housekeepin’ in the ole Tomley cabin, and
it wasn’t six months afore she’s bewitched-
pore Tomley and he died of it taken the
infermal revulsions, Doc Somers said, and
his heart and liver and stummick ‘peared
to git all tangled up, and he flopped around
in bed like a chicken with its head off and
his eyes popped out like that green frog
‘which the childern tied a rubber - elastic
around its belly, and the pore feller couldn’t

no mor?® help jerkin’ inside than little Chris- .

tine there can at night help—”

“ Jawn!™ Mrs. Snipkins cut in sharply,

“T've told ye afore I won’t have no disre-
spectable language used in the sight of
these childern. I'm makin’ a effort to jerk
em up a little deccnter as both you and
me.’

Dewberry saw his chance and made haste .

to-take advantage. !

“There’s a specimen, Jawn Snipkins;
even the wife of yer bosom cain’t abide yer
disrespectable language; and as fer scandal
and gossip, ye never found a pot 0’ scum
in all yet fife which ye didn't dip yer
whiskers in and go drippin’ all over the

country. Ye're a bullyraggin’, buildozin™

muddauber, that’s what ye be, and -a liar
to boot! Ye're a snoopin’, snivelin’ doodle-
bug, always a hidin’ in a pile of dirt, waitin’
to devour some nasty morsel—”

-“Look out, Hank Dewberry, don’t you
dare call me no doodle-bug!”
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“T reckon ye're done called, Jawn Snip-
kins!”

- CHAPTER 1V.
‘ ALL TO THE HICKQRY.”

ND that is how the fight began.

“ Began ” is the proper and only

word to use under the circumstances

of this particular fight; for it.certainly had
no middle and no finish. Mrs. Snipkins
strode arbitrarily to the adjacent fence and
weenched loose a formidable rail. This
mediator she thrust between her husband
and the other contending party, swinging

. it back and forth with such a determimed

motion that both Hector and Ajax found it
expedient to retreat hastily in opposxte
directions.

She explained this arbxtmment of the
rail by declaring that no rough staff was
going to be pulled off in the presence of
Lordine, and Christine, and Hezekiah, and
Baby Eglatine; moreover, if the contending
parties attempted to resume hostilities, she
would lay her pogamoggan across their
brain-pans and stretch them side by side in
the quiet moonlight to recover their spirits
as best they might.

This act of intervention gave Dewberry
an opportunity to “ retreat with honor.”
He straddled the back of his languid mount
and stippled her ribs with an angry rowel.

“I1 git ye alone some time,” he vibrated,
a Parthian fist at his wife’s defamer, * when
yer ole woman ain’t there to pertect ye.”

Snipkins denied the allegation and defied
the allegator, shouting Jeremiads tifl his

. enemy was well out of range.

Forgetting all about the bottle of polecat
liniment, Milly’s father reined into the first
bridle-path leading in the direction of
Calico Point, vowing a fearful vow. He'd
teach his alecky daughter to associate over
the country with the offspring of that
scandal-snouted old doodle-bug!

And Mr. Snipkins, not dreaming even

: famtly that his bosom enemy had veered

in the direction of the hoedown, despatched
litle Hezekiah into the woods pasture to
drive up the blazed-faced filty.

“1M learn that alecky son of yourn to go
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of it was that somebody was Milly Dew-
berry. She noticed Jack’s abstract indif-
ference to Derricia’s bow, and detected the
engouled lump in Demcras throat. If
Jack had seized this radiant instant to ap-
ply for a reconciliation, he might have
achieved it.
gloating; she could have hugged a post.

Jack, a democratic soul, had not offered
the elocutionist an intentional snub. If
not thinking of her, he was at least think-
ing of the hero of her recital, Old Hiram’s
goat; thinking deep and seriously. Jack’s
head, as already recorded, bore a certain
defmnite resemblance to his native hills:
slow to receive an impression; but once re-
ceived neither storm nor sunshine could ef-
face the effects of it, nor even t.be dim
lapse of years.

“1 sure cal’lated- that goat was 4 goner,”
he murmured, “ and him in a dum sight
worse fix than me right now, though *tain’t
sayin’ T ain’t experiencin’ them same hu-

morous- senshtions which a gent receives

when he sets down on a flat-eared cactus.
Where they’s a will they’s a way, I do de-
claré, More ways of ketchin’ meat fer
dinner than jest lassoin’ a frog with a shoe-
string. 1 kindly anticipated to give paw a
first-class, genuine, ole-fashioned wallopin’,
but—” HMe betook himself and the re-

mainder of his thoughts to the big elm- -

tree that overshadowed the woodpile.

Milly, animated, perhaps, by similar
broodings, wandered hither and yon abous
the ' schoolground, pausing eventually be-
neath the protective umbration of the very
same elm that Jack had fled to, but on the
other side of the double row of cordwood.

She heard a galloping horse jerked to a
stop at one of the huge green posts that
supported the front line fence, and a mo-
ment later the voice of her father, insistent,
impassioned, demanding: -

“ Where’s Milly?”

Her dander rose like a startled grizzly at
the advent of this new mortification.
Wasn’t it bad enough to have a row with
her steady, right on the floor of the hoe-
down, and everybody suspecting |t——wasn’t
it bad enough to have civil war in the
bosom of the family over her love affairs,
and the war public property, without hav-
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mg the old man stalk into 2 community
festival like an enraged steer, bellowmg
out, “ Where’s Milly?” :

Some ill-wisher, Derricia Ladleby, may-
be, indicated the general direction in which
M:lly had been seen to stroll. Descrying
her father as he emerged from the school-
house door into the moonlight, Milly soug-
gled close to the rows of cordwood and
tried to look as much like the shadow of an
elm-twig'as possible.

- ‘A venturesome moonbeam ' tumbied

through the treacherous roof of brown elm-
leaves and lit in a broken heap on her ex-
pansive white muslin oollar, outlined
against the invisible background of her
biue cambric dress. The roving patriarch
caught the betraying gleam. He ambled
unevenly across the rocky terrain and
clutched her by the nearest wrist. “ Trot
right along with me, young lady!” he or-
‘ dered fiercely. “ 11 learn ye to direspect
yer legal paw and go sanchoin’ around the
timber with the first-borned insect of that
gossip-eatin’ ole doodle-bug!”

Quicker than any wildcat Miily extend-
;d her” free hand and plucked a stick of
stovewood from the cord.

“let go my wrist!” she exclaimed

threateningly. :

He let go. : o :

“That’s it! That'’s it! Tryin’ to kill
yer own flesh and blood fer the sake of a
insect! That’s gratitude! That’s what I
git fer lettin’ children go ¢hummin’ around
with any kind of trash!” -

. “He ain’t trash—and I ain’t chummin’
with him.”

“ Ain't chummin’! Don’t ye lie to yer
paw, Milly Dewberry!. Don’t ye try to
throw me off the scent by pertendin’ ye
ain't thicker’n bread and butter!”

“1 ain’t no such of a thing!”

& There ye go again! Never seed sich a.
hypocrite since the devil wore specs! Jest
as if ye didn’t come with him—ain’t been
dancin’ with him—ain’t' aimin’ to go home
with him!”

“ Ain’t dancin’ with him. Ain’t aimin
to go home with him.”

¢ Quit yer lyin’, Milly Dewberry'" The
indignant father shook his fist excitedly,
and might have laid- authoritative hands

’
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square of floor in which a double set, eight
girls and eight boys, danced and perspired

and gulped for oxygen, she heard Dad -

Snipkins, as he-wormed his way vigorously
among the throng, inquiring the where-
abouts of his son.

He spotted Milly, and blustered up to
confront her. She took about ten degrees
of the bluster out of his system with one of
her mother’s dissolving smiles. ¢

“ Where’s Jack?” he demanded, much’
more moderately than he had intended.-

Milly replied in a voice as sweet as chlorine,
and as deadly: ,
“1 think youll find Jack in—” - She
hesitated and began to watch the dancers
absently. He recalled her with a nudge.
“Yes,” he prompted her eagerly, * as
ye was sayin’, T would find Jack in?”

“In goodhealth, Mr. Snipkins.” And
she resumed, more intently, her contempla-
tion of the dance.

A suppressed grin communicated along
the tier of stolid faces on that side of the
room; and Mr. Snipkins, in spite of his
aggravated wrath, perceived that he was
totelly done for. Any further performance
on his part that evening, even the sacred
business of disciplining his own son, would
only serve to make him ridiculous. And if
Jack should turn up, and should refuse to
be disciplined, and hold his own—which
was,not even to be dreamed of—the on-
lookers would rib one another with their

elbows, shift their quids, and remark very .
“ Jack ’pears to be in unusual

solemnly:
good health this evenin’.”

Paw Snipkins could not endure this
vision. Squeezing his way surreptitiously to
the door, he dared the downpour, unhitched
his filly and skedaddled home through the
dark—which may Have been exactly what
Milly intended.

The negrescent clouds; like dusky serv-
ants, labored. for an hour or more, washing
the dusty sconces of the hills; 'then retired
as quietly as they had arrived, while--the
matronly moon came out and smiled her
approval. Full another hour, and  Jack,
emerging from his ‘intellectual incubation,
slyly reconnoitered. _

“ No more filly,” he vrmned examin-
ing the tracks where hlS .pursuer had
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mounted. “I ’lowed paw would begin to
feel kinder foolish huntin’ fer a’ feller he
couldn’t no more locate than a pain in a
infant.” With manlike presumption he
credited his father’s discomfiture solely to
his own cleverness, never imagining that a
lady had salted the brew in his absence.
For purposes that he did not divulge, or
even hint at, Jack begged Milly to quit the

" dance early—about two o'clock in the

morning. With an air of great indifference
—too great, possibly—Milly assented. She
did not say that she wanted to show certain
smart” Alecks, who had been licking their
chops in the surmise that she and Jack had
been mixing things up,that they didn’t know
beans from potatoes. She didn’t say so; but
it is not beyond reason to comjecture that
she had a motive of some sort. Motives
were to Mitly what futurism is to art—
none but'the originator can fathom it.

Mountain youths are seldom logquacious;
but even that fact can hardly cover the
causes of the blank and wordless interval,
the conversational doldrum, that stretched
all the way from tée purlieus of Calic
Point to the ra.mparts of the De\\berry
castle. .

As his lady ahghted Jack swallowed the
accumulated lump of huskiness in his throat
and said, very earnestly: .

“You won't disremember yer prormise,
Milly?”

“T ain’t give no promise.”

“ Waal, you know what I mean; I mean
yer if.”

“ Oh, that? - Waal, yes,. of course Il
stick by that <f.” 'Then a light laugh.
“ But I reckon it won’t ever worry me
none.” She dumped the saddle and bridle

“on the floor of the lean-to, and pulled the
- latchstring on the door of the cabin.

The door was not locked. .

Milly’s action left her escort foot-Joose
and fancy free. There were no sub rose
delays in the sweet name of dalliance, no
elastic good-bys. When Jack wheeled his
horse, the hour was just three o’clock in
the morning. The Strawberry was a good
traveler with a long and easy stride, and
should have breasted the bars of the Snip-
kins gate by five o’clock, or before. All
reports agree, however, that Jack did not
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of pants-coupling invented in the days when
men had to hitch their horses to their
suspenders to keep them from bolting into
the great, forever at the whiff of a bear or a
panther.

Hearing, or rather feeling, a cnnklmg
motion under his fingers, he shoved his hand
inquisitively into one of the pockets and
exhumed a soiled but rather new and
modern, piece of grayish brown paper, re-

sembling in thickness and texture the paper

sometimes used as a lining for tobacco cans.
His interest intensified as he discovered one

side of the paper covered with a ruby scroll, -

a'deep red ink, about the-color and trans-
parency of pokeberry juice.

Snipkins blinked at the peculiar
manuscrip_t with puzzled eyes; then. called
his wife to help him figure it out. ‘They
went over it toget.her, like a pair of first-
reader children, using their index fingers as
a finder while they labonously spelled out
the words.

“ Friday—April 13
“To all the witches and wiz—wiz—"

“ What'’s that word, maw?”

“Don’t reckon I ever seed it afore—
w-i-z, wiz, e-r-d, erd, oh, sure—wizerd! Ve
know what that be, paw—a he-witch.”

“Why, sure, I knowed that; only I
didn’t have no specs and it’s a llttle dim
withouten—now let’s see:

“To all the witches and wizerds of my re—

9

re—re—

- 1 wisht my specs wasn'’t busted by the

calf stompin’ on 'em—what do ye cal’late

that one means?” .

“ Got me up a tree, paw—handle it to
Jack; he’s eddicated.” '

Jack accepted the responsibility and
strove manfully to interpret the script. He
did interpret it, eventually, very complete-
ly—marvelously completely, considering the
number of times he stopped and skidded,
reversed and backfired, explained and
spelled and syllabled. Nevertheless, when
he did finally construe it, after a great out-
lay of time and effort, not a single word
remained unpronounced or undefined, and
the entire contents of the document were
crystal clear, even to Christine and Heze-
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kiah. A magnificent illustration, to the chil-
dren and mother, of Jack’s superior intellec-
tual powers.

A silence, deep, intense, overpowermg—a
silence such as will surely ‘brood above the
multitude about the throne of judgment
when the eternal doom is read—drowned

“even the heart-beats and the suspended

gasps of the creepy beings who stood with
lips apart, eyes lit and ears agog, and lis-
tened to the -revelations of the blood-red
s_cript: -

“ Friday—April 13
% To all the witches and wizerds of my retinew

- in Taw  county and Crow county and Brush

county as well as Nootling county in Arkansaw

I hereby command you to make all the trubble

you know how in yore respectful counties from
now on to the last of this year. One good way
to make this trubble is to bewitch unsuspect-
ing animals and fool the inhabitence by laying

it on themselves and maybe cause much profain

languidge back and to, or even better a fight
or a murder. In Crow county you can lay it on
old lady Dewberry by reason of some persons

‘already thinking she is a witch which same she

is not and never will be and especially mr. Snip-
kins thinks so. He is a extry broadminded man

-and if ever he learned that you had fooled him

he would invite the Dewberrys to dinner and
forget-all the trubble you made and spoil all my
plans which same I command you to prevent
every way in yore power or otherwise. I am
sending this command to be read out loud by a
special messenger at thc next meeting at the old
Tomly cabin. It is wrote in the blood of a sin-
ner which murdered his wife and was linched by
the mob so dont none of you dare overlook what
I ‘am. telling you.
- “Yore lord and master,
“Satan D. Beelzebub.”

When the hypnotic tension had relaxed
a little, and nature had reasserted her vi-
tality among Mrs. Snipkins’s vocal cords,
she cried out imperatively:

“ Jack! Drap that thing this minute!”

* Jack suddenly awoke to the horror of
holding between his fingers the blood of a
murderer, and dropped it instantly. Paw
Snipkins cautiously picked it up by one
corner. He scrutinized it importantly.

“ Sure is blood,” he agreed with the air
of a man confirming a piece of tremendous
information. “ Observe how dark it shows
up. Sinner’s blood is always blacker 'n
other folks’, H-m-m-m—Satan D. Beelze-
bub—D stands fer. Devil, I reckon.. - Fig-
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gered he gould fool me, did be?. Always’

did have my doubts about her bein’ a witch,
spite of everybody sayin’ so. I’ll cite him!
T’ll {earn him he cain’t keep a broad-minded
feller fram bein’ on terms with his neigh-
bors! H-m-m-m, next time be informs a
imp to read his sinful dokkiments at the
ole witches cabin he hest pick one smart
enough not to tuck his bleody papers away
in a ole pair of fascinated britches which
the same any bedeviled cow mought run off
with.” Here Paw Snipkins began to
chuckle, as if at his cow’s cleverness in out-
witting the master criminal. The humor of
the situation appealed likewise to the others,
and a general illumination of the nature
of a slowly lengthening grin lit up the en-
tire family.
Jack pulled a match from his pocket.

“J low we best burn that bloody thing,”
be proposed in a matter-of- faot tone. “ It.

mought have an evil jnfluence.”

CHAPTER VI. _
AN ATTACK OF PSYCHOLOGY. |

THOUSAND times in after days
Jack’s father cursed his hindsight
and stupidity in accepting this plaus-

ible suggestion. Some of the neighbors,
especially Perrimore Pogglefoot, always
looked as if they doubted parts of the story,
lifting their eyebrows particularly at the
genuineness of the signature. And to think
that the red and irrefutable proof of this
exalting experience had been burned to a
wafer and blown to the seven corners of
powhere!

There was something of a stir in the
Dewberry household Saturday afternoon,
when 3 letter came to announce the double
fact that a captive possum would be butch-
ered at the Snipkins’s cuisine next Sunday,
and that the family thought maybe jf the
Dewberrys didn’t have anything else to do,
they might Jike to drive over around up by
there and take pot luck with them and the
school-teacher—she bein’ so fond of Milly.
- ‘“The downright nerve and gall on ’t!”
Paw Dewberry exploded wrathfully, as

soon as he had partially recovered. “ Dnes .

that consinuatin’ ole doodle-bug imagine

"and his kaife in my mouth?
" cayote'd pisen me deader 'n a door nail.”
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fer 2 minute as how I'm f{ull encugh o’
wet clover 1o poke my feet under his table
Why, the ole

‘“ That’s the hickory, paw—1I krfowed you
wouldn’t!” Milly endoersed him heartily.

“¥Ye knowed it? How so?” The voice
of suspicion rearing its head.

“ T knowed it because Jack Snipkins says
to me as how you was a broadminded fel-
ler, and he ’lowed if bis paw ever afforded
to be friendly you would meet him half-
way-—andJ says I knowed you wouldn't by
reason of yer havin’ a change of words with
him. the other evenin’, and Dbesides I
wouldn’t stand fer it myself,”

“Ye wouldn't? Since when has Milly
Dewberry growed to he cock of the walk
on these here premises?”

“ Waal, you can rant and rave all you
want, but I ain’t gein’ to stand fer the
Dewberrys traipsin’ over to the Snipkins
jest to testify they ain’t got nothin’ over
us in bein’ broadminded. I'm mad at Jack
Snipkins now, good and plenty, and I don't
propose to take any more eggs to his
market—so there you be!”

‘“Listen at ber rant! Waal, I can tell
ye there Il be a passel of other girls waitin’
prompt to take him offen yer hands, and
no questions asked; and fer my side I cain't
decipher what fer Jack would want with a
person like yerself, anyway—seein’ ye got
a temper which every six months swells
up and puffs over like a dumplin’ in a
kivvered kittle.” .

“ Waal, I insists on we stay at home.”

‘“ And I insists on we don’t stay at home.
If ye’re personally honin’ to set here all by
yer lonesome and nuss yer spite, it’s all
right with me and yer maw; but the heft of
the family is aimin’ to pile out tomorry
with our teeth all filed keen fer possum.”

Milly ordered her pretty mouth into a
sulky pout. She seemed strangely afraid
of being left alone at the cabin.

“Of course,” she admitted grudgingly,
“I don’t hanker after-the idee of stayin’
by myself all Sunday long, with two or
three mad steers runnin’ loose on Flat
Creek, not more 'n seven miles away.”

“ Waal, then, give up yer bellyachin’ an’
expect to take yer place in the wagon to=
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din, as he powerlessly awaited the ignition

phrase that would set the fur and feathers

flying thick enough, as Mily had praphe

sied, to cbliterate the stm—
© «_and moulden a bullet and shot—"-
“ Hello, Jawn Snipkins!”’ the hearty bass
woice of Perrimore Pogglefoot heomed in
the doorway like the guns of a relief bat-
talion, and so effectually interrupted the
declamation that the bullet- which Snipkins
had just verba.’lly fired never reached the
cow, but remain suspended n mid-air some-
‘where between the gun and the target, ike
a bullet in a2 movie studio.
“ Helo, yerself, Poggy!

Come right in
and poke yer feet under!” -

“ No, thankee; T done et extenswely en.

rabbit and dumplin’. [ jest drapped in to
ask ye a little favor, if it's all the same.
Do ye happen to have that quawter, Jawn,
1 sent over fairly recent by little “Hezzy?”

John Smpl\ms glowered. This was no
fitting occasion to be making or receiving
duns.

“No,” he retorted haughtily, “1 ain’t
got that quawter; but Il give ye yer dime
to-morry, if ye're so all-fired—"

“ No, no, Jawn, I didn’t mean to dun ye.
I know ye’re as good as gold about payin’

up some time or other. I simply intends

if ye still had that quawter by accident,
T'd be glad to give ye another qua.wtm' in
place of it.”

“ Swap qua.wters> What'’s the big idee?”

‘“ Waal, nothi’, except I jest learned I
must of absented-minded like give ye my
counterfeit pewter quawter, which same 1
always cal’lated to keep fer a lucky piece.”

The thundercloud that had been con-
verging around Jack’s dizzy temples bolted
suddenly the full length of the table and
exploded with a ternﬁc impact between Mr.
Snipkins’s ears. ipped ,the edge of
the table to mamwT his balance and
groped randomdy among a haze of ten thou-
sand possible answers to find one that would
take care of the sinuation. Not finding it,
he responded weakly:

“Oh, I reckon ye're mistaken, like as
not. Liable jest lost it somewheres.
What'’s that?”’—he shifted the subject ab-
ruptly—“ sounds like them strange hosses
is fightin’ our ‘hosses in the barn. Guess
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I best go out and c:runnspeot a htt’le, and
maybe turn ’em out—

Those champians of Mr. Smipkins who
contend that he was not a bit shaken up
by this incident, will do well to remember
that Hezekinh had turned out the strange
horses, meaning the Dewberry grays, before
dinner; and they had been conspicuonsly
visthle about thé premises for more thafz
half an hour.

It was appareatly acaseofnewetmeak
down, rather than nervous breakdown; for
a]thw,gh Mz. Snipkins’s general heahh and
appetite continued to function “unimpaired,
yet he was never again able ¢to bring him-
self, volantardly, te the point of mtroduc-
ing the subject of the silver bullet.

That is what happens when an we-berg
unexpectedly slides down a warm back!-

Perrimore Pogglefoot, seemingly oblivi-
ous to the havoc he had wrought, strolled
down to the spring, a few rods from' the
cabin, to wet his whistle perfunctorily in
nature’s feeble distdlate . which did not
come from the direction of the Hollow
Moon Oak, and never would bead in a
bottle. Milly, likewise, conceived a thirst
in her system, and reinforced him at the

“spring.

Perrimiore scooped a gourdful -from the

mossy basin and handed it to Milly with a

us motion; then said in an undertone:

“If I'd of delayed to of swallered jest
one more dumplin’, I'd of been too late.
Them two ole hedgehogs would of had the
floor and the ceilin’ all mixed up together,
and the table waltzin’ around with the
cook-stove.”

Milly tossed out the superfluous contents
of the gaurd, dipped it again, served it to
the gentleman, and answered quietly with
what one might. call ordinary, or less t.han
ordinary, mterest:

“1 reckon that's nght Mr. Powlefoot
it’s probably a good thmg you happened
aJong ”»

‘“ Happened along!” he echeed, staring
at her incredulously as she took the gourd
from his slowly-yielding fingers to hang it
on the accustomed nail. Then a suspicion,
a light, an idea cast its faint reflection over
his features, izing, eventually, in the

region of his mouth and evolving into a
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understanding has been borne, wage hideous
battles in the jungle depths or by the banks
of rushing rivers.

But in the interspace between the heights

and the waters, below the mists and above .

the miasmas, abides an undisturbed calm.
Here the crashing of glaciers, the hurly-

burly of the mountain storms, are never:

heard. Not so much as a faraway murmur
of the rivers, clamorous with their rapids
and their -falls, penetrates this mute soli-
tude. No flutter of bird or cry of beast or
man troubles its dumb repose.

Here nature comes to slumber and dream
of new creations, her rest unbroken by the
fretting of her lesser children.

Its quiescénce is camparable only to the
deathlike stillness of the polar wastes at

the ends of the world—only here all is green

and warm and glowing. Everywhere is the
soft, thick carpet of lush grass and mold;
everywhere the dark green tangle of impen-
etrable shrubbery, gnarled and nameless
trees, hoary with hanging mosses, deformed
by their burdens of climbing vines; every-
where the slow, soundless seep and drip
of water; everywhere the same inaudible
life, dusk ‘and dampness and decay.

Thls is the rim of the Montafia.

From the early Inca days, when Sinchi
Roca led an army to the banks of the Rio
Caya-Huaya, and there found gold, down
to the present, the Montafia has been the
mystery spot of South America, the Eldo-
rado of the great southern continent.

Below the silent hillsides it stretches to-
ward the -Amazonian plain—a maze of
jungle, marsh and river, where for hundreds,
nay, thousands of miles, foot of civilized
man has never trod. Its secrets are in the
keeping of the centenarian patriarchs of its
forests; its only denizens are the savage
beasts and wandering tribes of still more
savage men.

Down the cordilleran slopes and into this
region of silence pushed two parties of men,
traveling tirelessly and in haste, one flee-
ing, the other pursuing.

The pursued were soundless as the shad-
ows under the mighty trees, and traveled
on foot and at night. The pursuers rode
noisy beasts by daylight, bringing clamor
to a place where sound was sacrilege.
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~ Never was there .more than one day’s
journey between them; yet never could the
hunters quite come up with their quarry.
And so the race went on:.

The semicivilized Cholo- Indian of South
America is not the keen master of woods-
craft and trailer that is his cousin of the
northern continent; and Jones and his party
were tracking cunning men, who left few
traces. Had it not been that Arnold, elud-
ing the vigilance of his guards, occasionally
let fall a message for his friends, the tasL
would have been hopeless.

Sornetlmes it was a leaf from his note-
book, fluttering from a bush, on which,
lacking pen or pencil, he had scrawled a
few words with a burnt match; some-
times it was a page plucked from natures
green library, and the lines were scratched
with a bit of sha.rpened twig or the point
of the prisoner’s knife.

Many of these tokens nevér reached the

Aeyes for which they were intended; but the

followers found enough of them to keep
them upon the trail.

In these fragmentary records of his prog-
ress, the buoyant, lovable nature of the man
spoke often, heartening those who came

. after him, spurring them to new efforts,

making them laugh.

“Still going east,” read one of them.
‘“ Never appreciated the conveniences of a
full beard before. It fools the flies.” Jim
carried no razor with him.

In another missive, referring to the per-
petual dampness of the forest he remarked
that his pipe was “ down with a severe at-
tack of pneumonia”; but he hoped that it
would “pull through.” Again he wrotc: -
‘“Think I had rattlesnake steak for bréak-
fast. Too hungry to inquire.”

One message, which threw Don Castro
into great excitement, ran: “ Believe we're
headed for the Garden of Eden They call
it Paititi.”

“Look you, seiior, said the httle Peru-
vian, bringing the note to Jones, “ all of the
old tales are true. This proves it. We are
turning back a page of the past.”

‘Stimulated by an incentive greater than
any of his companions guessed, De Ulloa
had become like a man pressed by an un-
quenchable fire. He made prodigious ef-
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forts. Scarcely sleeping at all, he forced
his Indians through every hour of the day,
and sometimes far into the night; and in
consequence his party moved at a rate little
short” of miraculous through a jungle so
dense that in many places it was necessary
literally to hack the trail for the mules for
mile after mile through a living wall of un-
dergrowth and creepers.

° Of his captors Jim wrote_little, beyond
the information that there were five of them,
and they were white men.
feared that his sanity would be questioned
if he went into further details.” Once, how-
ever, he did remark that he had “found
something that old Herodotus overlooked,”
and that “ these chaps could make a for-
tune with Ringling Brothers.”

Had it not been for the handicap of
Arnold, Hualla and his tireless men and
the girl, who was almost as enduring as
they, soon would have outstripped the other
party, burdened as it was with baggage and
the bulky mules; for the Paititians could
slip through the tangled brakes with an ease
that was little short of serpentine.

Jim purposely retarded their progress,
often feigning a weariness which he did not
feel, and forcing them to carry him, little
as he relished that mode of transporta-
tion. He was uneasy in conscience because
of the trouble to which he suspected he was
putting his friends; for he was sure that
they still were following on. He was par-
tially consoled by the reflection that Jones’s

expedition would have traveled in the same_

direction anyway.

Some time before the Rio Ucayli was
reached, he hoped that opportunity would
offer to bring the two parties into contact;
or, failing that, to make his escape with the
girl; but the more he saw of the resource-
fulness of Hualla, the feebler grew that
hope.

If it had been merely a question of his
own escape, Jim felt that he could have
made a break for freedom with a fair
chance of success. He still had his auto-
matic. But its use would have entailed
bloodshed. Hualla and his nephews would
not have suffered their captive to depart
without a struggle. He played too large
a part in their plans for the future. In

Doubtless he -
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their way, they had been kind to Arnold,
too, and he had no desire to harm them.

Most cogent of"all reasons against such a
course was Nee-Nah herself: Jim had
tested his sentiments toward the girl.in
the crucible of every-day acquaintance and
observation. He loved her. He would not
leave her.

He could only conjecture what the past
of this. beautiful mystery had been.
Through the weeks of their companionship
he had steadily enlarged the girl’s vocabu-
lary of English. He found the task sur-
prisingly easy; for she was quick to learn,
and her mind was retentive. :

Frequently she astonished him by her
proper use of a word, or phrase which he
was sure she never had heard from him.
At some period- of her life—doubtless in
her early childhood—she surely had heard
and spoken English, and good English;
but if any record of those days remained,
it was slumbering, lgpked fast in the re-
cesses of her memory, awaiting some magic
touch to awaken it and set it free.

All that Nee-Nah could tell of her life
related to Paititi—a marvelous city some-
where far to the east, built upon a great
hill in the forest and surrounded by seven
high walls of stone. In Paititi she had lived
as long as her memory réached, the only one

" of her kind; for all the other inhabitants

of the city, she said, were like Hualla and
his nephews.

She was, she told Jim, pnestss of the
god Pro- Tay-Us and her life in his shrine
had been pleasant. There had been other
priestesses before her, she had been told;
but she had known none of them.

Once in the lifetime of each priestess, it
was the law of the god that she should
make a pilgrimagé across the wilderness to
offer prayers at the foot of mighty Mount
Huascaran, from whence the western sea
could be seen. It was the belief of those
who dwelt in Paititi that in the beginning
their god had come up out of the sea and
taken up his residence on the inaccessible
summit of the giant peak. Huascaran was
thus the Olympus of Paititi religion. -

Pro-Tay-Us had created the first man
and woman of the world at Paititi, said
Nee-Nah, whose ideas of the world that lay
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beyond the seven walls of her city were
very vague indeed.

It was while she was returning from her
pilgrimage to Huascaran that she had fal-
len in with Arnold. Whether she was glad
or sorry because of that event, Jim could not
discover. It was certain that she was ex-
tremely curious. As she became more facile

.in conversation, she questioned him like an-

eager child.

For a few days following her rebuke of
Hualla’s presumptuous utterances, she
treated Jim with marked reserve. He, of
course, thought her coolness due entirely to
his conduct on the tower hill, and he was in
consequence properly contrite. Little by
little her manner thawed, and the two be-
came good friends and comrades.

Each day the glamor which she had cast
over him became more powerful. He loved
her quaint ways and quainter speech, her
little moues of displeasure or perplexity, her
flashing smile, even her angers.
~ But did Jim by words or manner attempt
to convey to Nee-Nah that his feelings
for her were more than those of a good com-
rade, she at once retired within herself,
sometimes troubled profoundly, sometimes
angered. Jim was not disheartened when
appearances were against him.

To good judgment he joined the patience
of the true lover. He realized that he was
dealing with a young and inexpetienced
nature. Wisely he concluded that time and
propinquity would be his best allies; and so
he bided his time.

Meanwhile, the weeks slipped by; and at
last, thorn-torn, fly-tortured, and almost.ex-
hausted, both. pursued and pursuers in the
long race tore through that terrible, lifeless
belt upon the hillsides and emerged into.the
more open jungles. of the true Montafa,
below the cordillera.

This is the realm of the cauc/:ero and-the
shiringuero, the intrepid gatherers of rub-
ber, who enter their domains along the
hlghways of the rivers in canoe or raft, tak-
ing with them their wives, their dogs and
their guns, and for months collect the prec-

ious gray sap, which later on stirs the dust

of a thousand roads, and even causes occa-
sional flurries of the golden dust of ‘Wall
Street.
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Many a tortuous detour did Hualla steer
to avoid the camps-of the cawuc/ieros. When
he had passed beyond their range, he led
his party into the unbroken jungle, the
wilderness of barbarians and unguessed
perils, beyond which, somewhere in the
distant forest reaches lay the great Pai-
titi.

Arnold and Nee- \Tah sat to rest one
afternoon by the shore of a small, tree-
rimmed lake, the surface of which reflected
back the tropical sunlight like a mirror
lined with gold. Above them swayed the
leafy cone of a tree which was covered
from roots to topmost branches by a gor-
geously flowering vine—a species of begonia
—the profusion of whose bloom had at-
tracted hundreds of hummingbirds. Like
brightly-colored insects, these tiny, musical
workers darted from  flower to flower,
filling the air with their pulsating, many-
toned melody. Every wandering zephyr
from the jungle depths was heavy with a
new perfume.

Farther back in the forest a troop of
monKeys chattered excitedly, disputing the
clustered nuts in a sapuceya tree. Gaudy
parrots screeched and fluttered among the
branches, and an “occasional arara or
macaw, whirred overhead like a shnekmn
flame.

Among the scented bush& a few feet
from the edge of the water, Musth kept
watch while his uncle and brothers slept.

Jim bent to consider his face in the
limpid water, and caught Nee-Nah peep-
ing over his shoulder. Both of- them
laughed.

Arnold’s untrimmed beard was now a
noble growth, nearly an inch in length;
and thls with the pinliké punctures which
the vicious green jungle flies had leit on
every morsel of unprotected flesh, gave him
a most ferocious appearance. Nee-Nah
had by no means escaped the attentions of
these pests; so they looked at -each.other
and laughed merrily in sympathy.

‘“ Nee-Nah, we look like bushwhackers,"

‘observed Arnold. -

“Yes,” agreed the girl, « What is a
booshwaaker, Ah-meer-e-can?”

She still called him by the name which
she had at first given him; and he, loving
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war panoply, jammed his bare heels into
his mule’s ribs and took the lead, as be-
fitted the grand vizier of a great nation
and the traveling companion of a Kking.
Nambe was not lacking in courage when
material things were to be faced, however
much he might shrink from encountering
jumping skulls on gloomy stairways. None

of the Cholos showed any desire to contest

his precedence. =

Unseen eyes marked their progress. So
many details of the strangers’ advance were
“ put on 'the wire,” that the beating of the
tunduys became almost continuous, and re-
sembled a crazy chorus played upon im-
mense xylophones.
~ Both of De Ulloa’s assumptlons were
proved correct. The settlement was not
that of Icorro; and the upper of its five
villages was distant at least four and three-
quarters miles. from the spot where the first
tunduy stroke had been heard.

‘“ Aguarunas, master—from the Rio
Marafion,” growled Tomas to Don Castro,
after a glance into the clearing where stood
the village—a collection of oval, palm-stem
huts surrounding a compound, in the cen-

ter of which was a tall war tower built of

logs.

“ And not a woman in-sight,” added De
Ulloa, knitting his brows at this unwelcome
sign. “Be ready with your weapons, se-
siores. These are evil dogs, and treacher-
ous; and there is little here or herea.fter
whlch they fear.”

At least a hundred savage warriors were
gathered before the gateway to their stock-
ade, and others were hurrying in each mo-
ment along the forest paths, each clutch-
ing his bow and arrows, his lance and his
heéad-breaker, a stone-tipped club. Lithe,
brawny men they were, superbly muscled,
and wearing only cotton waist-cloths.

As the caravan.pushed boldly into the
clearing, 'a warrior who was taller by a
hand’s width than any of his fellows, strode
out to meet it. He proved to be the cu-
raca, or ruler, of the five villages.
under the impression that Nambe occupled
a similar station among his companions;
for he began a long harangue, addressing
himself exclusively to the Savoan.

Perhaps Nambe, who was something of

He was:
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a linguist among his native' islands, ex-
pected to be able to hold converse with
these tribesmen; and he might have been
pardoned the thought. Except that their
hair was straight and their lipsthjnner, the
Aguaruna braves differed but little in ap-
pearance from the stalwart |sla.ndels of the
Pacific.

Yet before the curaca had terminated his
second period, Nambe gave it up.

, “ By dam, sar, Tamal Jones,” he ap-
pealed; “ Nambe talk-um ﬁve—four-sebben
tongue; but not what this fella he say.”

Tomas, who understood the Aguaruna
language, interpreted. -

The curaca welcomed the chieftain and
his white servants (““ Cuss his impudence!”
muttered Kelly, referring to Nambe) as-
sured them.of full stomachs so long as they
should remain in his domains; and ex-
pressed -himself as particularly pleased to
see them so well armed, as he did not ‘doubt
that. they would be happy to accompany
him on a little war expedition against cer-
tain undesirable neighbors farther down the
river. ) :

“ Caspita! ask him who are these neigh-
bors,” observed De Ulloa, when Tomas
made known the curaca’s hopes.

After he had recovered from the disgust
occasioned by the discovery that he had
not been talking to a chieftain, the curaca
confirmed Don Castro’s suspicions that the
settlement which he harbored a desire to
exterminate was none other than that of
the don’s old comrade Icorro and his An-
tipas, between whom and the ‘Aguarunas
there was a feud of long standing.

Asked why it was that the warlike Agua-
runas had so long held their hands, the
curaca replied honestly that it was because
of -the presence of still a third tribe, which
had come from the south and settled.on
the river below Icorro’s people. He, the
speaker, had ‘been unable to discover which
side this tribe would take should he open
the ball. Now that he had the white men
and their death-dealing firesticks to depend
upon, that was a matter of indifference; in
fact, the more foes, the merrier, seemed to
be his sentiments.

To this frank exposition of aboriginal
politics De Ulloa answered diplomatically
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"tnarks to Tomas which -caused the Aymara
to smile uncomfortably.
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“To me the curaca said that he had
taken many heads, and fine ones, but that

Hardly was the expédition under way . one like yours, Senor Grunshaw, he never

when the thudding clamor of the tunduy
broke, out behind it and echoed down the
river, to be answered in turn from each of
the four towns.below. Whatever was the
burden of the messages interchanged, the
“ conversation ” was animated; and the
drumining chorus accompanied the travelers
for many miles.

" Could they have known the exact import
of that syncopated tapping, they would
have been even less easy in their 'minds
than they were. : A

“ 1 would not wager the tip of a cigarro
that the curaca has not at this moment his
spies upon our trail, who will report to him

our visit to Icorro,” -said Don Castro.

“ Fortunately we shall be indeed, patrom,
if we do not see ﬁghtmg, and that before
long.”

Jones, who had passed the rubicon of

hesitation some time before, and who saw _

little use in further worrying, merely
shrugged his broad shoulders. If it came

to fighting, he would fight, as he had be-.

fore—only he wished that Katherine had
net been quite so insistent upon coming
into this.

But Katherine, looking up at the -big,
quiet, capable man .she had married, and
thinking of the wee; brave man that they
had lost, was glad that she had come.

A short cut across two continuous bends
of the river took the caravan past the other
four Aguaruna villages at a distance. Per-
haps the curaca had instructed their inhabi-
tants not to show themselves. If he had,
they obeyed the order implicitly; for the
travelers saw not so much as a black hair
of any of them. .

“ Tomas, the chief back yonder, ap-
peared to be unusually taken up with me,”
remarked Grimshaw to the Aymara as the
men sat smoking around their campfire
that evening. ‘“Why did he single me out
for his intentions?”

“ Tt is your head, sefior,” replied Tomas,
unabashed. ‘ The Aguarunas are hunters
of heads. "Each chief has much pride in
the number and variety of the trophies
which hang on the walls of his malocca.

had seen, and it would give him as much
sa.tisfactxon as the winning of a battle could.
he add it to his collection.”

Jones and Don Castro smiled gnmly

“ Hm-m-m,” was Zalmon’s only com-
ment, and he lighted a fresh cigarette.

CHAPTER XXI.
AFTER POLITICS-—BATTLE

INE days’ march through a flowering

and scented jungle separated: the

colony of the Aguarunas from the
settlement of Icorro. '

Under the leadership of their wise old

curaca, the Antipas had held their location

-for many years; and their main village

with its stockade and war -tower” was a
stronger place than that of their hated
neighbors above-stream. But its defenders
were fewer, else had Icorro long ago rid
himself of a thorn that embittered his flesh.

Because of Icorro’s penchant for trouble-
finding, the women in his villages outnum-
bered the fighting-men by nearly two to
one. En revanche, wives were plentiful;
and the curace nourished many bright-eyed
little hopes for a future army.

For a number of days Jim Amold’s
friends had found no sign of him, and they
were pushing on blindly, but with fears
that they might be off the- trail altogether.
On the fifth day out from the Aguaruna
stronghold, one of the Cholos who was
doing scout duty ahead of the caravan

Jbrought in a crumpled leaf from Jim’s

notebook, conta.mmg the three words « Stlll
going east.”

Hours before. they reached it, the throb-
bing beats of Antipa tunduys wamed the
searchers of the proximity of Icorro’s baili-
wick. .

When he learned from his sentinels that
white men were advancing into his terri-
tory, the peppery old curaca mustered a
hundred men and sallied forth to give the
presumptuous strangers any kind of a re-
ception which the occasion might seem to
warrant.
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‘Jones long before had showed De Ulloa
the map-of Cooper, and told him something
of its strange history, and of the reasons
for his jungle quest.

Without the knowledge of the Amencans,
there was now between the bronzed little
Peruvian and the big, quiet Jones and his
beautiful wife a stronger bond of sympathy
than ever. Don Castro knew it. In the
strange silences of his heart he had hoped
to spare both them and himself the uncer-
tainties of this longer journey.

TIf only he might come up with Armold—
and those with him! Nightly he prayed
for it. :

So they went on as swiftly as might be,
firing no guns, for fear-of what ears might
be listening in the forest.

Afternoon of the eighth day from the

villages of Icorro found the caravan hack-

ing its painful way through the thick of
undergrowth and hanging Uianas at the feet
of tall, dark trees—a maze almost as dense

as that which they had traversed to reach

the Montasa.

Heated and tired, the toilers flung them-
selves to rest upon the. grass in a small
clearing, which had been made partly by
their own efforts.
mount, but amused herself by focusing
Jone’s powerful field-glasses in an attempt
to pierce one of the forest vistas which
seemed deeper and more open than in any
“other direction.

Far down its reach the arched and
gloomy aisle was cut across by a flaming
blade of sunlight, and just beyond lay a
great fallen log, half overgrown by plants

and parasites. As Katherine brought the.

glasses to bear upon the spot, somethmg
distutbed the bushes.

A dark body leaped into the log, poised
there for an instant and disappeared.
Another followed, and another, and another.
They were larger than monkeys.

- Katherine twirled the button of the
glasses, bringing them into sharper focus.
Her instantly stifled cry of alarm brought
Jones to his feet beside her.

“ Savages, Bob! Yonder, where the big
tree lies across the path!”

She handed him the instrument, now in
perfect focus. As he directed it at the

- do not understand it.
Katherine did not dis--
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indicated spot, a brown warrior sprang fan-
tomlike from out of the shrubbery to the
top of the log, stood outlined against a

leafy background, and disappeared.

Five men Jones counted, snapping into
view and vanishing as swiftly and sound-
lessly as though they had been painted men
on slides of,glass. Who were they?—the
Hua.chxpa.ms, whom he was trving to avoid?
As if in answer to his mind’s question, the
sixth man flashed across his field of vision,
znd he recognized the splendid figure of
the Aguaruna chieftain. Almost could the
watcher see the gleam in those well-remem-
bered cruel eyes, and read upon the lips
their peculiar, mocking smile.

Still holding the glasses to his eves, Jones
called softly to Don Castro.

“ A war party, seior,” De Ulloa said
after a glance through the glasses. He
tugged thoughtfully at his moustache as he
continued - to gaze through the instrument.

“ Aguarunas—I glimpsed the chief,” in-
formed Jones. “ Think they’re looking for
us?” AN

“ No, patron—not yet, else they would
have found us. They are going north. T
It is best that we
continue our present course, patron—\with
great care.”

While they-talked, Don Castro counted.
When the last of the war partv had van-
ished, his tally added to that’of Katherine
and Jones totaled one hundred and seven-
teen half-naked fighting-men of the Agua-
runas who were slipping like ghosts through
the forest on some dark, unguessed errand.

‘“ Undoubtedly there were more, scitor,
whom we did not see. Let us—”

The don’s words were cut short bv the
frightful, squalling roar of a jaguar)- which
echoed from the jungle some distance to
the left. It was followed by the scream of
a woman. The beast screeched again, with
a new and appalling note of fury in its
tones. Then came the crashing report of
a heavy automatic pistol; and a silence so
intense that the faraway murmur of a
breeze among the countless leaves sounded
like the breakers of a distant sea.

‘“ Amold!” shouted Jones, and lcaped
astride his mule.

“ Nee-Nah!” roared Don Castro, clam-
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Katherine, crouched behind the’ body of
a fallen mule, was firing mechanically with
David’s rifle. De Ulloa, his magazines
emptied, stood among his Cholos, swinging
a machete against a half score of threaten-
ing lance points with the cool skill of a
practiced swordsman. On the other side
of the circle, Kelly and Nambe, with pistol
and club, fought back to where a mule was
down. A growing heap of Huachipairis
before them attested that they had not
fought in vain.

At Jones’s elbow stood Grimshaw. The
fat man’s cheek had been gashed by a cast
lance; but his arms were folded, and.he
was dispassionately watching the oncoming
deluge of death with his old-time smile.

“Why aren’t you fighting?” Jones

shouted in his ear, much inclined to put a -

bullet through the smile. .

“T have no lethal weapon, Mr. Jones,”
replied Zalmon. T brought none.”

It ,was incredible, but true. Jones
plucked an extra ‘automatic from his belt
and shoved it into his hand. = A box with
spare clips lay at his feet. As he turned
back into the fight, Jones heard the weapon
going like a corn-popper.

On came the wave of battle, and broke
and overwhelmed them with writhing

bodles, blinded them with hot spur_tmf

blood, dizzied them with its horrors.

Within a yard of his own, Jones saw a
cruel face of the Aguaruna chief. He flung
up his pistol and pressed the trigger. But
the weapon was empty, and the curaca
laughed as he was swept away.

Two warriors fast locked in each other’s
arms hurtled through the air from a tree
overhead and struck across Jones’s broad
shoulders, knocking his gun from his hand
and upsetting him.

“ God! They’re raining on us!” he
growled, and flung an arm around each;
for, jarred apart by their fall, both savages
had turmed by common consent on the big
white man. Under their armpits he
gripped them, and put forth the great
strength that was his.

Once before, in the shadows of Islais
Street, years before, he had played at this
game of breaking men’s ribs with men
Spanish Luiz had launched against him,
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and he had not thought to play it again.
He grinned at the memory, and- increased
the pressure of his closing arms. The In-
dians clawed and screeched like tortured
cats as the living girdles tightened..

Again the tide of revolting battle over-
ﬁowed the barricade. When it was gone,
Jones stood up, his arms empty.

One Aguaruna and. one Huachipairi
would never fight again. Their bodies
looked at if the weight of a great wheel
had passed over them.

Jones laughed, glancing around him un-
certainly. He had been struck on the back
of his skull by an Aguaruna head-breaker;
but he did not know it. His vision was
failing;" but he could see how it was in the
circle.

Don Castro was down "at last, with
Tomdas fighting over him. - The Martian
was reeling.” Nambe thad disappeared.
Katherine was either swooned or dead.
Her white face.and yellow, disheveled hair
lay like a pale flower on the blood-sprayed
grass.

In front of her, Zalmon, kneeling on one
knee, was aiming and firing, and smiling as

- he fired, as cool as a dragoon on parade.

Strange memory! thought Jones, to
carry with him whither he was going—for
he felt now that he was going—fast.

He raised himself stiffly and tried to step
forward. He saw the gold of sunlight upon
open water, heard a roaring as of a great
cascade in hxs ‘ears, and under i11> patient
mule he fell.

CHAPTE_R XXII.
NEE-NAH'S ULTIMATUM.

—IME had Arnold for neither thought

T nor aim as the jaguar, a tremendous

bolt of living fury, launched itself
through the air.

He saw the great, yellow, devil’s face
and the wide-flung forelegs, swollen with
muscles, their crescent talons dripping with
the blood of Musth, come driving at him
through a broad bar of sunlight. He threw
up the automatic and fired; and so close
was Jauarité to the weapon’s fire-spitting
muzzle that his throat was scorched.
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Like a mighty hammer, the huge golden
head struck Jim on the chest and drove him
backward and down.

He bad a confused vision of treetops and
brassy sky racing past him, in which swam
Nee-Nah’s lovely face, wide-eyed and filled
with terror and with pain. Ah, God! then
he had failed to save her! Groaning, he
passed into darkness, the weight of all the
world bearing down upon his soul and stif-
ling it.

But he was only stunned. Presently his
‘senses began to filter back to him. The
crushing welght was gone. Near him- he
heard many voices speaking in an unknown
tongue; and something farther away, a hell-
ish clamor of shrieks and yells and shoot-
ing. He started np, but fell back; for his
limbs were tightly bound.

Slowly, but with quickening perceptions,
he looked about him. He lay where he
bad fallen; but instead of the figures which
had grown familiar in the last weeks, he
was surrounded by a group of savage war-
riors. Some of them were bleeding from
wounds; all were breathing heavily, as from
great exertions.

A few feet away was the carcass of the
jaguar, which they had pulled off him.
The heavy steel bullet of the automatic
had done its business, tearing through the
throat to the spinal column and shattering

it. Three of the Indians with long knives

were busily removing the tawny hide.

Of Nee-Nah and her companions he
oould see nothing. From where be lay he
oould see the spot where Musth had fallen.
The body was not there.

Persistent in his hearing was that distant
‘clamor of battle. What was it? Then he
heard clearly the stentorian voice of De
Ulloa bidding his Cholos stand firm. At
that, the last of the fog cleared from Jim’s
brain. He sat up, wrenching at the sipo
withes which bound him.

“Let me out of this!” he cried, not
recking in which camp he might be, and
forgetting that these Indians . could not
understand him.

With a ferocious grunt, the savage near-
est him, who was nursing a wrist that a
rifle ball had smashed, lifted his naked foot
and struck the prisoner across the mouth
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with its heel. Another menaced him with
a knotted club. Jim subsided and lay still.

In a few moments the noise of the con-
flict in the forest grew fainter; the shots
and the shouted orders of Don Castro
ceased altogether; and the hideous yelling'
of the savages died away in the distance.

Who were victors? Who vanquished?
Jim might wonder until his head ached;
there was none to tell him.

Other Indians came hurriedly ﬁ'om the
jungle. They were fresh from the struggle.
Few were unwounded; and—what tumed
Amold faint and sick—one of them bore
over his shoulder a network bag of woven
sépos, in which were half a score of newly-
severed human heads!

With difficulty forcing his loathing gaze
tonstask Jim assured himself that no
white man or woman had contributed to
that horrible cornucopia of victory. The
beads were all of brown men.

Came finally a tall, cruel-eyed man,
stately despite his torn plumage and gap-
ing wounds—for the Aguaruna chief had
led his tribesmen wherever the fighting was
thick&t. He walked to Jim and looked

him over with interest, and gave an arder
Yo one of his followers.

The man departed swiftly and returmed,
leading a trembling mule. At sight of it,
Jim groaned again. It was the one De
Ulloa had ridden; and its Lima saddle was
bespattered with blood.

Jim’s legs were untied, and he was set
astride the animal. The party, momen-
tarily augmented by new arrivals, who
came in in twos and threes, set off through
the forest in a westerly direction, proceed-
ing at a brisk trot. One savage led the
mule, and another continually lashed it
{from behind with a length of tough sipo.
Some of the blows fell upon Jim.

Behind them the din of battle broke out
again, and an occasional arrow sang over
head. The white man judged that his
captors were fighting a stiff rearguard
action.

When they had gone a short distance,
the savages who were in the lead raised a
ory of alarm. A number of them grouped
themselves beside the path, dancing and
gesticulating with rage. .
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Jim looked down. Half hidden in the
long grass lay the body of a warrior, his
knees drawn up rigidly and his head cloven
nearly to the chin. His comrades, with
many a grunt and suspicious glance into
the jungle depths, picked the gruesome
thing up and threw it across the mule’s
back in front of Amold.

A little farther on, another corpse was
found, its throat gashed and one arm hewn
away; then another, and another, until J1m
had counted no less than five of thme grim
milestones, left along the path by some
mysterious agency. At each new discov-

ery, the Aguarunas became more and more:

frightened clustering together and discuss-
ing in whlspers

Then in a small clearing they came upon
three dead warriors lying in a twisted heap,
and near them the naked body of a white

man, beside which lay a shining copper axe.

Jim shuddered at sight of that white
flesh, and involuntarily turned his head
away. The Aguarunas precipitated them-
selves upon it with howls of fury. When
Arnold looked again, the body had ‘been
decapitated and another dread trophy
added to the contents of the already bulg-
ing basket.

But Jim drew a sign of double relief.
He had recognized the body. It was that
of none of Jones’s party. It was the corpse
of Musth. Here Hualla and his nephews
had passed and left sinister evidence of
their passing. Perhaps Nee-Nah was still
safe.

With fine foresight the Aguaruna curaca
had concluded that the white men would
not proceed very far before falling afoul of
old Icorro and his Antipas or the Huachi-
pairis. Trouble in either place would make
the whites his. allies; so the Aguaruna had
sent out scouts, gathered his warriors has-
tily, and making a wide detour, had cut in
ahead of the caravan.

Reports -brought him of the reception of
the strangers by Icorro had puzzled him;
for of course he knew nothing of the old
man’s friendship for De Ulloa. But when
he learned that a large Huachipairi war
party was in ambush awaiting. the white
men, the Aguaruna leader -was deliglited.
As has been seen, he attacked like a whirl-
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wind, did all the damage he could to both
parties, and withdrew with all speed.

Reason too dictated his last maneuver:
Reinforcements were coming up from the
Huachipairi villages; and he had captured
in the mélée what was valued to him as a
province.

For ahead of Arnold- plodded another
mule, and on its back rode Grimshaw.

‘Beside him,-prodded on by lance-points,

strode Tomas the Aymara.-

And Grimshaw was the possessor of a
head such as the Agunaruna virtuoso had
dreamed of but never before had seen.

When Jim went down under the weight
of the charging jaguar, he was thrown vio-
lently against Nee-Nah; and though she
was not much hurt, the\-girl, too, fell like
a stone. Hualla and the others, running
in, found Ah-meer-e-can and their priestess
both prone under Jauarité’s great, yellow
carcass. For, to their amazement—the
Paititians did not understand firearms, and
had cowered at the report of Jim’s pistol—
the jaguar needed none of their axe-strokes
to keep him quiet. There was not a twitch
left in him.

They dragged Nee-Nah out and set her
on her feet, and were about to perform a
like office for Jim, when they were inter-
rupted.

In ridding himself of Jauarité, Jim, all
unwittingly, had precipitated a battle. The
sound of his pistol-shot sent his friends
hurrying into the arms of the ambushed
Huachipairis; and it hastened the advance
of the Aguarunas, who had skirted the
northern rim of the little lake.

Just as Hualla and his three nephews—
who, by the way, had resumed their na-
tural tints—Ilaid hold of the jaguars paws
to heave, the din of war arose in the forest,
and the van of the Aguaruna charge broke
cover at the foot of the lake. Despite
Nee-Nah’s protest that Ah-meer-e-can
should not be left behind, Hualla dragged
her away; and the five of them fled swiftly
westward, where seemed to be the only
open way. Rasco and Isako caught up
the body of Musth and carried it with
them.

Swift as they were, they did not escape
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the keen eyes of the Aguaruna chief. He
supposed them a part of the white caravan
which he had been trailing; though he
wondered somewhat at their costume, or
lack of it. He told off eight warriors and
sent them to capture the fleeing five.

As the chase went on, some of the Agua-’

yunas proving better rupners than their

fellows, they became strung out. Hualla -

had counted on this. With Jaqui, he hung
behind his fleeing party, and one by one
the two Paititian axemen cut the Indians
down. .

Brave men wese those Aguaruna war-
rors. They did not turn back when they
came to the bodies of their slain comrades,
but held an, breathing revenge. When he
bad disposed of five of them in running
fight, Hualla called to Isako and Rasco to
lay down their brother’s body, and the four
tumed on the three remaining ‘Agugrunas
and slew them.

Nee-Nah, unstrung and weary, fainted
at sight of that fell struggle. Thmkmg
that they heard more pursuers coming up,
the Paititians then abandoned the body -of
Musth and carried the gifl upon their
shoulders, striking off toward the river.

Part of the way they traveled through
the trees, so as to leave no trail.. When
they reached the side of the water, they
made a small furtive canp.

. Her consciousness returned, Nee-Nah
proved difficult to handle. Never had
Hualla seen her so—or any other woman
for that matter, hysterics being unknown
in the great Paititi. He bad to restrain
her by force, or she had certainly rushed
back into the deadly jungles in search of
Ah-meer-ecan. He had rescued her frem
the jaws of Jauarité, and she had aban-
doned him, she screamed. Furiously she
accused Hualla of treachery and cowardice.

Though he was troubled by her un-
aecountable behavior, the old fellow took
her accusations stoically.

“ How knowest thou, daughter, that
Fire-Maker was not himself slain by Jauna-
rité?” he asked, when she paused for
breath, and he could get a whisper in edge-

“I knows-that he was not! He slew
Jauarité with thunder and fire from this
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thing!” She took frem her bosem Jim’s
gutomatic, which she had snatched up and
brought with her. “ H€ did net die;! I
saw the fingers of his- hand moving as ye
four cowards turned to flee—and I think
that thou sawest it also, Hualla.”

This was true; but Hualla did not feel
called upon to admit it. Iastead, he took
;.lhe pistol gingerly and sniffed at its muz-

e

“ Fire has surely come from it,”” he de-
clared wisely. “I can smell it. This
Fire-Maker is a2 powerful magictan. He
can keep himself from harm, my daughter.”
. “How may that be, when he has lost

his magic?” denied the girf, taking the

weapon from him and hiding it again. “1I
say to you, Hualla, that if you desert Ah-
meer-ecan, I, Nee-Nah, priestess of the
great god Pre-Tay-Us, will not go back to
Paititi! If you force me to do so, ¥ will
die!”

“Lovest thou then this stranger, my
daughter?” questioned: Hualla gravely.

“ Nay, but I owe him the ‘blood debt of
life for life.”

Hualla bent his head and considered for
a time.

“Isako,” he said at length, “ of us all
ﬂmuartthemostsmftoffootmd the
most mdmmg Ge thou an to Paititi at

‘ thy best speed. Say to Ito the high priest
- that Hualla has lost two of his house, and

that men ntust be sent to—thou must lie to
him, nephew—to rescue our priestess, who
is held captive by the barbarians. beyond
the great river. I will meet them when
they come, and lead them. Haste, Isako!”

Without a word Isako saluted his uncle
and vanished into the jungle.

“ Thou dest well, Hualla,” said the girl
thankfully. “ We will wait.” ‘

But she was not centent with waitiug.

CHAPTER XXITIT.
ONE SCORE WIPED QUT.

HERE had been the fiercest center
of the jungle battle—where the
white men from beyond the moun-

tains had made their grim stand against
the dark foemen—for a time was silence.
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In the forest depths to the westward and
northward, Huachipairi and Aguaruna still
waged desperate’ warfare and did ghastly
murder under the giant trees that had
looked calmly down upon so many scenes
of darkness. But where the caravan of the
white strangers had-halted was peace and
the stillness of death.

‘Yet all were not dead. The human ma-
chine that had crushed two strong fighting-
men like toys was too powerful to be
utterly wrecked, even by the blow of an
Aguaruna war club. Groaning and pant-
ing, and so dizzy that sunlit glades and
dim, leafy aisles swam in his vision like a
turning wheel, Jones sat up.

The upright position sent an agony to
his head. He clasped: it in his hands and

strove to compel his whirling senses to-

thought. What had happened?

Rebellious memory unkindly limned a
vivid picture: his wife’s pale face against
a heap of dead men. As though a fiery
arrow had stricken him, he leaped to his
feet and stood swaying.

“ Kate! Kate! Where are you, dear?”

No answer came in the accents of the
best-loved voice. Only a macaw screamed
harshly overhead.

Jones cleared the blood from his eyes
and the vertigo from his brain and stag-
gered forward. Here was the spot where
she had lain. Here -was Cholo David’s
rifle, which she had used; and: here, ah
here, was her little khaki handkerchief,
all damp and stained with red. Jones
snatched the relic from the grass and held
it in a grip which might have bent an
iron bar.

Katherine was gone.

Vainly the distracted man’s eyes roved
over the little battleground. Plenty of mo-
tionless figures were lying there—some of
them horrible; for the savage headsmen
had been busy—but his wife was not among
them; and he knew not which outweighed
the other:. gladness that she was not among
them, or anxiety as to what had befallen
her.

Grimshaw too was missing, and the Mar-
tian, and Nambe. Were they all slain or
gone but himself? * Jones wondered as he
noted the absent. No, not all. There, on
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the rim of the broken barricade, nosing
gently at a fallen man’s upturned face,
was the gaunt gray mule which he had
ridden. He walked to the animal. At its
feet he found Don Castro lying, very white
and still.

Jones thought he saw the Peruvian’s
breast heave faintly. He stooped and felt
of his heart. It was beating. Recalling
the impression which had come to him as
he fell of the light shimmering upon water,
Jones stood on the carcass of a mule and
looked around him. Through an opening
in the branches he saw it again; but
whether it was river, lake or pond he could
not tell.

Like an automaton he recovered and
reloaded his pistol and one of the rifles.
Then he lifted De Ulloa and laid him
across .the mule; and, .strong man though
he was, he was so shaken that the weight
of the little don almost overtaxed him.
Leading the mule, he set off toward the
water. ~ At each step he was confronted by
some new and sickening evidence of the
fierceness of the Chuncho battle.

As he neared the lake, a wounded Hua-
chipairi writhed out from a thicket and
struck weakly at the white man’s legs with
a broken lance. Like a furious, mutilated
snake, the savage struck, glaring up at
Jones out of venomous, snake-like eyes;
and like a snake Jones trod him down,
setting is heel on the evil face and grind-
ing it into the earth. -

Near the water’s edge lay the skinned
carcass of the jaguar. The mule snorted
and shied at it; but Jones scarcely noticed
it. He laid De Ulloa on the bank, threw
water in his face and examined him for
wounds.

He found a deep knife-gash in the don's
right thigh and a hole in his upper left
arm, where a war arrow had torn through.
These he bandaged as well as he could
with pieces of the wounded man’s shirt.

Jones’s injuries were limited to a trifling
cut in his neck and a bruised lump nearly
the size of his fist where the club had
struck him on the back of the skull. He
lay in the grass and drank from the lake,
and the cooling water revxved him like a
tonic.
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learn much from the other feller, however
gbod he may be.” .

© “Suppose you cut out the mora.hzmb,
Rankin, and come down to what is com=
menly called brass tacks,” I put in, and
gave him a cigar. Rankin carefully in-
spected it, wrinkled his bushy eyebrows,
sniffed at it as a suspicious dog does a
wayside bone, and finally snipped off the
end with -his strong white teeth. I handed
him a lighted match. Volumes' of smoke
ascended to the ceiling of his little office.
He leaned back with: a sigh of content.

‘“ Well, what about Scotland Dan, then?”

I spoke rather irritably. I had paid-a
quarter for that cigar, and I didn’t see the
fun of watching it burn to ashes without
getting: something: for it..

“Didn’t I tell you I ain’t seen him for
four weeks? There was a bit of a mystery
over on Long Island. It was known as the
Creek murder, but nothing could be proved
and the woman got off scot free. The po-
lice couldn’t make head nor tail of the af-
fair. Scotland Dan was there at the time,
but he wouldn’t do-a thing. Guess he was
up to his old tricks again. He’s a queer
bird.” .

My mind fastened on those last words of
Rankin.
of the kind in connection with Scotland
Dangerfield, and vainly had-I tried to get
at the exact significance of these suggestive
remarks. My inquiries had always met
with evasive replies. I knew that Scotland
Dan, as he was known in private and official

detective circles, was a mighty good crimi--

nal investigator. A free-agent who had the
reputation of doing what he darned yell
pleased, and I also.gathered here and there,
from the dribs and drabs of conversation,
the knowledge that he was sometimes a help
and a bléssing in the cause of the law; and
sometimes a thorn and a. hindrance. ,

No one had a bad word to say concern-
ing his humanity, his honesty, or his good
intentions; but there were many who
dubbed him. ““ queer,” cranky and quixotic.
For this and several other reasons, he

seemed to me to be the man whose methods .

a beginner like myself ought to study.
Hence my visit to Rankin and my reckless
zraft in the shape of that cigar which was

I had previously heard something .
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now fast becoming a mere stub. I deter-
mined to see if I couldn’t strike some sparks
of definite information from Rankin before
my cigar became a thing of the past I
struck boldly.

“ There’s. something wrong with him?
Is he- croeked?”

.Rankin sat bolt upright. He glared at
me. It was my turn to chuckle inwardly;
for although he was foxy and seldom to be
drawn, I had got his goat and he didn't
know it.

“ Scotland Dan a crook!” he spluttered.
“ Man, you're crazy. He’s a dandy good
feller, let me tell you. - Keen as a lancet
and all fired hot as red pepper when he’s
on a good trail. But—"

The old detective shot me a.side-long
glance under his heavy brows, and a curi-
ous hesitancy came into his speech. “ But,”
he repeated, then added: “ You can bet
your sweet life Scotland Dan’s a; fine feller.
He’s a bit funny sometimes, but he’s all
right.” ‘

There it was again. The hint of some-
thing that did not quite fit, or assemble
with the evident. Hk.mg every ene had for
the man I was anxious to meet.

“How do you mean ‘funny’?” I ven-
tured to persist.

Rankin grunted, scratched his ear and
regarded me doubtfully.. “ You are worse
than a woman after a new hat,” he mut-
tered. “ You've got my missus licked a
mile for dog-gone stubborn hang-onto-a-
argument. Don’t I tell 'you he’s on the
level, and as straight as a gun-barrel?
Only—well, here’s the point, since you will
have it, he’s got a twist in his make-up
that nenther me nor the rest of the boys
can make qut. He’s. here to-day-and gone
to-morrow. - One minute he’s: leading the
way on the trail of some crook, and the

‘next he’s off on his. own. Nothing can

hold him. He’s independent. Got plenty
of money. Before you can say knife, he
cuts loose and leaves the police, or his pals,
as flat as frozen pancakes.”

“ And then?” I queried.

“Then,” sniffed Rankit disgustedly.
‘“ Then—in nine cases out of ten there's a
fizzle. Another unsolved mystery, and a
thowl from the press about the inefficiency
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of the police. I tell you what, though,”
the old detective concluded in a rare burst
of confidence, *“ I'd rather shake hands with
Scotland Dan than a good many other men,
-but there are times when he makes me so
mad that I can’t see any other color but
red.”

1 wish I could meet him,” I murmured.
“If he’s all you say, he’s one of the few
men that are worth w]n]e knowing, even if
he won't talk.”

“ Now, you’re saying somethingl” ex-
claimed Rankin dropping- the cigar butt
and crushing it to complete extinction with

"his heel. “I know darn well youll be
mighty glad to meet Scotland Dan for his
own sake and not for what little bit of good
he may be able to do you. Ill make a
deal with you. If you'll promise to let me
in on Scotland Dan’s reason for dropping
out of cases like he does, I'll locate him for
you, and give you a line of intro.”

The offer placed me in an awkward po-

sition. I badly wanted to meet this man,.

and yet it was hardly possible that I could
pledge my word to betray his confidence.

“It's his say so,” I protested. “I’ll
tell you if he’s wikng. That’s the best I
can___”'

“ Good enough. Bully for you,” shouted
Rankin. “ That was only a bit of a test,
that’s all.”

He brought his muscular hand down on
my shoulder with a thump that nearly frac-
tured my collar bone, and the next instant
he was at the telephone. After- all, the old
fox had been pulling my leg and trying me
out.

In less than sixty seconds, he replaced
the receiver, turned smiling to me, and with
a trace of pride scribbled on one of his
cards:

To Mr. Scotland Dangerfield, introducing Mr.
John Mortimer.

“ Scotland Dan’s a bigger friend of mine
than I let on to most fellers,” he exp]amed
“ Going?” ..

“On the first train to Long Island"’ I
exclaimed. “ You have been as slow as a
mud turtle, but I'l buy you a nickel cigar
when I get back.”

I was jubilant, for whatever may be said
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in favor of paddling your own canoe, a chap
who knows the channels and hidden snags

_of the underworld, can often save you from

running on the rocks

A Long Island village held Scotla.nd Dan
and he had the key to many mysteries. I
was going to meet the former. What was
to be my fate regarding the latter> Would

‘I get a headful of real, inside stuﬁ‘ or wou]d

he refuse to talk?
1I1.

I MET Scotland Dan, and he proved to
be all that Rankin had. said and a great
deal more, besides. He was massively
built, with a pair of immense shoulders,
and yet with all his physical, brute
strength, it was evident that he was a re-
fined, thoughtful man. A broad-minded
thinker, and, rare combination, a man of
action. His eyes and the corners of his
mouth also showed that he was blessed with
a sense of humor.

A perception of the ridiculous prevents
many a clever man from being a prig, and
countless fools from becoming utter idiots;
but even had he been incapable of smiling
at the weaknesses common to frail human-
ity, conceit and stupidity would not have
been. exlstent among Scotland Dan’s quah-
ties.

Scotland Dangerfeld resembled one of
those big, purring dynamos in the power-
house of a city’s lighting plant. - He was
a mass of quiet, reserve force. =Restraint
and self-control were as natural to him as
breathing, He was entirely without “ side ”
and talked to me as freely as if I had been
an old hand. :

“So,” he commenced, when we were
seated on the hotel veranda after dinner.
“ Rankin mentioned the Creed murder.
You wouldn’t believe that sordidness and
crime could exist in such surroundings as
these, would you?”

I followed the direction of his gesture
and glanced over the rail of the balcony.

Far below, the foot of the tree-girdled
cliff, shimmered the moonlit, placid water.
Lights twinkled here and there on the
yadiits anchored in the harbor, and shone
steadily from the opposite shore.
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of another color. I valued it, for it had
belonged to my father. The first thing I
did was to get good and mad for being
such a darn fool. ' The next thing was to
get my pocket radiolite and prospect. Over
‘there,” Scotland pointed to a corner of the
balcony that jutted over the:cliff, “ I found
my trail. There was no need to waste
time cross-examining the hotel servants.
They do not wear rubber boots. :

“I followed my man into the village
and picked up his footmarks in the woods
between there and the end of the creek.
The ground was soft and it was ea'sy work.
T presently found my coat hxdden in some
bushes. What?”

“The stseets of the vﬁlage are paved,” I
ventured. “ How— :

‘“Oh, I didn’t bot,her, or try to follow
him through the streets. I made a circle

of the-village and picked up his trail where
You don’t have to dog.

‘he had left it.
every footstep of a man in order to get
‘onto his track, especially in a small place
like this. Besxdes, the thief could not be
aware I was a detective.
coat, I went after my watch and money,
and traced the thief to the obvious place—
a dirty roadhouse.. He’d gone.. Then I
had a deuce of a job to pick up his trail
again, for the mist had thickened to the
consistency of a wet blanket, and it was

nearly midnight when T came down off the .

hill-side onto the Creek road. .

“ Somewhere out by Sand’s Point, the
fog siren was roaring and booming, and I
was chilled to the bone, and miserable.
There was nothing exciting or interesting
about the business. It was a simple case
of sneak-thievery, and if it hadn’t been for
the fact that the beggar might hide my
watch somewhere, I would have given the
matter over to the local sheriff and gone
back to bed. _

_“T followed the tracks across the road,
right down to the edge of the water. It
was high tide and it was clear to be seen
from the state of the ground that my
quarry had gone off in a boat. I listened
intently but could hear no sound of oars.
Nothing but the intermittent, throaty moan
of the fog signal ®}Then, while I pondered
whether I shouldg¢borrow a boat that I

After I got my

~consent,
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‘could see moored close by, and chance

picking up my man, I heard the sudden
sound of wvoices on the water. They
reached me muffled by the fog, and I could
not actually hear, what was said. Then,
as suddenly; the voices ceased. I heard a
faint splash and then a scream; shrill wail-
ing as the call of a banshee—then silence.
I ran for the boat. As I pushed off, I
heard the sound of running feet on the
roadway. The gist was not so dense on
land as-over the water and I was able to
distinguish the form of a woman. I found
out afterwards that she was waiting there
for the man I was after, and the pair of
them had evidently been planning to go off
together on the money he had stolen. _

“It was ticklish work poking about in
the fog or strange waters, and it was a
good ten minutes before I found the only
place whence those voices. could have come.
It loomed ghostly gray suddenly before
me. It was a houseboat, a creek shanty.
I remembered having seen it from the
heights. The nose of my boat bumped
into something soft and yielding as I came
alongside. I leaned sideways and flashed
my light into the water. There was some-
thing wavering about beneath the shallow
scow of the houseboat! Before I could
reach it, it disappeared; but I coupled what
I had seen in that momentary glimpse with
the-fact that I had heard no sound from the
water since the moment of the splash and
scream, and‘sensed that my quest for a
thief had developed complications.

“¢Who's that? Who’s there?’

“ The words came in a gasping whisper

from above me and I looked up into the

gray, terror-stricken face of a woman. She
was peering down at me from a small win-
dow that swung outward from the SIdmg
of the houseboat.

-+ “ T did not tell her who I was, but asked
if I might enter. She gave a trembling
and while she fumbled. with
a dim, smoky lamp I looked about the
place. In a corner, thrown carelessly aside,
were the still wet and muddy boots of the
man who had stolen my coat. The broken
heel of the right foot tallied unmistakably
with the mark in the trail I had followed
from the hotel. Then I noticed something
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else: The door by which I had entered was
very lightly formed, and was broken. It
had been forced outward.

“T looked at the woman. She returned
my glance with eager, questioning gaze.
She was badly frightened, but there was
no sign of guilt on her face.

“¢My husband!’ she gasped. ‘ He—
he fell. No. What’s thé use? He didn’t
fall—I pushed him. He was d—he had
been drinking again—g little—and fell.
I—oh! Have you seen him? Did he
swvim ashore?’ ” ,

Scotland Dan broke off abruptly. His
voice dropped to a lower key. '

“ Mortimer,” he continued, “by that
question I was placed in a quandary. I
could tell the truth and serve no useful
purpose, or 1 could lie and save the poor
woman needless suffering. As clearly as
if I had been an actual witness, I visualized
the scene that had taken place on that
houseboat: The drunken brute, and thief,
advancing to strike. The desperate thrust
of self-protection of the part of the defense-
less woman. I think I told her that her
husband must have got away. I decided
that sometimes the better part of truth lay
in its evasion. ‘I bad not said Aow he got
away, but the woman broke down with

gladness and wept tears of joy for the.

animal ‘who had ground the zest of life
from her existence, and brought her by
starvation of heart and body to ige brink
of the grave. In her gladyess, Th the be-
lief that her husband had got ashore, she
talked. Like any child she babbled to me,
a stranger, and I read between her words
and was thankful of the impulse that had
come to me to withhold the truth from her.”

For a moment the detective sat silent
and pondering. While I waited for him

to continue, I could not help but congratu- -

late myself that I had met him. My heart
warmed to Scotland Dan. He knew what
to do under exceptional circumistances.

1, .

“ Has it ever occurred to you that you
can read one person’s character in the face
of another?” asked Scotland Dan suddenly.

“ Why, no,” I ejaculated. “ And yet—"
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“I see you get the idea. Isn’t it true
that the moods of the character of an em-
ployer are reflected by his clerks? Why,
even a dog is a mirrer of his master. How
much more so, then, is a wife plain-to-read
testimony of her husband’s goodness or
badness. There’s no magic about it. No.
‘great power of observation required. The
cleanliness of that househoat, the evidence
of the waman’s personal tidiness, despite
the poorness of her own clothes, spoke
volumes in her favor. The few bits of
crockery, clean and shining on a shelf by
the side of the polished stave, the sock she
bad been darning, showed me that she was
doing her part as well as she was able. All
else—the bruise on her forehead, the marks
of brutal fingers on her thin wrists—were
needless, excessive evidences that although
she was a loving, she was, as often happens,
a terribly abused wife.

“ Eight years, she told me, they had
been married. Eight years of slow agony
and torture. The result was stamped in
lines of pain and suffering around her once
‘tender ‘mouth. I tell you, Mortimer,”

\Scotland’s voice became harsh with the in-
tensity of his feeling of truth, “I saw the
grimy soul of that woman’s clam-digger
husband reflected in her eyes. There,
apart from all else was the scroll of his

. character. He was a drunkard and a
beast.” o

Scotland Dan sighed. “ That’s pretty
nearly the end. I left her sobbing her
heart out in that sardid, floating hell, for
a worthless blackguard. I went ashore
and waited until the tide went down, then
I crept back through the mud to the
houseboat, and quietly pulled out bath the
bungs and threw them into a thatchbed.
The next day, when the tide came up, the
neighbors rescued Laura White from the
flooded houseboat, but her home did not
rise with the tide. Somebody sent her
away to a farm in California. Th- day -
before yesterday she died of a broke' /heart.
Fretting for a faithless brute. He Nas—”

“You sent her away,” I interrup ed.

“Considering I scuttled and s\ amped
her home, it was about the only hing I
could do,” returned Scotland Dan ilmly.
“ The hull of the boat was all righ §good
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coughed “ Bend over, MISS Ber nice. I got
something to say to you.”

The girl dropped to her knees and leaned
over. Ile gazed up at her, his eyes dim-
ming. His voice came faintly:

«“ They hit your dad in there. He
dropped in th’ corner, in plain sight o’ th’
window. I could have shot it clean out
with them—Xkilled some—but he’d been
shot sure, then. I jumped in front o’ him
—took th’ fire for him—I liked th’ cake—
special—for me—special for me—thanks!”

The agate eyes closed; the thin lids came
over them wearily; the thin brows were in

a straight hair line above them, and on -

the thin lips was the ghost of a smile—and
so the man-killer died.

“1 got a word to say, you Ox Bow men,”
Harvison jerked out, his eyes roaming up
frong the dead man’s face to the faces of
the living. “ My first dep’ty’s been slain
here. Some o’ you did it. I got to sift this
thing. I cant jail you all. But your
names are known, an’ most of you ’re not
over-important. It’s the leaders I want.
Barnquist,” whirling on Barney so sud-
denly as to take him off his guard, “it is
fight, or give in?”

Barnquist swept his eyes over the faces
of his followers. He saw there, now, no
lust for battle. The realities were press-
ing home on them. Each man looked to his
own safety. And to the old-timers were
joined now their friends, and the decent ele-
ment of Coppered Jack was ready to join
with the posse. Gallagher, restored to con-
sciousness, was ready to fight anew. Harvi-
son spat. He glanced at Pardee inquir-
ingly. . Then at Burlane who, edging to-
ward Barnquist, plainly had hostile inten-
tions. The sheriff nodded to Ed.

“ No jury ’ll punish us much for bumpin’
off a Mexican hoss thief,” Pardee snarled.

“ No,” Harvison admitted. “1I suppose
not. But I got to hold some of you.
There’s Lars to account for yet. An’ Peters
was shot, cold turkey. He’s on’y wounded,
but ’t was done while he was under pro-
tection o’ th’ law. But Lars’s case is worst.”

He pointed to the stark form. Berenice had -

arisen to go to her father, leaving the use-
less clay.by itself, the thin smile still on
its lips,
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“You'll find me out at Ox Bow, when
wanted,” Barney blustered.

“In the calaboose, you mean,” and a
strong arm circled his neck, snapping his
chin back. A gun stared him in the face—
Burlane’s. Ed had worked to Barney’s side
as the sheriff talked with him.

“If an Ox Bow moves, I'll shoot,” he
called, “ or. any one else.”

Step by step, while they watched, he
forced the daunted man to the portal, sent
him spinning inside with a single heave of
his big shoulder. Then he clanged the door
to and faced the sheriff.

“You did that darned- well,
timer,”” Harvison approved.
low him, Pardee.”

Pardee went to the door—and inside, too.

“ Now Weaver,” Harvison called.

Folk  glanced about. _“Weaver was not
to be seen. Some one remembered that at
the first appearance of the posse he had

young-
“ Now you fol-

edged to the outer fringe of the throng.

Clearly he was gone.

A half dozen more Ox Bovians were en-
jailed speedily. The others, as less directly
implicated, Harvison turned loose, bidding
them go out to the ranch and take charge,
pending developments. A party was told
off to carry Lars Maltrane’s body into the
center of town, to the Thimble Belt.

4 And now,” said the sheriff, turning to
Peters, “ you can’t go in there with them:
you just nacherly can’t do it. They'd do
so’thin’ to you. You come with me. Il
see what’s to be done.”

He clanked away toward the town's cen-
ter. A few deputies of the posse took
charge of the horses; others scattered to
look for Weaver. Peters followed the
sheriff.

Ed took Berenice’s arm, and they trailed
her father. All Coppered Jack was minded
for homegoing, as well, and soon a living
stream of people was flowing toward the
town’s center.

Before the saloon a breathless deputy
rode up to inform Harvison that a boy in the
wagon yard had informed him that Weaver
but a few moments before had gone into
the yard, taken his own horse, a good one,
and Barney Barnquist’s big roan and rid~
den, as he said, for Ox Baw.
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“ That roan is the best on these ranges,”

Harvison said with regret, “ and if he’s
gone on him, he's gone, at least for a while,
.with this start. But we'll nip him later,
p’r'aps when I get reward circulars out by
‘mail.” : :
“ He'd be caught if I had my old Mid-
night,” Ed thought with regret, as he turned
away with Berenice, after Hnnnsan had
said to Peters:

“I'm going to go into th* Eagle Short
Order for a bite, Peters, an’ you got to
ocome, too. I'm goin’ to keep you with me
til this is over, one way or ’nuther.”.

“ You’re welcome t’ my company, if you
can stand it, Harv,” Peters answered with
‘a laugh.

He waved a good-by to Berenice and Ed
—a cheerful good-by. Then he followed
Harvison into the Eagle. .

They sat down inside. Harvison rapped
on one of the rough tables. Came then
the whisk of soft feet and a dark-haired,
red-cheeked girl to serve.

“ Why, bless my eyes, it’s th’ lil breed
ginl,” Harvison greeted her.

“Yes, it's Ess-Way,” timidly.

Her face, for all its wild beauty, showed

lines of care. Her eyes she kept cast down. .

“T thought you were out to Ox Bow—"

“ No; Barnee, he drove mother and Ess-
Way out—"

“ Sa?” regarding her keenly.

“Yes, an’ it was a plumb scandal, after
all th’ years Greasewood Kate served them
out there,” Peters said angrily. He had
heard of the event through Berenice.-
~ The girl tocktheir order and went out.
They heard short, sharp words out behind
the cook’s screen, mingled with the splat-
ter of frying meat, the bubble of a beiling
kettle. The girl spoke; then the woman—
one pleading, the other insistent. Suddenly
from behind the screen Greasewood Kate
came, the girl's hand fast-gripped. She
stormed up to Harvison.

“ Shereef, you ask my girl what she
feend in hole in dhee wall in dhat Barree’s
room in Ox Bow.” '

She thrust the reluctant girl forward.

& “ What was it, Ess-Way?” Harvison en-
couraged kindly.

“I wouldn't tell, eef Barnee love me,”
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she sobbed, breaking down; “ but he keel
my heart; he put my mother out—"

“ Yes, what did you find?”

“ Night beefore old boss is shot, I peek
in Barnee's door. He often kiss me in dhee
hal] ”»

Her face flushed. Her mother shook her.

. Yes, hon; go on,” Peters said eagerly.

“You tell dhee shereef,” her mother
urged. “ Eef Barnee, he stnck by us, we'd
never t

“I peek in door,” Ess-Way contmued
‘ Barnee, hee’s workin’ on ca’tridges. See,”
clutching her bosom and dragging farth a
silken bag that she cast on to the table be-
fore them. “Look in dhere, shereef.”

The two men clawed the bag open, Pel-
lets rattled out; an empty .38 shell, balls
for a 45, evidently pried from a lot of
cartridges; some black, leadlike stuff that
Harvison fingered:

“ He put dhem in hole in wall back of
hees stand in hees room,” EssWay said.
“T saw heem—I got dheem nex’ day, w’en
he rides away. I hesrd heem and hees
father talk—they wanted to keel thees

. Peters old man, hut ol Barnquista, he was

shoot, ghat taime.” _ -
- Harvison started up, fingering that pellet
of black stuff yet. His eyes blazed.

“T see it now,” he flashed; “ the dirty
gun- of Maltrane; filled with fake bullets;
so that Peters would be left alive to take th’
blame; Barney, he shot his dad down, but
why?”

“ Dhey all taime quarrl ’baut meney,”
Greasewood Kate informed. ‘“ A’'m hesrin’
dheem, all taime. Barmee, he rums to

Cack—wants cash money.”

“ We're gettin’ warm now. The right
man is in the calaboase this time. Peters,
you ¢'n go home, giving me your parcle
to remain inside San Felicé till wanted.
I'm goin’ out ta double th’ guard at th’
jail. I don’t want ne fake rescues or
lynchings or any more funny tricks.”

Clutching the bag, in which he had re-
placed the bullets and the bits of leaded
soap, Harvison swung outdoors, leaving
Peters to go to Pap Wickson’s to break the
good news to hoth Berenice and Burlane.

_Later still a deputy rade te bring Car-
oner Alberstone for the inquest which,
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mhzsmmdashccreptawayfmmthe
teamsters’ fire.

Hecudedontandthmbackandstruck
the trail again. He kept to the side of it
“cputiously, avoiding the sleeping hutches
of the Mexican laborers along the irrigation
- ‘The night bad grown very dark befare
Weaver neared the Calaboose. He could
hear the deputies on guard talking in low
tones. The calaboose was familiar to
Weaver, who often had acted as guard
there, companying Maltrane while the
gunman bhad been holding some culprit
against the sheriff’s coming. He expected
to find the door, the window, well guarded,
and they were, as his ears told him, judg-
ing by the talk of the guards. The back
and one side had no openings that were
known to the general run of Coppered Jack
folk.

‘There was, however, a certain crack in

the wall at the darkest corner of the big -

single room—a crack at which Weaver had
practiced spitting to relieve the monotony
of night vigils when he and Maltrane had.
sat up inside, playing cards while guarding
some very dangercus priscner. It was

right near the head of the calaboose’s single

cot, and Weaver was sure that the Ox Bow
men would yield the cot to Barney and
bunk down on the earthen floor themselves
for the night. In such case, if he could win
to the calaboose wall, he might be able to
get the ear of the Ox Bow heir and concert
plans with him.

He listened for a long time, wellba&:k
from the jail. The guards were whisper-

ing, story-telling. He heard one report

that the prisoners were all asleep—except
Barmnquist—and that all seemed quiet.
After that they were more and mgore lax.
Snores from the calaboose’s interior told of
tired men giving way to fatigue in real
earnest. -

Presently a San Felicé racontenr
Iannched into @ long tale of how he and
others, in their more hectic days, had shot
up the faro bank at Tumrencaro, and the
guards drew in closer to listen. Weaver,
under cover of a burst of subdued laughter,
crept forward. Another point in the tale,
laughter-punctuated, enabled him to edge
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farther in and to note that the lone guard
on the windowless side of the jail was
leaning around the corner, intent, not upon
duty, but upon the story that was going
forward to a highly-spiced climax. Weaver
wriggled to the place where he expected

“to find the crack, found it by feeling and

glued his lips to it. He called:

“ Barney—hist!”

The story was coming on and on, laugh-
ter rewarding the teller at each new chap-
ter.

“ Barney!” Weaver whnspered t.hmugh
the crack.

The guard at the comner shifted, and
Weaver thought for a moment he was turn
ing back toward him, but he merely was'
leaning farther around, the better to hear.

« Barney' »

“ What is it—where are you, Weav?”
came back through the crack.

Weaver flattened himself to earth, in-
wardly rejoicing,.

“Pm outsnde, feel far the crack just at
the head o’ th’ cot.”

“I gotit. Are you alane?” -

“Yes; I got th’ big roan hid out an’ my
own pinto hoss. Want to make a break?”

“Pd nat get far new, Weav, with all th’
guards ready t’ shaot.”

“I, know, but to-morrow, say Lxsten
mmy plan.” _

“ All right, Weav.”

The laughter heightened as the story
came to a new paint of cowhey humor.
The leaning guard had all but edged around
the corner, out of sight.

“ They re gain’ to hold th’ inquest to-
morrow, in th’ Thimble Belt.”

&« Yes?”

S | ﬁgge: same’s ather times, that Har-
vison an’ Alberstone will line np in th’
back o’ th’ big room.” -

“Yes, like they always do.”

“Yes, Barney an’ you, as one o’ th’
prisners, 1 be right there wi’ them,
S&\W}’?"

&« ch‘" .

“ P’r’aps right by th’ door te that back
room and that opens on to th’ alley.” .

“ Yes,” eagerly. .

“ They’ll be late comin’ to. aorder, like.
Ever’ one an’ his dawg will be tlhiere,
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pushin’ an’ shovin’ out in front. Th’ back
door "Il be locked, as usual, ’cause Harvison
don’t ever want no rescues or lynchin’ par-
ties from th’ rear. Savvy?”

“I’'m comin’ to it.” ‘

“ But I've got a key to that back door.
It was ready for us t’ use—you’ dad an’ 1.
Harvison 1l have a lone guard out there
—to keep th’ few town’s kids off, like. I’ll
come into town, down th’ back way, when
ever’ one’s taken up wi’ th’ inquest. You
know how ’t will be—ever’ inch before an’
to th’ sides o’ th’ Thimble Belt will be
crowded, them inside passin’ word to them
outside—ever’ one scrougin’ for’ard—

“You be ready—in th’ chair near th’
backroom door, if so-be you ¢’n manage it,
in th’ shuflin an’ pushin’ when you-all
file in. I rides up th’ back alley, leadin’
th’ big roan, casualdike. It ’ll be sich a
fool play no one’ll be lookin’ for it. It’s
got a chance in its favor, Barney. I'll
whirl down on that guard at th’ back door,
an’ at th’ crack o’ my gun, you jump f’r
th’ back room, slam its door behin’ you,
then to th’ back door—I'll be to it, key
in lock, an’ swing it open. As you jump
out, I"ll shet th’ door, lock it, an’ while
they batter at th’ inside and folks jamboree
in between th’ buildin’s, tryin’ to find out
what’s broke loose, we’ll go, hell-for-leather,
up th’ alley—it’s a long chance—but onct
you get out an’ to Ox Bow, th’ boys ’ll
rally to you. You're th’ head, Barnquist,
yit, by gripes, an’ once in th’ saddle you
¢n ride it out wi’ th’ hull b’ilin’ o’ sheriffs
an’ sich.”

His spluttering whisper trailed off. He
waited.

Then came the answer:

“ All right, Weaver; I'll make it out,
just ’s you say.”

“ Remember, at th’ crack o’ my gun—"

43 O. K.”

A loud guffaw from the listening deputies
told of the end of the tale. The man at
the corner edged back, with evident intent
to take up the interrupted pacing of his
beat back and forth along the dark side of
his jail. .

Weaver, fox-like, belly to earth, melted
into the umbers of the nearer shadows——
was gone, ,
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Barnquist remained quiet after Weaver
had gone, his mind busy on the events that
had led up to his present condjtion.

He had no illusions. He knew the peril
that he faced. He had heard from Har-
vison, with outward bravado but with in-
ward raging, of the way in which the Indian
girl had eavesdropped on him and revealed
what she had seen and knew of in her rage
against him for casting her off. That had
battered his defense, he knew. Up to that
moment there had been suspicion against
him, perhaps. Lars Maltrape’s dying de-
nunciation was only based on belief. Bar-

" num, who knew of the origin of the soapy,

greasy dirt on' the mirror; was gone, slain
in artful fashion by Barney’s malign plan,
yet by the hand.of Lars, openly shown—
and in: defense of a jailed prisoner. Mal-
trane, .who might have told of the discrep-
ancy between Barney’s public weaponry
and private, was gone as well. The plot
to kill Peters, under. cover of the lynching
of the Mexican, had been a good one, but
Lars had spoiled that. Once Peters had
been disposed of, Barney, in his swelling
egoism, had planned to marry Berenice in
some rough border fashion, or else get her
out of the way, that Twm Sprmos might
escheat to the State and so be open to lea\e
by such as had wide influence, like the
owner of Ox Bow. And then a limitless
borizon of pleasure would open up before
him. -But now— .

The heavy breathing of the men about
him told of the end of his career. They,
his. best men, were enjailed; his prestige
was broken. A Barnquist had been taint-
ed by the touch of the law’s finger. Barn-
quist knew that the old wild days were
passing; that to north, east and west the
great ranges were being cut up; that the
faro banks were being left vacant or closed:
that the newer era was being ushered in.
His father, in other days, might have gath-
ered a small army of retainers about him
and overset the law’s machinery and mas-
tered the situation; but he, falling upon
softer times, could not.

“ No, Weaver,” he thought at the last,
“TIl not go to Ox Bow, but south into
Old Mexico. I’ll go broken in pocket, but
I’ve. youth, health, and may be able to
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did not share the morbid curiosity of the
generality in regard to such things.

“T got to stay close, Harvison says,” her
father told her; “ mebbe Ed might drive
you out.”

Ed, sounded, proved willing, very will-
ing. He got the buckboard ready and the
sober Peters ponies hitched. They started,
past the Thimble Belt, the Eagle Short
Order, where Greasewood Kate waved a
greeting to them; past wagon yard and
finally past calaboose.
Barney saw them go, and he could barely
repress a scowl at snght of them, chattmg,
laughing, as the ponies jogged.

Out on the trail the goodness of their
first carefree day since they had met came
to them like a balm. Harvison’s manner
pointed to the release of Peters from the
charge, and the troubles of the Twin
Springs folk seemed at an end now. The
ponies shacked along, contented. A dun
hawk wheeled above, a road runner raced
ahead of the ponies. A stray wisp of the
girl’s warm hair, jostled loose by the buck-
board’s swaying, blew across Ed’s face.
She sighed happily.

“ Miss Ber’nice,” and his free hand stole
over to rest on her two, crossed on her lap.

She started, glanced at him, smiled hap--

pily. ~
“Yes, Ed.”

It was the first time she had used his
first name with such eager warmth! The
music of it sank into his heart’s depths.

“ Miss Ber’nice—now ’t your dad’s out
o’ trouble, like, an’ ever’thin’ seems O. K.,
1 got something to say to you, especial—"

“ Wait, Ed,” she said, low, sweet, com-
pelling; “wait. It’s all so wonderful, so
good—and I'm only a girl, yet—I know

what it is, Ed, you want to say—I know

what I’'m going to answer—”.

“ Miss Ber’nice,” his hand closed warm-
er and closer about hers clasped on the lap
of her faded calico. His eyes swept in the
purity of her, the inclusive charm of her
and the cheap hat, the stubbed-out shoes;
he’d deck her out like a queen—

“Don't, Ed, let’s wait—till to-morrow.
Just a girl’s whim. I'd like to think about
you all day long and dream about what
may be—oh, let me wait—"

From the window -
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He pressed her hands together in a gen-
ge love-grip, spoke to the ponies, then to

er:

“Yes, lil girl, I'll wait—years, if you
want. If I c'n get you—an’ old Midnight
—back some day— Say, Ber'nice, we're
goin’ to be happy, eh?”

Her eyes, swimming with love-lights, an-
swered him.

They found all safe at Twin Springs.
Berenice bustled about the house at small
tasks. Ed, lolling in the open doorway,
smoked and watched her over one shoulder
at times; at others he looked away off into
the dim and tranquil distance, his thoughts
in a maze of 'gold-shot day dreams, in
which she was the central figure.

They had an early meal, over which she
had lingered in preparation, their first love-
feast together. He made no reference to
what was in both their minds, and she kept
her sweet reserve, which was to him an
added charm. To have her thus, within
reach, to know she was his, yet to with-
hold his hand, was sweeter, then, than pos-
session, he felt, for he had the fine-grained
soul of the native Texan, the innate cour-
tesy to womankind, the yearning for the
decent, the clean thmgs

He left her at noon to drive i m the un-
derstanding being that he would return at
dusk for her. There were many little things
about the house that she wanted to do—
such things as a woman prizes in the doing
and that her heart told her should be done
if she and Ed—

He kissed her hand—the veriest breath
of a kiss—at parting, with mock deference
that held in it the proof of the real. She
laughed with a catch of joy akin to pain in
her throat at the touch of his lips, and would
have held him had he been less prompt in
turning to leap into the seat of the buck-
board. A crack of the whip—and he was
gone, with a cheery farewell phrase. She
turned and went indoors, her eycs swim-
ming in happy tears.
~ With a light heart, a thankful spirit,
Berenice went tripping about the place.
There were a few veteran hens and a cock
to be looked after; not that they needed
food, for they practically ran wild, but there
might be eggs, or varmints might bhave'
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ing that, rejoiced, for it meant that the
roem was clear for his plunge.

There came that moment of indecision .

that precedes all public events, when it
seems that matters will drag. Harvison
cleared his throat, Alberstone glanced over
the folk now pressing more and more close-
ly into the big room.

“7T call fr th’ first witness,” Alberstone
began. “ Mr. Peters. Is Mr. Peters within
call?”

There was a stir in the crowd’s center.
Peters shouldered his. stubby body forward.

" Barnquist, his muscles tensed, his face
outwardly calme, glanced up naturally, set
his hat forward, then back, as eme who
fidgeted a bit, yawned. :

Peters reached the table.

“The rapt crowd, intent upon the scene

before them, had not heard what Barnquist

had, with his ears fixed upon something else
outside. -

“ Mr. Peters,” Alberstone began, “ I call
upon you—"’

A little: rattle of hooves out 'behind that
no one heard in there, save one.

Barnquist leaned forward, as if to listen
to- Peters, really to be ready to kick the
chair behind him and whip behind the par-
tition into the back room.

“T call upon you to—"

Crash of booming gun! Crash of over-
set chair! . Hurtling of & man's body into
the rear room! Babel of tongues! A rush
for the door through which he had gone! A
jam of men into daor space! A surge of men
to get out front! Slam of heavy daor: rata-
plan of booming hoofs. Yells of: “ He's
gone, an th’ big roan—"

The crowd bulged into the alley to see
twa men_fleeing, the deputy shot—dead.
The big roan was ahead, Barnquist on
him.

Harvisen flicked out his gun, passed his
left wrist aver his gun-hand to steady .it
far the long shot; hxs gun flamed; the rear-
most. rider toppled “his horse ﬁeelng still,
saddle vacant. Now came flash on flash,
but still the big roan fled, his rider spur-
ring, and then, in a mement, he had whisked
about a shack up the line, plunged through
the upper portion of the rambling cow-
town street—and was gone.
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“ Hell’s" bells!
down.” -

So cried Harvisen, struggling toward the
front of the Thimble Belt. “"He dashed into
the street, to find Burlane swinging up into
a saddle. )
© “ Get down; that’s my
stormed.

“I know it,” Ed flared at hxm “but I
c'n ride a hoss two miles to your one, Har-
visen. There’s on’y ane hoss ¢’'n <top that
roan, an’ he’s my old Midnight, an’ he’s
gone. You got th’ best hass, an’ I ¢'n out-
ride you all. Let me go; yeu-all follow.”

Harvisen’s hand drepped from the bridle.

“Go git him, young-timer,” and he
struck the good horse’s flanks. “ Go git
him.”

Ed touched the calica of the sheriff’s
horse with his heel; he had no spur, baving
left his spurs, with his guns, at the Wick-
son.house. He did not think of guns then,
or of spurs, but only of riding after Bamn-
quist, for he had noted the directian. of the
man’s flight—past empty calaboose, over
the farthest rise—toward Twin Springs.

That Barnquist would pause there; that
he would not go on and an, straightaway,
as far as the roan would carry him, Ed
did not believe. But there was the chance
that he might .see RBerenice, and Ed's
thoughts of her, so warm, sa tender, ab-
horred that that fleeing man, with his swart
passions, should let even his shadaw falk
on the soil where his beleved trad the
happy ways of girlhood peace. N

So Harvison’s calico swirled off, and
others and others, acting under Harvisen’s
orders, followed: after in pursuit, Harvison
and Alberstone announced they wauld re-
meain in town and direct matters frem
there.

Presently some one thought of Weaver,
lying up- there in ‘the alley, and Farvison
went to him with Alberstone. They found
him prone, pipe still clutched in his teeth,
his eyes staring wide at the sky. .

Harvison bent over the walf whe had
been faithful to the traditions of his pack.
And felt of the man’s shirt froht.

The teeth champed on the pipe-stem
once, twice, thrice, the bowl turned aver;
the last of the hot dottle sparkled om the

Mount, men, ride him

» the sheritf
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quiet chest; the pipe slithered out, sidewise,
over the arch of the bosom. to the soil.
Weaver had sputtered out!

CHAPTER XXV.
. “I CAN HURT HER.”

“HERE was a dull flame of rage in
Barnquist’s heart as he sat the
. great roan whose thunderous hoofs
spurned the trail behind him out of Cop-
‘pered Jack. Once he glanced “over his
shoulder, just as he left the town, and could
see no pursuit. He had. succeeded better
than he had anticipated! -

That Weaver had been shot down bwde
him occasioned him not a qualm.. That
the old dog-wolf had fallen so, aiding him,
irked not the hate-ridden murderer. He
even joyed to think that a halt to inspect
Weaver’s body would give him some added
seconds of safety.

Past the Mexicans on the irrigation ditch
without noticing their waved greetings to
hii, their supposel patronne, he urged the
roan, who by now' was getting into his
stride. He swirled up the trail like. the
passing of a whirlwind, the dust pyramiding
up behind him and then hanging over the
trail like a tan fog.

He had no weapons. He had no spurs.
But he sat his seat like a centaur, for he
had been bomn to the saddle, and use had
given him the mastery of the roan.

He had no set purpose—only to go, to
go, fo go, to double and twist, if -need be,
but to get away, to make into Old Mex-
ico, to let the storm blow past, to come
back some time, to be in position to vent
his rage, when again in a place of power,
upon them all. Yes, upon them all. .

And, as he neared Twin Springs, came
the thought that no one would expect him
to turn aside there, for the inference would
be plain that he had gone on the straight
trail toward Soda and the thither desert.
And if he were to.strike across country
later, southward, not northwestward, as the
Soda trail led, he would need water for man
and beast. There was no one at Twin
Springs. He could make in there, get a
canteen, water the roan-against the all-
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night ride to the old Quarles place, with its
little spring and tumbledown ghost of a
house. No one at Twin Springs. They’d
all be at the inquest. He had seen Bur-
lane, damn him, and Peters. The sxlly girl
would be there, too.

“Yes, I'll do it thataway,” he decnded
twitching the roan’s bridle.

He glanced back. There was no one on
the trail following, It was safe.

He peered about, arrived before the
house. Everything was quiet. The doors
were shut, for Berenice had closed them
that the fowls might not enter and run
about, as they did when given the oppor-
tunity. He pressed the roan to the corral
bars, where the trough was. He let him
have a little drink, intending to give him a
deeper one after a moment’s breathing
space. He got down, looked about in
search of a canteen, when afar, toward the
buttes, he caught the flash of a dress near
the willows.

He remembered the place, where Bere-
nice so often went, where he had tried to
make love to her before Burlane had come.

“So, she’s out there—alone, for th’ day?”
he thought.

He swung up, spurred the roan toward
her. In a few mighty leaps the big horse
had cleared the intervening space, for Bere-
nice already had come part of the way back
before he had seen her.

He reined in-the horse, that was breath-
ing hardly above normal after the keen
push from the town to the Springs and
gl'owe_red down at her. There was no pas-
sion for her in his heart, no love. There
was hate, mean, searmg hate, though, and it
whispered:

“ There she is; hurt her and through
her, all of them.”

She glanced up at him bravely, if her
face was white, for she could not but read
what was darkling in the depths of his mind.
She had no defense, for her little gun that
she sometimes carried she had left in the
house. But there was no quailing in her
eyes or in her demeanor.

" He said no word, but the hate in him
spoke for him. She gave him glance for
glance, proof that she was not daunted.

“Damn you!” he bellowed, his face
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flushed with rage. “ 'l have it out on you,
on you, no matter whet comes.”

He twitched the horse, tried to make him
trample her down as she stood there sway-
ing, nimble-witted, the sweet courage of
the native Texans burning clear in the
depths of her soul. She swerved aside and,
indeed, the roan failed him in his purpose,
for no horse, unless in blind rage, likes to
trample living human flesh.

“ Damn you,” he roared, leaning in his
saddle and striking at her with clenched
fists as she flashed under the horse’s flank
by a scant inch-of safety. “I’ll have it out
on you, on you!”

She started-to run—swiftly, her shabby
calico skirt swishing, her stubbed-out little
shoes flicking back and forth.

He whirled the horse as if on a pivot and,
fine horseman as he ‘was, tooled him for-
ward. He knew better than to seek to
make the horse trample her again; his
common sense told him the roan would not,
for the dumb brute was kinder than hlS
human-devil rider.

Berenice rah well, with courage, wtt.h
hope, determined not to yield until the very
last. The purpose, the hope of Barnquist
she had read in his blazing eyes, sensed in
his fists as it had swished past her ear.

But ran she never so well, the thrumming
hoofs were upon her. She tried to swerve,
to dodge—

Barnquist snapped the reins up between
his teeth, leaving his hands free!

Then, letting himself down as a trick
rider does in picking up a handkerchief, he
had her., His mighty back muscles, the
hate power in him, -gave him the strength
to do what seemed impossible even to him,
for he swung her up, fighting against it,
Then he had her across his saddle; his
hands, free of reins, toyed with her, one
under her shoulders, fast gripped into her
clothing, the other seeking her throat. The
big roan thundered on, mad now with ex-
citement. He felt her go limp in his arms.

Of a sudden the excess of fury left him.,
He crushed her to his breast with one arm,
and she was as a feather in his grasp. He
seized the reins from his teeth with his other
hand, snubbed the roan down, twitched him
about and then turned him off toward the
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springs, for the pretection of the screen
of the willows. For over his hatred a sav-
ing gleam of caution had returned, and he
hoped to get behind the willows before any
one came in sight along the main trail.

As Ed, on Harvison’s horse, flew down
the street, he realized that he was begin-
ning a losmg chase, for the first few bounds
told him that the sheriff’s calico, big as he
was, was not fast enough to run down the
big roan, and then Harvison, a heavy man,
never had ridden at that ‘nerve- rackmo
pace that a range rider can attain to, so hxs
calico was a bit soft.

Yet, for the first burst, he went beauti-
fully, low-skimming, eager on thc bit, will-
ing. Ed nursed him along. He knew Bam-
quist would not leave the open trail in full
view'of the Mezican laborers and thus ex-
pose his point of - departure and probable
direction of flight. So he rode boldly until
the irrigation gangs were passed. Once he
called i Barnquist had passed, and a dark-
skin .answered:

“ S84, seror poco promto,” and laughed.

So Ed pushed the calico with hope, not
that he could ride down the roan, but that
he could get some clue to Barnquist's go-
ing, to his probable destination, in order to
pass it on to whichever of the posse might
come along later, with perhaps a faster
horse than he had, or a mare enduring.

He kept watch of the trail and saw the
marks of the big roan’s hoofs. He swept
past the Twin Spring’s side fork, then
missed the big hoof-prints in the trail of the
teamsters’ ruts. Fear chilled his heart, and
he turned the calico aside sharply and they
made off, across ways to the Twin Spring
fork.

Fear sat perched like an evil bird on Ed’s
shoulder as the calico bore him into the
little ranch-yard. He saw the. dripping
troughs, heard the hens cackling in alarm,
as over some recent disturbance, glanced all
about, then his gaze swept afar, drawn by a
flutter of something just where the willow-
screen about the springs was. He saw the
great roan, the huge man atop him, the
flicker of the faded calico he knew so well.

Then he smashed into the saddle firmly,
fairly lifted the astounded calico forward
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with his will urgent and dominant, and they
made for the willows. He felt, as by in-
stinct, for his guns, but of course found
none. He doubted if Barnquist had a gun,
and cared not if he had. He wanted but

one boon of Providence—to come at the

man, to be at grips with him.

The calico smashed . through the willows
—into the open space beyond—past the
bnmmmg springs so sparklmg in the west-
ering sunshine.

Out beyond was mocking laughter, the
thrum of hoofs, the flutter of faded calico.
Barnquist had taken fo the open spaces,
yet he was riding in line with the willows in
such a way that for quite- a distance he
would be t.horoughly screened from the
main trail.

Burlane lifted the gallant calico again—

‘ again—again! The tireless, effortless ease
of the big roan mocked him. Carrying
Barnquist, the slight added burden of the
girl but made up for the difference in
weight between the hard-bitten if huge son,
and the softer, but heavier, father, to whose
weight the roan had been accustomed. So,
seemingly without limit of power, the roan
spurned the prairie sod behind him.

Again Burlane called on the calico; hut
the roan remained well ahead.

Suddenly Barnquist was seen by Ed to’

throw the roan to his haunches, and he
slithered and slid to a stop. Burlane
thought he was yielding or -about to shoot,
but he saw the man raise the girl, as if to
dash her to the earth, and he remed in his
horse as well.

“T got you where I want you, Burlane,”
Barnquist called, smiling to see Ed pause
so. “T doubt if you've a gun, or you'd
.used it by now. You all had to turn in your
weaponry before th’ inquest opened.”

“TNl break you, yet, Barnquist, break
you in bits,” Ed called back, reaching out
his bare hands toward the other.

“When you get me, mebbe so, Burlane.
I got you now. I can hurt you—t.hrough
her. I do it; Tl tear her in bits before
your eyes.”

He laughed, crushed her to him, spoke
to the roan and again they sped on.

The possibility that the man-devil would
dash Berenice beneath the hoofs of his
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horse tortured Ed; the fear that the calico
would give out maddened him, Already
the horse was suffering. Barnquist’s, with
the sip of pure water to go on, was fresh
and keen. Ed’s mount, taken thirsty from
the town’s warm center, already suffered
from thirst. - His tongue hung out; he
breathed ‘deeply.

They had left Twin Springs and the
main trail behind the rolls of prairie. They:
were far off to one side of the traveled way,
alone. The sun was westering fast.

Burlane lifted the calico again—again.
He responded, then staggered. Ed pulled
him upright. The roan was gaining. more
and more.

And now Barnqmst swung south, to-
ward the main trail again. Ed dmned his
purpose—to cut across it to make south.
He lifted the calico again, called on him
for all he was worth. The gallant steed
put forth his reserves, almost gained onthe

-roan for a final awful mile, then began to

tire visibly. A cloud of dust off beyond
the Twin Springs fork told that the posse
had ridden right through toward Soda,
overrunning the sign toward the Springs.

And still the huge roan, like a machine,
put the distance behind him, easeful,
strong.

To Burlane came the mocking laughter
of the man who held against his great
breast all that Ed held dear; he caught the
flutter of the faded little calico skirt. They
flashed across the trail, just at the end of
the ditching.. The Mexicans yelled wildly,
yammering, frightened. There Ed felt he
was definitely beaten on the calico horse—
yet that on him alone depended the out-
come, for the posse had gone wrong, to-
ward Soda, and he only had the right track.

A mile-beyond the main trail the dusk
began to come down. The calico, no long-
er swift, was faltering, yet Ed held it up
by sheer force of will. He lifted him at
times, and then the roan. seemed not to

‘make such headway by way of contrast.

The weary miles passed, and still ahead
went the roan. He seemed to tire not, to
falter not; yet ever the calico was wear-
ing down, inch by fatal inch.

With the last of the da.yhght Ed had the

tireless roan still in sight—a mere speck


















THE EVOLUTION OF BINGVILLE.
that the luxurious article was really intend-

ed for the personal comfort and convenience
of Doc Martin and his family, he became
indignant. . . )

“I, hockey, boys! It’s no wonder Doc
Martin kin have sich jimcracks as bathtubs
in his house! Him a chargin’ fifty cents
every time he comes to give a body a pill
and then m‘akin’ ‘em run to the drug-store
to git the pi

“It’s hlamed snobbery, that’s what it is,”
piped little Bob Allen, who drove the Bing-
ville bus from the depot to the National
House, “ and I won’t stand for it. I ain’t
a goin’ to uphold no man in any sich foolish-
ness. - I'll send for Doc Hays first.”

That was a dire threat from Bob or any
one else. We had three doctors in town,
Doc Martin, Doc Phillips, and Doc Hays,
of which the most popular by far was Poc
Martin, “old reliable,” we bad always
called him, but nobody but a newcomer,
‘ever thought of sending for Doc Hays.

He might have been a pretty goed doctor
for all we knew, but he held some queer
ideas. For instance, he believed absolutely
in cremating people instead of burying them
when they died, and that queered him with
the citizens of Bingville. Also he had been
heard to say that most folks weren’t. as
sick as they thought they were, generally,
and we didn’t think a doctor could be very
smart to stand in the way of his own busi-
ness like that. Therefore, we realized the
seriousness of Bob’s threat.

“Jt's an outrage,” wheezed Clem Davis
excitedly, “ and I'l} smother to death before
ITM hev Doc Martin or any other man
around me that thinks he’s better ’'n I am.”

Clem suffered from chronic asthma and
was often in need of Doc’s services.

“ Well, but maybe it ain’t Doc’s bath-
tub,” spoke up Amos Barker, who was gen-
erally the peacemaker in our small disputes,
but the matter was settled at that moment
beyond peradventure or doubt by the arrival
of Ike Larkby and his Bingville Daily Ex-
press, Hauling, Drayage, and General
Transportation Wagon.

“ Yes, sir, it’s Doc Martin’s bathtub and
he sent we down here after it; and I ain’t
a keerin’ what he wants of it so I gits my
fifteen cents for haulin’ it up there,” he re-
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_plied in answer to the unanimous inquiry

if the tub really was Doc Martin’s property.

The news that Doc Martin was going to
bave a bath-room in his new house spread
through the town like wildfire. It was the
one topic of conversation at Bingville sup-
per-tables that evening, and the feeling
among us was that in importing such a high-
flown luxury to a town like ours, Doc Mar-
tin was setting a had example in the com-
munity.

It not only would have a bad influence
over sonie people, encouraging them in ex-
travagant ideds, but we felt the money spent
for it—bathtubs cost a power of money,
we had heard—could have been put to a
better use. Indeed, the elders of the M. E.
Church called on Doc that very evening and
asked him if he did not feel that he could
have served the Lord much better by giving
that amount of money to the church instead
of putting it into a bathtub. Doc and his
family belonged to the M. E.’s.

I don’t know what Doc said to them, but
in the post-office the next evening he apolo-
gized to a lot of us.

“It’s this way, boys,” he saxd. “1t ain’t

_just exactly that me or my famﬂy needs a

bathtub, that I'm a puttin’ one in, but since
we're gettin’ a new electric line in place of
the little narrow gage there’s likely to be a
lot of city folks eut this way to buy prop-
erty and I’'m a lookin’ at the thing from
a financial standpoint. City folks are used
to bathtubs and I could sell my house for
a lot more money by having a bath-room in-
it. ‘T don’t suppose well really use it
much,” he added conciliatorily, “ but it is a
good investment from a financial stand-
pomt ”

That apology did not lessen.the excite-
mernt any. It only turmed it into another
channel, for word got out that Doc Martin
was going to Sell out and leavestown, which
threw Granny McPherson into one of her
“spells ” for fear it was true, although it
was only April. .

Granny McPherson was subject to a
“ pain in her insides” in January, June,

' and July." It seemed that only the months

that began with a “ J ”” brought this afffic-
tion to Granny, and Doc Martin was the
only doctor she’d ever had that could give
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her any relief. Years ago she had exacted
from him the promise that he would never
under any circumstances leave town during
these months; now the mere rumor that he
was going to leave for good had brought
the pain on Granny out of season.

Doc finally put a piece in the paper to
the effect that “ whoever had circulated the
rumor that he was about to leave this fair
village was a liar and the truth was not in
him.” (Signed) Yours resp’tfully, J. M.
Martin, M. D.

That helped some, but Doc nearly had
a fit a few days later when the Daily
Clarion came out with an editorial saying:

Our genial Esculapius, Dr. J. M. Martin, has
almost complcted his new residence, which has
all the modern improvements, and which reminds
us that if it is all the same to them we'd like
for some people to pay up their subscriptions
which have long been overdue, as the apple-butter
and side meat that Mrs. Silas Burgeson brought
in last week are about gone.

Of course, we afterward found out that
a drunken tramp-printer who left town' the
day the paper came out was responsible for
this, but Doc Martin was furious and almost

threshed the life out of Editor Mooney be-’

fore the latter could explain the matter.

That editorial tickled Doc Phillips and
Doc Hays nearly to death. They made
capital out of it, in a sly way, and the rest
of us enjoyed the joke, too.

In an effort to mollify us folks, and to
sbow us she was not a bit set up over her
fine home, Mrs. Doc Martin gavé a dinner
—noon—as soon as her house was com-
pleted and invited every woman in town ex-
cept Mrs. Doc Phillips and Mrs. Doc Hays.
She took them all over her house, but the
center of interest, of course, was the bath-
room. “Everybody was crazy to see the
bathtub in operation, so to speak. Not
that most all of them had not at various

times and on various occasions enjoyed that.

luxury, but this was the first house in town
to boast such a convenience.

And that evening the husband of every
one of those women was mad. Every wo-
man came home demanding a bath-room
forthwith. My wife was there and she come
at me for one before we’d fairly begun to
eat supper. _
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“T never saw anything so handy in my
life,” says she. ‘I don’t see how I ever can
stand it to bathe in the kitchen any more.
It seems so—so—"

“Yeh,” I said, “that’s the way with
women. Let some other woman get some-
thing and they’ll all have a fit till they get
it, too.”

That shut her up for a while and she
sat there eating away quiet, but directly she
looks up at me funnylike and says: “ Well,
I wonder what would happen to this world
if women weren’t that way?”

“ What way?” I asked. I'd forgotten my
last remark;

“ Wanting something like her neighbor’s
got or a little bit better.”.

“Well us men would have an easier

time,” 1 answered.

“ You men wouldn’t amount to a pinch
of snuff,” she retorted, “and this world
would just stand still. There wouldn't
be any such a thing as progress.”

I laughed at her idea, but a few days
later she handed me an envelope.

“ Look inside,” she said, and I pulled out
a square of pasteboard, on which was writ-
ten: .

Mrs. L. C. Phillips
presents compliments
and requests the pleasure
of your company at a
reception at her home on
Thursday afternoon from
3 to 5 o’clock.

I chuckled as I gave it back to her.

“ She’s going to get even with Mrs. Doc
Martin for having her ¢ bathtub’ party,” I
said. - A

“ Well, it’s the first real reception we've
ever had in this town and I'm going,” she
replied. “I’'ve always thought we’re just
too behind the times socially for any use.”

She went, and came home breathless with
pleased excitement over it. It was the
swellest affair, it seems, we ever had in our
town. Mrs. Doc Phillips had invited every-
body in town, of course, except Mrs. Doc
Martin and Mrs. Doc Hays, which was to
be expected since all the doctors were sworn
enemies, except on the rare occasions when
they were called in consultation on a diffi-
cult case.









“FHE EVOLUTION OF BINGVILLE,

"The last person for the boom idea to*
strike was Mrs; Bill Brown, from the fact
that she had been so busy attending to the

wants of the numerous Browns, big and

little, that she had neither time nor inclina-
tion to want to join in the general idea of
progress. She had watched the people
around her remodeling and repainting their
homes, putting in electric lights, buying
automobiles and porch-awnings, but not un-
til her next-door neighborhood had put in
a new pump did she frame a wish for any
modern improvement for herself.

“]1 want. a well,” she calmly announced
to Bill one evening as they sat at supper.
" Bill’s mouth fell open with amazement.

“ A what?”

“A well,” repeated Mrs, Bill calmly

“ What kind of a well?” questioned Bill
after he had recovered enough to swallow.

“The only kind there is,” said Mrs.
Bill, “ a well for water.”

“ 1, hockey, woman are you crazy? You
got a cistern an
. “Yes, I got a cistern,” stormed Mrs. Bxll
who had dragged wateér with a tin pail from
that same cistern for fifteen years, ‘ and in
summer it’s so warm we can’t drink it and
in winter it’s all froze over with ice.”

“ But,” argued Bill, “ you git nice, cool
water ﬁ'om the station pump in summer
and__"

Mrs. Bill looked up at her husband with
snapping eyes.

“ Yes, and every summer for fifteen years
me or one of the children has toted water
from that station pump to drink and now
we are the only people in this town that
does such a thing. Everybody else has
wells with pumps in ’em. I'm so ashamed
when I send Minnie to the station pump I
can’t see. No other girl has to—"" _

“1, hockey,” raged Bill, jumping up,
“ what'’s this darned town comin’ to, with its
high-falutin’ ways? You women’s all gittin’
too stuck up to—"

“ Well, I'm a goin’ to have a well,” Mrs.
Bill mterrupted calmly, “ and before long,
too.”
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had been all her life, Bill never knew her to
go back on an assertion made in that tone of
voice, N o

However, the subject was not broached
by Mrs. Bill again, dnd Bill supposed she
had postponed the idea of a well for a time
at least, until one day, returning from a
trip into the country, he found a lot of men
and apparatus working away busily in the
back yard.

“ What’s them men a doin’?”’ he demand-
ed of Mrs. Bill as he strode excitedly into
the kitchen where Mrs, Bill was getnng din-
ner.

Mrs. Bill deftly turned a piece of salt

pork she was frying.

‘“ They’re diggin’ me a well.”.

“ Diggin’ yox a well!” sneered Bill.
“ And I reckon you'll pay for it.”

Mrs. Bill turned another piece of pork.

‘“ Nobody has to pay for it if they don’t
strike water and if they do it "Il be the cool-
est water in this town. It 'l be one of them
bored wells, and if you don’t want to pay
for it, I will. Ma left me fifty dollars
when she died and I'd as lief put it in a well
as anywheres.”

Bill glared at his wife, started to speak,

" gulped, and finally stuttered

¢ When—when’s supper ready?”

‘“ Right now,” said Mrs, Bill, *“ set down.”

The Browns lived on the extreme 'edge‘
of Bingville on the flattest piece of land in
that flat section. On three sides lay the
open gountry, forty acres of which Bill had
ipherited from his father and which had
yielded him an indifferent living. It was
only by the strictest economy that he man-
aged to make both ends meet with his grow-
ing family, and the livery business getting
worse every year owing to the advent of
the automobile, but by pasturing his horses
and some of the town cows on his lots, he
had managed to get along. Mrs. Bill was
a good manager and mentally above her
husband, but the poverty and the care of
her large famgily had made a drudge of her.
Only rarely did she assert herself, as in

- the matter of the well,

Bill went out, slamming the door after - For two days she watched the men drill-

him, but inwardly uneasy as to what might
be sprung upon himself in the matter, for
patient and uncomplaining as Sally Brown

ing, but they had struck a thick formation
of rock, and had to work so slowly that
one of the men remarked at noon of the
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his money back. He had taken that trip
merely to kill time till his brother came on
to Michigan from the East. When the
brother did come, they went into the in-
terior and took up government land. Tay-
lor told no one, not even his brother, about
his experience with Percival, but he did not
forget it.

He had. made- several trips each season
in sailing ships but he had not run across
Percival. If he had permitted his desire for
revenge to become an obsession, he could
have found Percival the first year; but he

knew the danger that lies in obsession. He-

would continue his pursuit but he. would
not sacrifice himself to make it successful.
He was quite sane.. -

By this autumn he and hs brother had
cleared a good deal of land and their crops
were cared for early. Saying he was going
into the woods to work through the winter,
Taylor had set out. From Detroit he had
traced Percival to Grand Haven.
he had him under his thumb.

It was characteristic of Taylor that he-

did not think of danger to himself in thus
embarking on Percival’s ship. He might

have had his revenge on Percival thete on

the ‘wharf after making what he knew would
be a futile demand for the return of his
money, but he had waited three years and
‘he could wait Jonger. There would be no
fun in merely hurting Percival. )

He Judged the captain was a coward.
He was going to play with him for a while.

His study of the crew satisfied him.
There were six of them altogether. "Three
.were middle-aged men, two were past thirty,
and one was a lad of twenty. They
wouldn’t sell themselves to the captain as
the crew of foreigners had done, not even
the Cousin Jack. Of that, Taylor was sure.
'So then he and Percival stood man to. man
.—and that was all Taylor wanted.

His thoughts reverted to the girl then.
What was she doing here? Certainly she
did not look as if she had been traveling
on a hooker like this, as cook. There was
an indefinable something about her which
lifted her out of that class.

Well, he’d see.

Just before dark; he and the girl and
Percival had supper together. Taylor and

PROXY

-said.

“face.

.Well, that didn’t make any difference.

And now -
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Percival were at table when the g1r1 came
into the room.

- Percival kept his seat, but Taylor rose
and looked at the girl expectantly. She
glanced at him fleetingly and sat down.
Taylor looked at the captain with eyes
darkened with anger, but Percival would

‘not return the look.

“ My name is Taylor,“ ma’am,” Taylor
“I’'m. a passenger aboard.”
The girl lifted her eyes and nodded, but

-she did not give him her name as he had

expected and hoped she would do. As he
sat down, his eyes were again on Percival’s
That face was expressionless.

. Percival acted as if he had not Heard
what Taylor had said. Because he had
given his real name, Taylor knew that Per-
cival had recognized him on the wharf.
He
had supposed the captain would recognize
him. In fact, he had wanted him to do so.

They ate for ten minutes in silence.
Then Percival lifted his head. Taylor saw
him fix his red-rimmed eyes on ‘the girl.
Taylor let his own glance flash to her face.

“You’re appetite ain’t none too good,
my dear,” Percival said. ‘ You must eat,
you know. You don’t want to be all pale
an’ trembly when you stand afore the par-
son over on the Wisconsin side.”

Taylor saw the line of the girl’s mouth
harden, saw her pale, and saw the rich’
color ﬂood to her cheeLs to replace the
pallor.

“I'm doing the best I can,” she said.

- Percival made a sound . in his throat
which was like a chuckle, and he gave
Taylor a triumphant look. A strange rage
seized Taylor. He had seen the girl only
a little while before but it sickened him to

‘have a man like Percival intimate that he

was going to marry her. .

The meal was finished in silence. Per-
cival rose and walked around the table to
the girl’s side. He put a hand on her head
and bent to her. With a shiver and a cry
she sprang up and ran to the other side of
the room and disappeared through the door
which Taylor had opened a while ago. -

Taylor’s gaze followed her and he felt
that Percival’s own gaze was on him. He
guessed that there was something here
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“ And ‘so I shall,” said Taylor. See,
I'm lockin’ my hands behind my back.
My words was that I wouldn’t lift a finger
against you and I sha'n’t. But this boy
has an account to. settle with you.”

“ Oh, him,” the captain said, in relief.
“T’ll put him in jail just as soon as we
touch the Wisconsin shore.”

“ Will he?” .Taylor asked with a lift of
eyebrows in the boy’s direction.

Burnham stepped forward, his revolver
still held out. The clean rage of youth,
held in check till now, was whipping
through him. His eyes shone with a fine
purpose.

“T’Il kill you—" he began.

The girl got to her feet and held out
her hands to him.

“ Wait, Tommy,” she’ pleaded “You

heard what he said. - Do you want to go -

to jail?”

“I'm trusting this man, Stella,” he said.
“ He’s the first that has been kind to me
since I got into trouble.”

“ Ma’am,” Taylor interposed in a gentle
voice, “you just wait a minute. I been
puttin’ two and two together in this thing
-and I've got the answer. I’ve been talkin’
to your brother up on deck and I see how
things stand. I needed only an outline of
his story to get the whole of it. It'is a
good deal like my own @tory. -

“ This here Captain Percival is a skunk,
ma’am, and don’t you doubt it even if it’s
only me that’s tellin’ you. He’s a criminal
if ever one lived, but the trouble with him
is that he has only one way of .doing his
criminal acts. He robbed me some time
back, and he had me beat up ashore, and
arranged matters so he would have the wit-
nesses on his side.

“ Now, your brother tells me that there
was a warehouse robbery on shore a bit
ago. The boy had his goods in that ware-
house and as you know, he went down there
to get them. He was seen coming outside
and pretty -soon, the alarm having been
sounded by Percival’s friends, the man in
charge was found beat up, near to death.

‘“ There was an immediate hullaballoo,
raised by Percival, and the boy was ac-
cused. Percival got him aboard this ship
and then he sent for you and told you and
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the boy that he would send the boy to jail
if you didn’t agree to his little plan of takin’
you for wife. :

“ Yes, you shiver. I marked that before.
No wonder. The thought of tying yourself
up to a thing like Percival would make you
shiver..

“ Now, the thing lies like this: I have
.promised you that I wouldn’t lift a finger
against the captain and I will keep my
word to you. But the boy has made no
- promise and he is on his feet.

“You made a mistake in makin’ him
agree to the captain’s plan. Why, he is
a fine boy, ma’am. If it hadn’t been for
your tears and pleadin’s, he would have
taken his medicine from Percival, just as
he should have done, rather than see you
do what you aimed to do.”

‘“He is so young,” the girl murmured. -

“ Why, he’s 2 man,” Taylor ¢ried. “ You
been a mother to him for a good many
_years, ever since his own mother died, he
tells me, and you ain’t noticed that he has
growed up. He didn’t need no coddling
and you’ll see he don’t before he is through.
~ “T only ask you, ma’am; not to shed
tears over him. It takes his nerve away.
He will be a man before your eyes if you
will let him. I found that out when I had
been talkin’ to him only a minute or two.”

“ But the captain had witnesses against
him,” the girl objected.

“Aye, I have witnesses,” the captain
broke in. ‘“ And I have a witness here, as
good as gold, to what you two are doing
now. You can be hanged for this, you
two. Put the girl on the stand and she
will tell the truth.”

‘“She is the kind to tell the truth " ‘Tay-
lor said with a look into-her eyes that
brought the ready blood to her face again.

“ She will say that you entered my cabin
~and menaced me with a revolver,” the cap-
tain ‘continued with a note of triumph in
his voice.

“There is only one flaw in all that,”
Taylor said.

“ And what’s that?” Percival asked.

“You ain’t going to have this boy ar-
rested. You ain’t going to prefer no
charges against him and me. You’re go-
ing to keep your mouth shut about this
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whole matter. And you ain’t going to
bother this girl no more.”

*Is that so?” the captain exploded.
 Well, that’s nonsense, I'll tell you. What
makes you think I'm going to change front
like that?”

Taylor lcaned against the side of the
table, his hands still clasped behind his
back. There was a thin, ironic smile on
his lips. His bright eyes mocked the cap-
tain.

* Because, Percival,” he said, *‘ you're a
coward. No man would plan to do the
thing you are planning to do to this girl
unless he was a coward. You lose because
vou are a coward.

“If you don’t sign a confession saying
you was mistaken about this boy in the
warehouse matter, he is going to kill you.
And he is going to give you while I count
ten to make up your mind.”

Percival saw that he had nerved Burn-
ham to make this play. The only loophole
for the captain was as to whether Burnham
had the nerve or not. He turned his eyes
slowly to the lad’s face.

What he saw in Burnham’s eyes made
his soul sick. He had looked to see
whether there was determination in those
eyes, an unwavering purpose which should
urge the boy to pull the trigger of the
revolver.

It was a flaming hate, born of resentment
and loathing. The captain had seen that
look in men’s eyes before. The hoy looked
as if he wanted to kill him.

Taylor laughed softly.

“Well, sir, Captain DPercival, this boy
will kill you as sure as hell, if you cross
him. 7 wouldn’t want that look in the
eves of a man that was pointin’ a gun in
my direction. 1 bet vou this boy would
laugh when he saw your blood jump out
after he pumped a bit of lead into vour
rotten body. And now you can do what
you like.”

The captain’s hand went slowly up to
his throat and he fingered round the inside
of his collar. The flush in his face abated
and his eyes scemed to protrude.

* Makes you feel kind of choky, don't
it?” Taylor sneered. *“ \Vell, come! We're
through talkin’.”
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The captain, his eyes still on Burmham’s
face, drew open a drawer in the rude table.
From this he took writing materials.

** What is it you want wrote?” he asked
huskily.

Taylor dictated to him ahd he scratched
out the words in his clumsy hand.

** Give the paper to Miss Burnham,”
Taylor said, when he had finished.

The girl accepted it.

* Now, Captain Percival,” Taylor said,
*“ your course is set. No need for you to
go on deck again to-night. The weather
holds fair. You can retire while me an’
the boy keep watch. If you raise a finger
between now and the time we all leave
your ship, Tommy ’ll—well, we'll leave
that to Temmy. ,'

“ And, oh, captain, what d'ye think of
my revenge? Ain’t this far superior to
anything I could have planned; ain’t it far
sweeter to me? It’s just as if everything
vou'd ever done had piled up an’ toppled
over on you, captain. Get out!”

The captain withdrew, cowed to silence.

The boy .crossed to his sister and took
her in his arms. She hid her face against
his shoulder. Taylor went to the foot of
the companion and turned his back.

Presently there was a light footfall be-
hind him. The girl was standing at his
shoulder.

" You didn’t believe me when I said I—
I was looking forward to that wedding?”
she asked.

* Of course not.”

* 1 was looking forward to it—with ter-
ror,” she said. ** But what made you guess
that?”

* It was ridiculous,” he said. “ And 1
saw you shiver when he went near you,.
You don’t conceal things very good.”

1 didn’t know Tommy had grown up,”
she =aid. * e has always seemed a boy
to me. I—1I'm grateful to you.”

She put out her hand and he took it.
They clasped for a moment. Then her
fingers relaxed. His did not.

She looked questioningly into his eyes
and seemed to find reassurance there. Her
fingers tightened on his again. She was
not conceding things very successfully just
then.



